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PREFACE 


it  bo  true,  as  some  have  said,  that  a  secret  is  safer  in  a  pre¬ 
face  than  elsewhere,  it  would  be  worse  than  folly  for  mo 
to  waste  the  “midnight  oil”  in  the  manufacture  of  an 
article  which  no  one  would  read  and  which  would  sorvo 
no  purpose,  save  the  adding  of  a  page  or  so  to  a  volume 
u  perhaps  already  too  large.  But  I  do  not  think  so.  I  wot 

of  a  few  who,  with  a  horror  of  anything  savoring  of  humbug, 
wade  industriously  through  a  preface,  be  it  ever  so  lengthy, 
hoping  therein  to  find  the  moral,  without  which  the  story  would 
of  course,  be  valueless.  To  such  I  would  say,  seek  no  further,  foi 
though  I  claim  for  ‘Lena  Rivers’  a  moral— yes,  half  a  dozen 
morals,  if  you  please — I  shall  not  put  them  in  the  preface  as  I 
prefer  having  them  sought  after,  for  what  I  have  written  I  wish 
to  have  read. 

Reared  among  the  rugged  hills  of  the  Bay  State,  and  for  a 
time  constantly  associated  with  a  class  of  poople  known  the  wide 
world  over  as  Yankees,  it  is  no  more  than  natural  that  I  should 
often  write  of  the  places  and  scenes  with  which  I  have  been  the 
most  familiar.  In  my  delineations  of  New  England  character 
I  have  aimed  to  copy  from  memory,  and  in  no  instance,  I  believe, 
have  I  over-drawn  the  picture;  for  among  the  New  England 
mountains  there  lives  many  a  “Grandma  Nichols,”  a  “Joel 
Slocum,”  ora  “Nancy  Scovandyke,”  while  the  wide  world  holds 
more  than  one ’Lena,  with  her  high  temper,  extreme  beauty,  and 
rare  combination  of  those  qualities  which  make  the  female  char¬ 
acter  so  lovely. 

Nearly  the  same  remarks  will  also  apply  to  my  portraitures 
of  Kentucky  life  and  character,  for  it  has  been  my  good  for¬ 
tune  to  spend  a  year  and  a  half  in  that  state ;  and  in  my  descrip¬ 
tions  of  country  life,  I  have  with  a  few  exceptions  copied  from  what 
I  saw.  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Mrs.  Graham  are  characters  found 
everywhere,  while  the  impulsive  John  Jr.,  and  the  generous- 
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hearted  Durward,  represent  a  class  of  individuals  who  belong 
more  exclusively  to  the  sunny  south.” 

I  have  endeavoured  to  make  this  book  both  a  good  and  interest¬ 
ing  one,  and  if  I  have  failed  in  my  attempt,  it  is  too  late  to 
remedy  it  now ;  and,  such  as  it  is,  I  give  it  to  the  world,  trusting 
that  the  same  favour  and  forbearance  which  have  been  awarded 
to  my  other  works,  will  also  be  extended  to  this. 


M.  J.  HOLMES. 


Bkockfokt.  N.  Y.,  October ,  1856. 


’LENA  EIYBRS 


CHAPTER  I. 

’LENA 

many  days  the  storm  continued.  Highways 
r"^VTV\  were  blocked  up,  while  roads  less  frequented  were 
^  f  “  rendered  wholly  impassable.  The  oldest  inhabi- 
tants  of  Oakland  had  ‘  never  seen  the  like  before/ 
an(l  ^bey  shook  their  gray  heads  ominously  as 
'vlvP  over  an^  a(^own  the  New  England  mountains  the 
<  (w  ^  wild  wind  swept  furiously,  now  shrieking  exult- 
r  ingly  as  one  by  one  the  huge  forest  trees  bent 
before  its  power,  and  again  dying  away  in  a  low  sad  wail, 
as  it  shook  the  casement  of  some  low-roofed  cottage,  where 
the  blazing  fire,  “high  piled  upon  the  hearth,”  danced  mer¬ 
rily  to  the  sound  of  the  storm-wind,  and  then  whirling  in 
fantastic  circles,  disappeared  up  the  broad-mouthed  chimney. 

For  nearly  a  week  there  was  scarcely  a  sign  of  life  in  the 
streets  of  Oakland,  but  at  the  end  of  that  time  the  storm 
abated,  and  the  December  sun,  emerging  from  its  dark  hid¬ 
ing-place,  once  more  looking  smilingly  down  upon  the  white, 
untrodden  snow,  which  covered  the  earth  for  miles  and  miles 
around.  Rapidly  the  roads  were  broken ;  paths  were  made 
on  the  narrow  side-walk,  and  then  the  villagers  bethought 
themselves  of  their  mountain  neighbours,  who  might  per¬ 
chance  have  suffered  from  the  severity  of  the  storm.  Far  up 
the  mountain  side  in  an  old  yellow  farm-house,  which  had 
withstood  the  blasts  for  many  a  winter,  lived  Grandfather 
and  Grandmother  Nichols,  as  they  were  familiarly  called,  and 
ere  the  sun-setting,  arrangements  were  made  for  paying 
them  a  visit. 

Oakland  was  a  small  rural  village,  nestled  among  rocky 
hills,  where  the  word  fashion  was  seldom  heard,  and  whero 
many  of  the  primitive  customs  of  our  forefathers  still  prevail¬ 
ed.  Consequently,  neither  the  buxom  maidens,  nor  the  hale 
old  matrons,  felt  m  the  least  disgraced  as  they  piled  promis- 
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cuously  upon  the  four-ox  shed,  which  ere  long  was  moving 
slowly  through  the  mammoth  drifts  which  lay  upon  the 
mountain  road.  As  they  drew  near  the  farm-house,  they 
noticed  that  the  blue  paper  curtains  which  shaded  the  win¬ 
dows  of  Grandma  Nichols’  ‘  spare  room,’  were  rolled  up, 
while  the  faint  glimmer  of  a  tallow  candle  within,  indica¬ 
ted  that  the  room  possessed  an  occupant.  Who  could  it 
be  ?  Possibly  it  was  John,  the  proud  man,  who  lived  in  Ken¬ 
tucky,  and  who  to  please  his  wealthy  bride,  exchanged  the 
plebian  name  of  Nichols’,  for  that  of  Livings  tone ,  which  his 
high-born  lady  fancied  was  more  aristocratic  in  its  sound¬ 
ing! 

‘And  if  it  be,  John,’  said  the  passenger  of  the  ox- shed, 
with  whom  that  gentleman  was  no  great  favourite,  ‘  if  it  be 
John,  we’ll  take  ourselves  home  as  fast  as  ever  we  can.’ 

Satisfied  with  this  resolution,  they  kept  on  their  way,  un¬ 
til  they  reached  the  wide  gateway,  where  they  wrere  met  by 
Mr.  Nichols,  whose  greeting  they  fancied  was  less  cordial 
than  usual.  With  a  simple  ‘  how  d’ye  do,’  he  led  the  way 
into  the  spacious  kitchen,  which  answered  the  treble  purpose 
of  dining-room,  sitting-room,  and  cook-room.  Grandma  Nic¬ 
hols,  too,  appeared  somewhat  disturbed,  but  she  met  her  visi¬ 
tors  with  an  air  which  seemed  to  say,  she  was  determined  to 
make  the  best  of  her  trouble,  whatever  it  might  be. 

The  door  of  the  ‘spare  room’  was  slightly  ajar,  and  while 
the  visitors  were  disrobing  one  young  girl,  more  curious  than 
the  rest,  peered  cautiously  in,  exclaiming  as  she  did  so, 
‘Mother!  mother!  Helena  is  there  on  the  bed,  pale  as  a 
ghost.’ 

‘  Yes,  Heleny  is  in  there,’  interrupted  Grandma  Nichols, 
who  overheard  the  girl’s  remark.  ‘  She  got  hum  the  fust 
night  of  the  storm,  and  what’s  queerer  than  all,  she’s  been 
married  better  than  a  year.’ 

‘Married!  Married!  Helena  married !  Who  to?  Where’s 
her  husband  ?’  asked  a  dozen  voices  in  the  same  breath. 

Grandfather  Nichols  groaned  as  if  in  pain,  and  his  wife, 
glancing  anxiously  toward  the  door  of  the  daughter’s 
room,  said  in  reply  to  the  last  question,  ‘That’s  the  worst 
on’t.  He  was  some  grand  rascal  who  lived  at  the  suthard, 
and  come  up  here  to  see  what  he  could  do.  He  thought 
Heleny  was  handsome,  I  s’pose,  and  married  her,  making 
her  keep  it  still  because  his  folks  in  Car’lina  would’ nt  like 
it.  Of  course  he  got  sick  of  her,  and  just  afore  the  baby 
was  born  he  gin  her  five  hundred  dollars  and  left  her. 
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A  murmur  of  surprise  ran  round  the  room,  accompanied 
with  a  look  of  incredulity,  which  Grandma  Nichols  quickly 
divined,  and  while  her  withered  cheek  crimsoned  at  the 
implied  disgrace,  she  added  in  an  elevated  tone  of  voice. 
‘  It’s  true  as  the  Bible.  Old  Father  Blanchard’s  son,  that 
used  to  preach  here,  married  them,  and  Heleny  brought 
us  a  letter  from  him,  saying  it  was  true.  Here  ’tis, — read  it 
yourselves,  if  you  don’t  b’lieve  me;’  and  she  drew  from 
a  side  drawer  a  letter,  on  the  back  of  which,  the  villagers 
recognized  the  well  remembered  handwriting  of  their  former 
pastor. 

This  proof  of  Helena’s  innocence  was  hardly  relished 
by  the  clever  gossips  of  Oakland,  for  the  young  girl, 
though  kind-hearted  and  gentle,  was  far  too  beautiful  to 
be  a  general  favourite.  Mothers  saw  in  her  a  rival  for  their 
daughters,  while  the  daughters  looked  enviously  upon  her 
clear  white  brow,  and  shining  chesnut  hair,  which  fell  in 
wavy  curls  about  her  neck  and  shoulders.  Two  years  be¬ 
fore  our  story  opens,  she  had  left  her  mountain  home  to 
try  the  mysteries  of  millinery  in  the  city,  where  a  distant 
relative  of  her  mother  was  living.  Here  her  uncommon 
beauty  attracted  much  attention,  drawing  ere  long  to  her 
side  a  wealthy  young  southerner,  who  j  ust  freed  from  the 
restraints  of  college  life,  found  it  vastly  agreeable  making 
love  to  the  fair  Helena.  Simple-minded,  and  wholly  unused 
to  the  ways  of  the  world,  she  believed  each  word  he  said,  and 
when  at  last  he  proposed  marriage,  she  not  only  consented, 
but  also  promised  to  keep  it  a  secret  for  a  time,  until  he 
could  in  a  measure  reconcile  his  father,  who  he  feared  might 
disinherit  him  for  wedding  a  penniless  bride. 

‘Wait,  darling,  until  he  knows  you,’  said  he,  ‘and  then  he 
will  gladly  welcome  you  as  his  daughter.” 

Accordingly,  one  dark,  wintry  night,  when  neither  moon 
nor  stars  were  visible,  Helena  stole  softly  from  her  quite 
room  at  Mrs.  Warren’s,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  was  the 
lawful  bride  of  Harry  Rivers,  the  wife  of  the  clergyman 
alone  witnessing  the  ceremony. 

‘I  wish  I  could  take  you  home  at  once,’  said  young 
Rivers,  who  was  less  a  rascal  than  a  coward ;  ‘  I  wish  I  could 
take  you  home  at  once,  but  it  cannot  be.  We  must  wait 
awhile. 

So  Helena  went  back  to  Mrs  Warren’s,  where,  for  a  few 
weeks  she  staid,  and  then  saying  she  was  going  home,  she 
left  and  became  the  mistress  of  a  neat  little  cottage  which 
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stood  a  mile  or  two  from  the  city.  Here  for  several  mouths 
young  Rivers  devoted  himself  entirely  to  her  happiness, 
seeming  to  forgot  that  there  was  aught  else  in  the  world  save 
his  ‘  beautiful  ’Lena,’  as  he  was  wont  to  call  her.  But  at 
last  there  came  a  change.  Harry  seemed  sad,  and  absent- 
minded,  though  ever  kind  to  Helena,  who  strove  in  vain 
to  learn  the  cause  of  his  uneasiness. 

One  morning  when,  later  than  usual,  she  awoke,  she 
missed  him  from  her  side ;  and  on  the  table  near  her  lay  a 
letter  containing  the  following : — 

‘  Forgive  me,  darling,  that  I  leave  you  so  abruptly.  Cir¬ 
cumstances  render  it  necessary,  but  be  assured,  I  shall 
come  back  again.  In  the  meantime,  you  had  better  return 
to  your  parents,  where  I  will  seek  you.  Enclosed  are  five 
hundred  dollars,  enough  for  your  present  need.  Farewell. 

H.  Rivers.’ 

There  was  one  bitter  cry  of  hopeless  anguish,  and  when 
Helena  Rivers  again  awoke  to  perfect  consciousness,  she 
lay  in  a  darkened  room,  soft  footsteps  passed  in  and  out, 
kind  faces,  in  which  were  mingled  pity  and  reproach,  bent 
anxiously  over  her,  while  at  her  side  lay  a  little  tender  thing, 
her  infant  daughter,  three  weeks  old.  And  now  there 
arose  within  her  a  strong  desire  to  see  once  more  her  child¬ 
hood’s  home,  to  lay  her  aching  head  upon  her  mother’s  lap, 
and  pour  out  the"  tale  of  grief  which  was  crushing  the 
life  from  out  her  young  heart. 

As  soon,  therefore,  as  her  health  would  permit,  she  started 
for  Oakland,  taking  the  precaution  to  procure  from  the 
clergyman  who  had  married  her,  a  letter  confirming  the 
fact.  Wretched  and  weary  she  reached  her  home  at  the 
dusk  of  evening,  and  with  a  bitter  cry  fell  fainting  in  the 
arms  of  her  mother,  who  having  heard  regularly  from  her 
never  dreamed  that  she  was  elsewhere  than  in  the  employ 
of  Mrs.  Warren.  With  streaming  eyes  and  trembling  hands 
the  old  man  and  his  wife  made  ready  the  spare  room  for 
the  wanderer,  more  than  once  blessing  the  tearful  storm 
which  for  a  time  at  least,  would  keep  away  the  prying  eyes 
of  those,  who,  they  feared,  would  hardly  credit  their  daugh¬ 
ter’s  story. 

And  their  fears  were  right,  for  many  of  those  who  visited 
them  on  the  night  of  which  we  have  spoken,  disbelieved 
the  tale,  mentally  pronouncing  the  clergyman’s  letter  a 
forgery,  got  up  by  Helena  to  deceive  her  parents.  Conse- 
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quently,  of  the  few  who  from  time  to  time  came  to  the  old 
farm-house,  nearly  all  were  actuated  by  motives  of  curios¬ 
ity,  rather  than  by  feelings  of  pity  for  the  young  girl-mother, 
who,  though  feeling  their  neglect,  scarcely  heeded  it.  Strong 
in  the  knowledge  of  her  own  innocence,  she  lay  day  after 
day,  watching  and  waiting  for  one  who  never  came.  But 
at  last,  as  days  glided  into  weeks,  and  weeks  into  months, 
hope  died  away,  and  turning  wearily  upon  her  pillow,  she 
prayed  that  she  might  die ;  and  when  the  days  grew  bright 
and  gladsome  in  the  warm  spring  sun,  when  the  snow  was 
melted  from  off  the  mountain  tops,  and  the  first  robin’s  note 
was  heard  by  the  farm-house  door,  Helena  laid  her  baby 
on  her  mother’s  bosom,  and  without  a  murmur  glided 
down  the  dark,  broad,  river,  whose  deep  waters  move 
onward  and  onward,  but  never  return. 

When  it  was  known  in  Oakland  that  Helena  was  dead, 
there  came  a  reaction,  and  those  who  had  been  loudest  in 
their  condemnation,  were  now  the  first  to  hasten  forward 
with  offers  of  kindness  and  words  of  sympathy,  But  neither 
tears  nor  regrets  could  recall  to  life  the  fair  young  girl,  who, 
wondrously  beautiful  even  in  death,  slept  calmly  in  her  nar¬ 
row  coffin,  a  smile  of  sadness  wreathing  her  lips,  as  if  her 
last  prayer  had  been  for  one  who  had  robbed  her  thus  early 
of  happiness  of  life.  In  the  bright  green  valley  at  the  foot 
of  the  mountain,  they  buried  her,  and  the  old  father,  as  he 
saw  the  damp  earth  fall  upon  her  grave,  asked  that  he  too 
might  die.  But  his  wife,  younger  by  several  years,  prayed 
to  live— live  that  she  might  protect  and  care  for  the  little 
orphan,  who  first  by  its  young  mother’s  tears,  again  and  by 
the  waters  of  the  baptismal  fountain,  was  christened 
Helena  Rivers  ; — the  'Lena  of  our  story. 


CHAPTER  II. 


JOHN. 


mEN  years  of  sunlight  and  shadow  have  passed  away  and  the 
i.  little  grave  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  is  now  green- 
grown  and  sunken.  Ten  times  have  the  snows  of  winter 
fallen  upon  the  hoary  head  of  Grandfather  Nichols,  bleach¬ 
ing  his  thin  locks  to  their  own  whiteness,  and  bending  his 
sturdy  frame,  until  now  the  old  man  lay  dying— dying  in 
the  same  blue-eurtained  room,  where  years  agone  his  only 
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daughter  was  horn,  and  where  ten  years  before  she  had 
died.  Carefully  did  Mrs.  Nichols  nurse  him,  watching, 
weeping,  and  praying  that  he  might  live,  while  little  ’Lena 
gladly  shared  her  grandmother’s  vigils,  hovering  ever  by 
the  bedside  of  her  grandfather,  who  seemed  more  quiet 
when  her  soft  hand  smoothed  his  tangled  hair,  or  wiped  the 
cold  moisture  from  his  brow.  The  villagers,  too,  remem¬ 
bering  their  neglect,  when  once  before  death  had  brooded 
over  the  mountain  farm-house,  now  daily  came  with  offers 
of  assistance. 

But  one  thing  still  was  wanting.  John,  their  only  re¬ 
maining  child,  was  absent,  and  the  sick  man’s  heart  grew 
sad  and  his  eyes  dim  with  tears,  as  day  by  day  went  by,  and 
still  he  did  not  come.  Several  times  had  ’Lena  written  to 
her  uncle,  apprising  him  of  his  father’s  danger,  and  once 
only  had  he  answered.  It  was  a  brief,  formal  letter, 
written  under  some  constraint,  but  it  said  that  he  was  com¬ 
ing,  and  with  childish  joy  the  old  man  had  placed  it  beneath 
his  pillow,  withdrawing  it  occasionally  for  ’Lena  to  read 
again,  particularly  the  passage,  “  Dear  father,  I  am  sorry 
you  are  sick.’ 

‘Heaven  bless  him!  I  know  he’s  sorry,’  Mr.  Nichols 
would  say.  ‘  He  was  always  a  good  boy — is  a  good  boy  now. 
Ain’t  he,  Martha  ?’ 

And  mother-like,  Mrs.  Nichols  would  answer,  ‘  Yes,’ 
forcing  back  the  while  the  tears  which  would  start  when 
she  thought  how  long  the  ‘  good  boy  ’  had  neglected  them, 
eighteen  years  having  elapsed  since  he  had  crossed  the 
threshold  of  his  home. 

With  his  hand  plighted  to  one  of  the  village  maidens 
he  had  left  Oakland  to  seek  his  fortune,  going  first  to  New 
York,  then  to  Ohio,  and  finally  wending  his  way  south¬ 
ward,  to  Kentucky.  Here  he  remained,  readily  falling 
into  the  luxurious  habits  of  those  around  him,  and  gradually 
forgetting  the  low-roofed  farmhouse  far  away  to  the  north¬ 
ward,  where  dwelt  a  gray-haired  pair  and  a  beautiful  young 
girl,  his  parents  and  his  sister.  She  to  whom  his  vows 
were  plighted  was  neither  graceful  nor  cultivated,  and 
when,  occasionally,  her  tall,  spare  figure  and  uncouth 
manners  arose  before  him,  in  contrast  with  the  fair  forms 
around  him,  he  smiled  derisively  at  the  thoughts  of  making 
her  his  wife. 

About  this  time  there  came  from  New  Orleans  a  wealthy 
mvalid,  with  his  only  daughter  Matilda.  She  was  a  proud, 
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haughty  girl,  whose  disposition,  naturally  unamiable,  was 
rendered  still  worse  by  a  disappointment  from  which  she 
was  suffering.  Accidentally  Mr,  Richards,  her  father,  made 
the  acquaintance  of  John  Nichols,  conceiving  for  him  a 
violent  fancy,  and  finally  securing  him  as  a  constant  compa¬ 
nion.  For  several  weeks  John  appeared  utterly  oblivious 
to  the  presence  of  Matilda,  who,  accustomed  to  adulation, 
began  at  last  to  feel  piqued  at  his  neglect,  and  to  strive  in 
many  ways  to  attract  his  attention. 

J ohn,  who  was  ambitious,  met  her  advances  more  than 
half  way,  and  finally,  encouraged  by  her  father,  offered 
her  his  heart  and  hand.  Under  other  circumstances,  Matilda 
would  undoubtedly  have  spurned  him  with  contempt ;  but 
having  heard  that  her  recreant  lover  was  about  taking  to 
himself  a  bride,  she  felt  a  desire,  as  she  expressed  it,  ‘  to  let 
him  know  she  could  marry  too.’  Accordingly,  John  was 
accepted,  on  condition  that  he  changed  the  name  of  Ni¬ 
chols,  which  Miss  Richards  particularly  disliked,  to  that  of 
Livingstone.  This  was  easily  done,  and  the  next  letter 
which  went  to  Oakland  carried  the  news  of  John’s  marriage 
with  the  proud  Matilda. 

A  few  months  later  and  Mr.  Richards  died,  leaving  his 
entire  property  to  his  daughter  and  her  husband.  John  was 
now  richer  far  than  even  in  his  wildest  dreams  he  had  ever 
hoped  to  be,  and  yet  like  many  others,  he  found  that  riches 
alone  could  not  insure  happiness.  And,  indeed,  to  be 
happy  with  Matilda  Richards,  seemed  impossible.  Proud, 
avaricious,  and  overbearing,  sho  continually  ta unted  her 
husband  with  his  entire  dependence  on  her,  carefully  watch¬ 
ing  him,  lest  any  of  her  hoarded  wealth  should  find  its 
way  to  the  scanty  purse  of  his  parents,  of  whom  she  always 
spoke  with  contempt. 

Never  but  once  had  they  asked  for  aid,  and  that  to  help 
them  to  rear  the  little  ’Lena.  Influenced  by  his  wife,  John 
replied  sneeringly,  scouting  the  idea  of  Helena’s  marriage, 
denouncing  her  as  his  sister,  and  saying  of  her  child,  that 
the  poor-house  stood  ready  for  such  as  she !  This  letter 
’Lena  had  accidentally  found  among  her  grandfather’s  pa¬ 
pers,  and  though  its  contents  gave  her  no  definite  impres¬ 
sion  concerning  her  mother,  it  inspired  her  with  a  dislike  for 
her  uncle,  whose  coming  she  greatly  dreaded,  for  it  was 
confidently  expected  that  she,  together  with  her  grand¬ 
mother,  would  return  with  him  to  Kentucky.  _ 

‘  You’ll  be  better  off  there  than  here,’  said  her  grand- 
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father  one  day,  when  speaking  on  the  subject.  ‘Your 
Uncle  John  is  rich,  and  you’ll  grow  up  a  fine  lady.” 

‘  I  don’t  want  to  he  a  lady — I  won’t  he  a  lady/  said  ’Lena 
passionately.  ‘I  don’t  like  Uncle  John.  He  called  my 
mother  a  had  woman  and  me  a  little  brat !  I  hate  him !  ’ 
and  the  beautiful  brown  eyes  glittering  with  tears  flashed 
forth  their  anger  quite  as  eloquently  as  language  could  ex¬ 
press  it. 

The  next  moment  ’Lena  was  bending  over  her  grand¬ 
father,  asking  to  be  forgiven  for  the  hasty  words  which 
she  knew  had  caused  him  pain.  ‘  I’ll  tiy  to  like  him,’  said 
she,  as  the  palsied  hand  stroked  her  disordered  curls  in  token 
of  forgiveness.  ‘I’ll  try  to  like  him;’  adding  mentally, 
‘  but  I  do  hope  he  won’t  come.’ 

It  would  seem  that  ’Lena’s  wish  was  to  be  granted, 
for  weeks  glided  by,  and  there  came  no  tidings  of  the  ab 
sent  one.  Daily  Mr.  Nichols  grew  weaker,  and  when  there 
was  no  longer  hope  of  life,  his  heart  yearned  more  and  more 
to  once  more  behold  his  son ;  to  hear  again,  ere  he  died,  the 
blessed  name  of  father. 

‘  ’Lena,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols  one  afternoon,  when  her  hus¬ 
band  seemed  worse,  ‘’Lena,  it’s  time  for  the  stage,  and  do 
you  run  down  to  the  ‘  turn,’  and  see  if  your  uncle’s  come ; 
something  tells  me  he’ll  be  here  to-night.’ 

‘  Lena  obeyed,  and  throwing  on  her  faded  calico  sun- 
bonnet,  she  was  soon  at  the  ‘  turn,’  a  point  in  the  road  from 
which  the  village  hotel  was  plainly  discernible.  The  stago 
had  just  arrived,  and  ’[Lena  saw  that  one  of  the  passengers 
evidently  intended  stopping,  for  he  seemed  to  he  giving°di- 
rections  concerning  his  baggage. 

‘That’s  Uncle  John,  I  must  know,”  thought  she,  and 
seatmg  herself  on  a  rock  beneath  some  white  birches  so 
common  m  New  England,  she  awaited  his  approach.  She 
was  right  in  her  conjecture,  for  the  stranger  was  John 
Livingstone,  returned  after  many  years,  but  so  changed  that 
the  jolly  landlord,  who  had  known  him  when  a  boy,  and 
with  whom  he  had  cracked  many  a  joke,  now  hardly  dared 


commodations  ?  ’ 

+i.r?T°I^ler-1if  110  don’t  calculate  to  sleep  to  hum/  thought 
the  landlord,  replying  at  the  same  instant,  ‘  Yes,  sir,  tip-top 
accommodations.  Hamt  more’n  tew  beds  in  ary  room!  and 
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now-a-days  wo  allers  has  a  wash-bowl  and  pitcher ;  don!t  go 
to  the  sink  as  we  used  to  when  you  lived  round  here.’ 

With  a  gesture  of  impatience,  Mr.  Livingstone  left  the 
house,  and  started  up  the  mountain  road,  where  ’Lena 
still  kept  her  watch.  Oh,  how  that  walk  recalled  to  him 
the  memories  of  other  days,  which  came  thronging  about 
him  as  one  by  one  familiar  waymarks  appeared,  reminding 
him  of  his  childhood,  when  he  roamed  over  that  mountain¬ 
side  with  those  who  were  now  scattered  far  and  wide, 
some  on  the  deep,  blue  sea,  some  at  the  distant  west,  and 
others  far  away  across  the  dark  river  of  death.  He  had 
mingled  much  with  the  world  since  last  he  had  traversed  that 
road,  and  his  heart  had  grown  callous  and  indifferent,  hut 
he  was  not  entirely  hardened,  and  when  at  the  ‘  turn  ’  in 
the  road,  he  came  suddenly  upon  the  tall  walnut  tree,  on 
whose  shaggy  hark  his  name  was  carved,  together  with 
that  of  another — a  maiden — he  started  as  if  smitten  with  a 
heavy  blow,  and  dashing  a  tear  from  his  eye  he  exclaimed, 
‘  Oh,  that  I  were  a  boy  again.’ 

From  her  seat  on  the  mossy  rock  ’Lena  had  been  watching 
him.  She  was  very  ardent  and  impulsive  in  her  likes  and 
dislikes,  but  quite  ready  to  chango  the  latter  if  she  saw  any 
indications  of  improvement  in  the  person  disliked.  For  her 
uncle  she  had  conceived  a  great  aversion,  and  when  she  saw 
him  approaching,  thrusting  aside  the  thistles  and  dandelions 
with  his  gold-headed  cane,  she  mimicked  his  motions,  won¬ 
dering  ‘  if  he  didn’t  feel  big  because  he  wore  a  large  gold 
chain  dangling  from  his  jacket  pocket.’ 

But  when  she  saw  his  emotions  beneath  the  walnut  tree, 
her  opinion  suddenly  changed.  ‘  A  very  bad  man  wouldn’t 
cry,’  she  thought,  and  springing  to  his  side  she  grasped  his 
hand,  exclaiming,  ‘I  know  you  are  my  Uncle  John,  and 
I’m  real  glad  you’ve  come.  Granny  thought  you  never 
would,  and  grandpapa  asks  for  you  all  the  time.’ 

Had  his  buried  sister  arisen  before  him,  Mr.  Livingstone 
would  hardly  have  been  more  startled,  for  in  form  and  fea¬ 
ture  ’Lena  was  exactly  what  her  mother  had  been  at  her  age. 
The  same  clear  complexion,  large  brown  eyes,  and  wavy  hair ; 
and  the  tones  of  her  voice,  too,  how  they  thrilled  the  heart 
of  the  strong  man,  making  him  a  boy  again,  guiding  the 
steps  of  his  baby  sister,  or  bearing  her  gently  in  his  arms 
when  the  path  was  steep  and  stony.  It  was  but  a  moment, 
however,  and  then  the  vision  faded.  His  sister  was  dead, 
and  the  little  girl  before  him  was  her  child — the  child  of 
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shame  he  believed,  or  rather,  his  wife  had  said  it  so  often 
that  he  began  to  believe  it.  Glancing  at  the  old-womanish 
garb  in  which  Mrs.  Nichols  always  arrayed  her,  a  smile  of 
mingled  scorn  and  pity  curled  his  lip,  as  he  thought  of  pre¬ 
senting  her  to  his  fastidious  wife  and  elegant  daughters; 
then  withdrawing  the  hand  which  she  had  taken,  he  said, 

‘  And  you  are  ’Lena — ’Lena  Nichols,  they  call  you,  I  suppose.’ 

’Lena’s  old  dislike  began  to  return,  and  placing  both  hands 
upon  her  lips  in  imitation  of  her  grandmother,  she  replied, 

‘  No  ’tain’t  ’Lena  Nichols,  neither.  It’s  ’Lena  Rivers. 
Granny  says  so,  and  the  town  clerk  has  got  it  so  on  his  book. 
How  are  my  cousins?  Are  they  pretty  well?  And  how  is 
Ant  ?” 

Mr.  Livingstone  winced,  at  the  same  time  feeling  amused 
at  this  little  specimen  of  Yankeeism  in  which  he  saw  so 
much  of  his  mother.  Poor  little  ’Lena!  how  should  she 
know  any  better,  living  as  she  always  had  with  two  old  peo¬ 
ple,  whose  language  savoured  so  much  of  the  days  before 
the  flood  ?  Some  such  thought  passed  through  Mr.  Living¬ 
stone’s  mind,  and  very  civilly  he  answered  her  concerning 
the  health  of  her  cousins  and  aunt ;  proceeding  next  to  ques¬ 
tion  her  of  his  father,  who,  she  said,  ‘  had  never  seen  a  well 
day  since  her  mother  died.’ 

‘  Is  there  any  one  with  him  except  your  grandmother  ?’ 
asked  Mr.  Livingstone ;  and  ’Lena  replied  ‘  Aunt  Nancy  Sco- 
vandyke  has  been  with  us  a  few  days,  and  is  there  now.’ 

At  the  sound  of  that  name  John  started,  colouring  so  deep¬ 
ly  that  ’Lena  observed  it,  and  asked  ‘if  he  knew  Miss 
Scovandyke  ?’ 

/ 1  used  to,’  said  he,  while  ’Lena  continued:  ‘She’s  a 
mce  woman,  and  though  she  ain’t  any  connection,  I  call  her 
aunt.  Granny  thinks  a  sight  of  her.’ 

Miss  Scovandyke  was  evidently,  an  unpleasant  topic  for 
Mr  Livmgstone,  and  cliangiug  the  subject  he  said,  ‘  What 
makes  you  say  Granny,  child  ?’ 

’Lena  blushed  painfully.  ’Twas  the  first  word  she  had 
ever  uttered,  her  grandmother  having  taught  it  to  her 
and  encouraged  her  in  its  use.  Besides  that,  ’Lena  had  a 
great  horror  of  anything  which  she  fancied  was  at  all  ‘  stuck 
up  and  thinking  an  entire  change  from  Granny  to  Grand¬ 
mother  would  be  altogether  too  much,  she  still  persisted  in 

it spite  of  the  ridicule 

Thi  ildi.rr  .-Cal!f+i  trom  her  school  companions. 

o  lie*  sell  that  it  was  none  of  her  Uncle’s  business 
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what  she  called  her  grandmother,  she  made  no  reply,  and 
in  a  few  moments  they  came  in  sight  of  the  yellow  farm¬ 
house,  which  looked  to  Mr.  Livingstone  just  as  it  did  when 
he  left  it,  eighteen  years  before.  There  was  the  tall  pop¬ 
lar,  with  its  green  leaves  rustling  in  the  breeze,  just  as  they 
had  done  years  ago,  when  from  a  distant  hill-top  he  looked 
back  to  catch  the  last  glimpse  of  his  home.  The  well  in  the 
rear  was  the  same — -the  lilac  bushes  in  front — the  tansy 
patch  on  the  right  and  the  gable-roofed  bam  on  the  left ; 
all  were  there ;  nothing  was  changed  but  himself. 

Mechanically  he  followed  ’Lena  into  the  yard,  half  expect¬ 
ing  to  see  bleaching  upon  the  grass  the  same  web  of  home 
made  cloth,  which  he  remembered  had  lain  there  when  he 
went  away.  One  thing  alone  seemed  strange.  The  blue 
paper  curtains  were  rolled  away  from  the  ‘spare  room’ 
windows,  which  were  open  as  if  to  admit  as  much  air  as 
possible. 

‘  I  shouldn’t  wonder  if  grandpa  was  worse,’  said  ’Lena, 
hurrying  him  along  and  ushering  him  at  once  into  the  sick 
room. 

At  first  Mrs.  Nichols  did  not  observe  him,  for  she  was 
bending  tenderly  over  the  white,  wrinkled  face,  which  lay 
upon  the  small,  scanty  pillow.  John  thought  ‘  how  small 
and  scanty  they  were,’  while  he  almost  shuddered  at  the 
sound  of  his  footsteps  upon  the  uncarpeted  floor.  Every 
thing  was  dreary  and  comfortless,  and  his  conscience  re¬ 
proached  him  that  his  old  father  should  die  so  poor,  when 
he  counted  his  money  by  thousands. 

As  he  passed  the  window  his  tall  figure  obscured  the  fad¬ 
ing  daylight,  causing  his  mother  to  raise  her  head,  and  in  a 
moment  her  long,  bony  arms  were  twined  around  his  neck. 
The  cruel  letter,  his  long  neglect,  were  all  forgotten  in  the 
of  once  more  beholding  her  ‘darling  boy,’  whose 


bearded  cheek  she  kissed  again  and  again.  John  was  un¬ 
used  to  such  demonstration  of  affection,  except,  indeed, 
from  his  little,  golden-haired  Anna,  who  was  refined  and 
polished ,  and  all  that,  which  made  a  vast  difference,  as  he 
thought.  Still,  he  returned  his  mother’s  greeting  with  a 
tolerably  good  grace,  managing,  however,  to  tear  himself 
from  her  as  soon  as  possible. 

‘  How  is  my  father  ?  ’  he  asked ;  and  his  mother  replied, 
‘  He  grew  worse  right  away  after  ’Leny  went  out,  and  he 
seemed  so  put  to’t  for  breath,  that  Nancy  went  for  the  doc¬ 


tor — ’ 
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Here  a  movement  from  the  invalid  arrested  her  attention* 
and  going  to  the  bedside  she  saw  that  he  was  awake.  Bend¬ 
ing  over  him  she  whispered  softly,  ‘John  has  come.  Would 
you  like  to  see  him  F  ’ 

Quickly  the  feeble  arms  were  outstretched,  as  if  to  feel 
what  could  not  be  seen,  for  the  old  man’s  eyesight  was 
dim  with  the  shadows  of  death. 

Taking  both  his  father’s  hands  in  his,  John  said  ‘  Here  I 
am  father ;  can’t  you  see  me  ?  ’ 

‘  No,  John,  no ;  I  can’t  see  you.’  And  the  poor  man 
wept  like  a  little  child.  Soon  growing  more  calm,  he 
continued  :  ‘  Your  voice  is  the  same  that  it  was  years  ago, 
when  you  lived  with  us  at  home.  That  hasn’t  changed, 
though"  they  say  your  name  has.  Oh,  J ohn,  my  boy,  how 
could  you  clo  so  ?  ’Twas  a  good  name — m,y  name — and  you 
the  only  one  left  to  bear  it.  What  made  you  do  so,  oh,  John  ?’ 

Mr.  Livingstone  did  not  reply,  and  after  a  moment  his 
father  again  spoke  :  ‘  John,  lay  your  hand  on  my  forehead. 
It’s  cold  as  ice.  I  am  dying,  and  your  mother  will  be  left 
alone.  We  are  poor,  my  son ;  poorer  than  you  think. 
The  homestead  is  mortgaged  for  all  its  worth,  and  there 
are  only  a  few  dollars  in  the  purse.  Oh,  I  worked  so  hard 
to  earn  them  for  her  and  the  girl — Helena’s  child.  Now, 
John,  promise  me  that  when  I  am  gone  they  shall  go  with 
you  to  your  home  in  the  west.  Promise,  and  I  shall  die 
happy.’ 

This  was  a  new  idea  to  John,  and  for  a  time  he  hesitated. 
He  glanced  at  his  mother  ;  she  was  ignorant  and  peculiar, 
but  she  was  his  mother  still.  He  looked  at  ’Lena,  she  was 
beautiful — he  knew  that,  but  she  was  odd  and  old-fashioned. 
He  thought  of  his  haughty  wife,  his  head-strong  son  and 
his  imperious  daughter.  What  would  they  say  if  he  made 
that  promise,  for  if  he  made  it  he  would  keep  it. 

A  long  time  his  father  awaited  his  answer,  and  then 
spoke  again  :  ‘  Won’t  you  give  your  old  mother  a  home  ?  ’ 

The  voice  was  weaker  than  when  it  spoke  before,  and 
John  knew  that  life  was  fast  ebbing  away,  for  the  brow  on 
which  his  hand  was  resting  was  cold  and  damp  with  the 
moisture  of  death.  He  could  no  longer  refuse,  and  the 
promise  was  given. 

The  next  morning,  the  deep-toned  bell  of  Oakland  told  that 
another  soul  was  gone,  and  the  villagers  as  they  counted 
the  three  score  strokes  and  ten,  knew  that  Grandfather 
Nichols  was  numbered  with  the  dead. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

PACKING  UP. 

IflHE  funeral  was  over,  and  in  the  quiet  valley  by  the  side 
A  of  his  only  daughter,  Grandfather  Nichols  was  laid  to 
rest.  As  far  as  possible  his  father’s  business  was  settled, 
and  then  J ohn  began  to  speak  of  his  returning  home.  More 
than  once  had  he  repented  of  the  promise  made  to  his  father, 
and  as  the  time  passed  on  he  shrank  more  and  more  from  in¬ 
troducing  his  ‘plebian  *  mother  to  his  ‘  lady  ’  wife,  who,  he 
knew,  was  meditating  an  open  rebellion. 

Immediately  after  his  father’s  death  he  had  written  to  his 
wife,  telling  her  all,  and  trying  as  far  as  he  was  able  to 
smooth  matters  over,  so  that  his  mother  might  at  least  have 
a  decent  reception.  In  a  violent  passion,  his  wife  had  an¬ 
swered,  that  ‘  she  never  would  submit  to  it — never.  When 
I  married  you,’  said  she,  ‘  I  didn’t  suppose  I  was  marry¬ 
ing  the  ‘  old  woman,’  young  one,  and  all ;  and  as  for  my 
having  them  to  maintain,  I  will  not,  so  Mr.  John  Nichols , 
you  understand  it.’ 

When  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  particularly  angry,  she  called 
her  husband  Mr.  John  Nichols ,  and  when  Mr.  John  Nichols 
was  particularly  angry,  he  did  as  he  pleased,  so  in  this  case 
he  replied  that  ‘  he  should  bring  home  as  many  ‘  old  women  ’ 
and  ‘  young  ones  ’  as  he  liked,  and  she  might  help  herself 
if  she  could.’ 

The  state  of  things  was  hardly  favourable  to  the  future 
happiness  of  Grandma  Nichols,  who,  wholly  unsuspecting, 
and  deeming  herself  as  good  as  anybody,  never  dreamed 
that  her  presence  would  be  unwelcome  to  her  daughter- 
in-law,  whom  she  thought  to  assist  in  various  ways,  ‘  taking 
perhaps  the  whole  heft  of  the  housework  upon  herself ! — 
though,’  she  added,  ‘  I  mean  to  begin  just  as  I  can  hold  out. 
I’ve  heam  of  such  things  as  sons’  wives  ‘  shirking’  the  whole 
on  to  their  old  mothers,  and  the  minut  ’Tilda  shows  any  signs 
of  that,  I  shall  back  out,  I  tell  you.’ 

John,  who  overheard  this  remark,  bit  his  lip  with  vexation, 
and  then  burst  into  a  laugh  as  he  fancied  the  elegant  Mrs. 
Livingstone’s  dismay  at  hearing  herself  called  'Tilda.  Had 
John  chosen,  he  could  have  given  his  mother  a  few  useful 
hints  with  regard  to  her  treatment  of  his  wife,  but  such  an 
idea  never  entered  his  brain.  Ho  was  a  man  of  few  words, 
and  generally  allowed  himself  to  be  controlled  by  circum¬ 
stances,  thinking  that  the  easiest  way  of  getting  through 
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the  world.  He  was  very  proud,  and  keenly  felt  how  mor¬ 
tifying  ’twould  be  to  present  his  mother  to  his  fashionable 
acquaintances ;  but  that  was  in  the  future — many  miles 
away — he  wouldn’t  trouble  himself  about  it  now ;  so  he 
passed  his  time  mostly  in  rambling  through  the  woods  and 
over  the  hills,  while  his  mother,  good  soul,  busied  herself 
with  the  preparations  for  her  journey,  inviting  each  and 
every  one  of  her  neighbours  to  ‘be  sure  and  visit  her  if 
they  ever  came  that  way,’  and  urging  some  of  them  to  come 
on  purpose  and  ‘  spend  the  winter.’ 

Among  those  who  promised  compliance  with  this  last  re¬ 
quest,  was  Miss  Nancy  Scovandyke,  whom  we  have  once 
before  mentioned,  and  who,  as  the  reader  will  have  inferred, 
was  the  first  love  of  John  Livingstone.  On  the  night  of  his 
arrival,  she  had  been  sent  in  quest  of  the  physician,  and 
when  on  her  return  she  learned  from  ’Lena  that  he  had  come, 
she  kept  out  of  sight,  thinking  she  would  wait  awhile 
before  she  met  him.  ‘  Not  that  she  cared  the  snap  of  her 
finger  for  him,’  she  said,  ‘only  ’twas  natural  that  she  should 
hate  him. 

But  when  the  time  did  come,  she  met  it  bravely,  shaking 
his  hand,  and  speaking  to  him  as  if  nothing  had  ever  hap¬ 
pened,  and  while  he  was  wondering  how  he  ever  could  have 
fancied  her ,  she,  too,  was  mentally  styling  herself  ‘  a  fool  ’ 
for  having  liked  ‘  such  a  pussy,  overgrown  thing  !  ’  Dearly 
did  Miss  Nancy  love  excitement,  and  during  the  days  that 
Mrs.  Nichols  was  packing  up,  she  was  busy  helping  her  to 
stow  away  the  ‘  crockery,’  which  the  old  lady  declared 
should  go,  particularly  the  ‘  blue  set,  which  she’d  had  ever 
since  the  day  but  one  before  John  was  born,  and  which 
she  intended  as  a  part  of  ’Leny’s  settin’  out.  Then,  too, 
John’s  wife  could  use  ’em  when  she  had  a  good  deal  of 
company;  ’twould  save  buyin’  new,  and  every  little  helped !’ 

‘  I  wonder,  now,  if  ’Tilda  takes  snuff,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols, 
one  day,  seating  herself  upon  an  empty  dry  goods  box 
which  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  helping  herself 
to  an  enormous  pinch  of  her  favourite  Mabcaboy ;  ‘  I  won¬ 
der  if  she  takes  snuff,  ’cause  if  she  does,  wo  shall  take  a 
sight  of  comfort  together.’ 

‘  I  don’t  much  b’lieve  she  does,’  answered  Miss  Nancy 
whose  face  was  very  red  with  trying  to  cram  a  pair  of 
cracked  bellows  into  the  already  crowded  top  of  John’s 
leathern  trunk,  ‘  I  don’t  b’lieve  she  does,  for  somehow  it 
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seems  to  me  she’s  a  mighty  nipped-up  thing,  not  an  atom 
like  you  nor  me.’ 

‘  Like  enough,’  returned  Mrs.  Nichols,  finishing  her  snuff, 
and  wiping  her  fingers  upon  the  corners  of  her  checked 
apron :  ‘  but,  Nancy,  can  you  tell  me  how  in  the  world  I’m 
ever  goin’  to  carry  this  mop?  It’s  bran  new,  never  been 
used  above  a  dozen  times,  and  I  can’t  afford  to  give  it  away.’ 

At  this  point,  John,  who  was  sitting  in  the  adjoining  room, 
came  forward.  Hitherto  he  had  not  interfered  in  the  least 
in  his  mother’s  arrangements,  but  had  looked  silently  on 
while  she  packed  away  article  after  article,  which  she 
would  never  need,  and  which  undoubtedly  would  be  con¬ 
signed  to  the  flames  the  moment  her  back  was  turned. 
The  mop  business,  however,  was  too  much  for  him,  and  be¬ 
fore  Miss  Nancy  had  time  to  reply,  he  said,  ‘  For  heaven’s 
sake,  mother,  how  many  traps  do  you  purpose  taking, 
and  what  do  you  imagine  we  can  do  with  a  mop  ?  Why  I 
dare  say  not  one  of  my  servants  would  know  how  to  use  it, 
and  it’s  a  wonder  if  some  of  the  little  chaps  didn’t  take  it 
for  a  horse  before  night.’ 

‘  A  nigger  ride  my  mop !  my  new  mop l  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ni¬ 
chols,  rolling  up  her  eyes  in  astonishment,  while  Miss  Nan¬ 
cy,  turning  to  John  said,  ‘  In  the  name  of  the  people,  how 
do  you  live  without  mops  F  I  should  s’pose  you’d  rot  alive  !  ’ 

‘  I  am  not  much  versed  in  the  mysteries  of  housekeeping,’ 
returned  John,  with  a  smile,  but  it’s  my  impression  that 
what  little  cleaning  our  floors  get  is  done  with  a  cloth.’ 

‘  Wall,  if  I  won’t  give  it  up  now,’  said  Miss  Nancy. 

‘  As  good  an  abolutionist  as  you  used  to  be,  make  the  poor 
coloured  folks  wash  the  floor  with  a  rag,  on  their  hands  and 
knees.  It  can’t  be  that  you  indulge  a  hope,  if  you’ll  do  such 
things !’ 

John  made  Miss  Nancy  no  answer,  but  turning  to  his 
mother,  he  said,  ‘  I’m  in  earnest,  mother,  about  your  carry¬ 
ing  so  many  useless  things.  We  don’t  want  them.  Our 
house  is  full  now,  and  besides  that,  Mrs.  Livingstone  is  very 
particular  about  the  style  of  her  furniture,  and  I  am  afraid 
yours  would  hardly  come  up  to  her  ideas  of  elegance.’ 

‘  That  chist  of  drawers,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  pointing  to  an 
old-fashioned,  high-topped  bureau,  ‘  cost  an  ocean  of  money 
when  ’twas  new,  and  if  the  brasses  on  it  was  rubbed  up, 
’Tilda  couldn’t  tell  ’em  from  gold,  unless  she’s  seen  more 
on’t  than  I  have,  which  ain’t  much  likely,  bein’  I’m  double 
her  age.’ 
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‘  The  chest  does  very  well  for  you,  I  admit,’  said  J ohn, 
hut  we  have  neither  use  nor  room  for  it,  so  if  you  can’t  sell 
it,  why,  give  it  away,  or  burn  it,  one  or  the  other. 

Mrs.  Nichols  saw  he  was  decided,  and  forthwith  ’Lena 
was  despatched  to  Widow  Fisher’s  to  see  if  she  would  take 
it  at  half-price.  The  widow  had  no  fancy  for  second-hand 
articles,  consequently  Miss  Nancy  was  told  ‘to  keep  it,  and 
may-be  she’d  sometime  have  a  chance  to  send  it  to  Ken¬ 
tucky.  It  won’t  come  amiss,  I  know,  s’posin’  they  be  well 
on’t.  I  b’lieve  in  lookin’  out  for  a  rainy  day.  I  can  teach 
’Tilda  economy  yet,’  whispered  Mrs.  Nichols,  glancing 
toward  the  room  where  J  ohn  sat,  whistling,  whittling,  and 
pondering  in  his  own  mind  the  best  way  of  reconciling  his 
wife  to  what  could  not  well  be  helped. 

’Lena,  who  was  naturally  quick-sighted,  had  partially 
divined  the  cause  of  her  uncle’s  moodiness.  The  more  she 
saw  of  him  the  better  she  liked  him,  and  she  began  to  think 
that  she  would  willingly  try  to  cure  herself  of  the  pecu¬ 
liarities  which  evidently  annoyed  him,  if  he  would  only 
notice  her  a  little,  which  he  was  not  likely  to  do.  He  sel¬ 
dom  noticed  any  child,  much  less  little  ’Lena,  who  he  fancied 
was  ignorant  as  well  as  awkward ;  but  he  did  not  know  her. 

One  day  when,  as  usual,  he  sat  whittling  and  thinking, 
’Lena  approached  him  softly,  and  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
knee,  said,  rather  timidly,  ‘Uncle,  I  wish  you’d  tell  me 
something  about  my  cousins.’ 

‘  What  about  them  F  ’  he  asked,  somewhat  gruffly,  for  it 
grated  upon  his  feelings  to  hear  his  daughters  called  cousin 
by  her. 

‘  I  want  to  know  how  they  look,  and  which  one  I  shall 
like  the  best,’  continued  ’Lena. 

‘  You’ll  like  Anna  the  best,’  said  her  uncle :  and  ’Lena 
asked,  ‘  Why  ?  What  sort  of  a  girl  is  she  ?  Does  she  love 
to  go  to  school  and  study  ?  ’ 

‘None  too  well,  I  reckon,’  returned  her  uncle,  adding 
that  ‘  there  were  not  many  little  girls  who  did.’ 

‘  Why,  I  do,’  said  ’Lena,  and  her  uncle,  stopping  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  his  whittling,  replied  rather  scornfully,  ‘  You !  I 
should  like  to  know  what  you  ever  studied  besides  the 
spelling-book !  ’ 

Lena  reddened,  for  she  knew  that,  whether  deserving  or 
not,  she  bore  the  reputation  of  being  an  excellent  scholar, 
for  one  of  her  age,  and  now  she  rather  tartly  answered,  ‘  1 
study  geography,  arithmetic,  grammar,  and — ’  history,  she 
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was  going  to  add,  but  her  uncle  stopped  her,  saying,  ‘That’ll 
do,  that’ll  do.  You  study  all  these?  Now  I  don’t  suppose 
you  know  what  one  of  ’em  is.' 

‘Yes,  I  do,’  said  ’Lena,  with  a  good  deal  of  spirit. 
‘  Olney’s  geography  is  a  description  of  the  earth  ;  Colburn’s 
arithmetic  is  the  science  of  numbers ;  Smith’s  grammar 
teaches  us  how  to  speak  correctly.’ 

Why  don’t  you  do  it  then  ?  ’  asked  her  uncle. 

‘Do  what?’  said  ’Lena,  and  her  uncle  continued,  ‘why 
don’t  you  make  some  use  of  your  boasted  knowledge  of 
grammar  ?  Why,  my  Anna,  has  never  seen  the  inside  of  a 
grammar,  as  I  know  of,  but  she  don’t  talk  like  you  do.' 

‘  Don’t  what ,  sir  ?’  said  ’Lena. 

‘Don’t  talk  like  you  do ,’  repeated  her  uncle,  while  ’Lena’s 
eyes  fairly  danced  w  ith  mischief  as  she  asked  ‘  if  that  were 
good  grammar.’ 

Mr.  Livingstone  coloured,  thinking  it  just  possible  that  he 
himself  might  sometimes  be  guilty  of  the  same  things  for 
which  he  had  so  harshly  chided  ’Lena,  of  whom  from  this  time 
he  began  to  think  more  favourably.  It  could  hardly  be  said 
that  he  treated  her  with  any  more  attention,  and  still  there 
was  a  difference  which  she  felt,  and  which  made  her  very 
happy. 


CIIAITEU  IV. 

ON  THE  HOAD. 

AT  last  the  packing  up  process  came  to  an  end.  Everything 
too  poor  to  sell,  and  too  good  to  give  away,  had  found  a 
place — some  here,  some  there,  and  some  in  John’s  trunk, 
among  his  ruffled  bosoms,  collars,  dickeys,  and  so  forth. 
Miss  Nancy,  ho  stood  by  whom  the  last  was  made  the  re¬ 
ceiver  of  sundry  cracked  tea-cups,  noseless  pitchers,  and 
iron  spoons,  which  could  not  be  disposed  of  elsewhere.  And 
now  every  box  and  trunk  was  ready.  Farmer  Tuesdale’s 
red  waggon  stood  at  the  door,  waiting  to  convey  them  to  the 
depot,  and  nothing  remained  for  Grandma  Nichols  but  to 
bid  adieu  to  the  old  spot,  endeared  to  her  by  so  many  asso¬ 
ciations.  Again  and  again  she  went  from  room  to  room,  weep¬ 
ing  always,  and  lingering  longest  in  the  one  where  her  chil¬ 
dren  were  born  and  where  her  husband,  and  daughter  had 
died.  In  the  corner  stood  the  old  low  post  bedstead,  the  first 
she  had  ever  owned,  and  now  how  vividly  she  recalled  the 
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time  long  years  before,  when  she,  a  happy  maiden,  ordered 
that  bedstead,  blushing  deeply  at  the  sly  allusion  which  the 
cabinet  maker  made  to  her  approaching  marriage.  He ,  too, 
was  with  her,  strong  and  healthy.  Now,  he  was  gone  from 
her  side  forever.  His  couch  was  a  narrow  coffin,  and  the  old 
bedstead  stood  there,  naked — empty.  Seating  herself  upon 
it,  the  poor  old  lady  rocked  to  and  fro,  moaning  in  her  grief, 
and  wishing  that  she  were  not  going  to  Kentucky,  or  it  was 
possible  now  to  remain  at  her  mountain  home.  Summoning 
all  her  courage,  she  gave  one  last  glance  at  the  familiar  ob¬ 
jects  around  her,  at  the  flowers  she  had  planted,  the  trees  she 
had  reared,  and  then  taking  ’Lena’s  hand,  went  down  to  the 
gate  where  her  son  was  awaiting  her. 

He  saw  she  had  been  weeping,  and  though  he  could  not 
appreciate  the  cause  of  her  tears,  in  heart  he  pitied  her,  and 
his  voice  and  manner  were  unusually  kind  as  he  helped  her 
to  the  best  seat  in  the  waggon,  and  asked  if  she  were  com¬ 
fortable.  Then  his  eye  fell  upon  her  dress,  and  his  pity 
changed  to  anger  as  he  wondered  if  she  was  wholly  devoid  of 
taste.  At  the  time  of  his  father’s  death,  he  had  purchased 
decent  mourning  for  both  his  mother  and  ’Lena ;  but  these 
Mrs.  Nichols  pronounced  ‘  altogether  too  good  for  the  nasty 
cars ;  nobody’ d  think  any  better  of  them  for  being  rigged  out 
in  their  very  best  meetin’  gowns.’ 

So  the  bombasin  was  packed  away,  and  in  its  place  she 
wore  a  dark  blue  and  white  spotted  calico,  which  John  could 
have  sworn  she  had  twenty  years  before,  and  which  was  not 
unlikely,  as  she  never  wore  out  a  garment.  She  was  a  great 
enemy  to  long  skirts,  hence  hers  came  to  her  ancles,  and  as 
her  black  woollen  stockings  had  been  carefully  footed  with 
white,  there  was  visible  a  dark  rim  about  half  an  inch  in 
width !  altogether  she  presented  a  rather  grotesque  appear¬ 
ance,  with  her  oblong  work-bag,  in  which  were  her  snuff-box, 
brass  spectacles,  and  half  a  dozen  ‘  nut-cakes,’  which  would 
‘  save  John’s  buying  dinner.’ 

Unlike  her  grandmother’s,  ’Lena’s  dress  was  a  great  deal 
too  long,  and  as  she  never  wore  pantalets,  she  had  the  look 
of  a  premature  old  woman,  instead  of  a  child  ten  summers 
old,  as  she  was.  Still  the  uncommon  beauty  of  her  face, 
and  the  natural  gracefulness  of  her  form,  atoned  in  a 
measure  for  the  singularity  of  her  appearance. 

In  the  doorway  stood  Miss  Nancy,  and  by  her  side  her 
nephew,  Joel  Slocum,  a  freckled-faced  boy,  who  had  fre¬ 
quently  shown  a  preference  for  ’Lena,  by  going  with  her 
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lor  her  grandmother’s  cow,  bringing  her  harvest  apples, 
and  letting  her  ride  on  his  sled  oftener  than  the  other  girls 
at  school.  Strange  to  say,  his  affection  was  not  returned, 
and  now,  notwithstanding  he  several  times  wiped  both  eyes 
and  nose,  on  the  end  of  which  there  was  an  enormous 
freck,  ’Lena  did  not  relent  at  all,  but  with  a  simple  ‘  Good- 
by,  Jo,’  she  sprang  into  the  wagon,  which  moved  rapidly 
away. 

It  was  about  five  miles  from  the  farm-house  to  the  depot, 
and  when  half  that  distance  had  been  gone  over,  Mrs. 
Nichols  suddenly  seized  the  reins,  ordering  the  driver  to 
stop,  and  saying,  ‘  she  must  go  straight  back,  for  on  the 
shelf  of  the  north  room  cupboard  she  had  left  a  whole  paper 
of  tea,  which  she  couldn’t  afford  to  lose !  ’ 

i  Drive  on,’  said  John  rather  angrily,  at  the  same  time  tell¬ 
ing  his  mother  that  he  could  buy  her  a  ton  of  tea  if  she 
wanted  it. 

‘But  that  was  already  bought,  and  ’twould  have  saved  so 
much,’  said  she,  softly  wiping  away  a  tear,  which  was  occa¬ 
sioned  partly  by  her  son’s  manner,  and  partly  by  the  great 
loss  she  felt  she  sustained  in  leaving  behind  her  favourite 
‘  old  hyson.’ 

This  saving  was  a  matter  of  which  Grandma  Nichols  said 
so  much,  that  John,  who  was  himself  slightly  avaricious 
began  to  regret  that  he  ever  knew  the  definition  of  the 
word  save.  Lest  our  readers  get  a  wrong  impression  of  Mrs. 
Nichols  we  must  say  that  she  possessed  very  many  ster¬ 
ling  qualities,  and  her  habits  of  extreme  economy  resulted 
more  from  the  manner  in  which  she  had  been  compelled 
to  live,  than  from  natural  stinginess.  For  tills  John  hardly 
made  allowance  enough,  and  his  mother’s  remarks,  instead 
of  restraining  liim,  only  made  him  more  lavish  of  his  money 
than  he  would  otherwise  have  been. 

When  Mrs.  Nichols  and  ’Lena  entered  the  cars,  they  of 
course  attracted  universal  attention,  which  annoyed  John 
excessively.  In  Oakland,  where  his  mother  was  known  and 
appreciated,  he  could  bear  it,  but  among  strangers,  and  with 
those  of  his  own  caste,  ’twas  different ;  so  motioning  them 
into  the  first  unoccupied  seat,  he  sauntered  on  with  an  air 
which  seemed  to  say,  ‘  they  were  nothing  to  him,’  and  find¬ 
ing  a  vacant  seat  at  the  other  end  of  the  car,  he  took  pos¬ 
session  of  it.  Scarcely,  however,  had  he  entered  into  con¬ 
versation  with  a  gentleman  near  him,  when  some  one 
grasped  his  arm,  and  looking  up  the  saw  his  mother,  her 
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box  in  one  hand,  and  an  enormous  pinch  of  snuff  in  the 
other. 

‘  John,’  said  she,  elevating  her  voice  so  as  to  drown  the 
noise  of  the  cars,  ‘  I  never  thought  on’t  till  this  minut,  but 
I’d  just  as  lief  ride  in  the  second  class  cars  as  not,  and  it 
only  costs  half  as  much !  ’ 

Mr.  Livingstone  coloured  crimson,  and  bade  her  go  back, 
saying  that  if  he  paid  the  fare  she  needn’t  feel  troubled 
about  the  cost.  Just  as  she  was  turning  to  leave,  the  loud 
ring  and  whistle,  as  the  train  neared  a  crossing,  startled 
her,  and  in  great  alarm  she  asked  if  ‘  somethin’  hadn’t  bust !’ 

John  made  no  answer,  but  the  gentleman  near  him  very 
politely  explained  to  her  the  cause  of  the  disturbance,  after 
which  she  returned  to  her  seat.  When  the  conductor  ap¬ 
peared,  he  fortunately  came  in  at  the  door  nearest  John, 
who  pointed  out  the  two  for  whom  he  had  tickets,  and 
then  turned  again  to  converse  with  the  gentleman,  who, 
though  a  stranger,  was  from  Louisville,  Kentucky,  and 
whose  acquaintance  was  easily  made.  The  sight  of  the 
conductor  awoke  in  Mrs.  Nichols’  brain  a  new  idea,  and 
after  peering  out  upon  the  platform,  she  went  rushing  up  to 
her  son,  telling  him  that  ‘  the  trunks,  box,  feather  bed,  and 
all,  were  every  one  on  ’em  left !  ’ 

‘No  they  are  not,’  said  John,  ‘I  saw  them  aboard  myself.’ 

‘  Wall,  then,  they’re  lost  off,  for  as  sure  as  you’re  born, 
there  ain’t  one  on  ’em  in  hero;  and  there’s  as  much  as 
twenty  weight  of  new  feathers,  besides  all  the  crockery ! 
Holler  to  ’em  to  stop  quick !  ’ 

The  stranger,  pitying  Mr.  Livingstone’s  chagrin,  kindly 
explained  to  her  that  there  was  a  baggage  car  on  purpose 
for  trunks  and  the  like,  and  that  her  feather  bed  was  un¬ 
doubtedly  safe.  This  quieted  her,  and  mentally  styling  him 
‘  a  proper  nice  man,’  she  again  returned  to  her  seat. 

‘  A  rare  specimen  of  the  raw  Yankee,’  said  the  stranger 
to  John,  never  dreaming  in  what  relation  she  stood  to  him. 

‘  Yes,’  answered  John,  not  thinking  it  at  all  necessary  to 
make  any  further  explanations. 

By  this  time  Mrs.  Nichols  had  attracted  the  attention  of 
all  the  passengers,  who  watched  her  movements  with  great 
interest.  Among  those  was  a  fine  looking  youth,  fifteen  or 
sixteen  years  of  age,  who  sat  directly  in  front  of  ’Lena. 
He  had  a  remarkably  open,  pleasing  countenance,  while 
there  was  that  in  his  eyes  which  showed  him  to  be  a  lover 
of  fun.  Thinking  he  had  now  found  it  in  a  rich  form,  he 
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turned  partly  round,  and  would  undoubtedly  have  quizzed 
Mrs.  Nichols  unmercifully,  had  not  something  in  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  ’Lena  prevented  him.  This  was  also  her  first  ride 
in  the  cars,  but  she  possessed  a  tact  of  concealing  the  fact, 
and  if  she  sometimes  felt  frightened,  she  looked  in  the  faces 
of  those  around  her,  gathering  from  them  that  there  was  no 
danger.  She  knew  that  her  grandmother  was  making  her¬ 
self  ridiculous,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  whis¬ 
pered,  ‘  Do  sit  still,  granny ;  everybody  is  looking  at  you.’ 

The  young  lad  noticed  this,  and  while  it  quelled  in  him  the 
spirit  of  ridicule,  it  awoke  a  strange  interest  in  ’Lena,  who 
he  saw  was  beautiful  spite  of  her  unseemly  guise.  She  was 
a  dear  lover  of  nature,  and  as  the  cars  sped  on  through 
the  wild  mountain  scenery,  between  Pittsfield  and  Albany, 
she  stood  at  the  open  window,  her  hands  closely  locked 
together,  her  lips  slightly  parted,  and  her  eyes  wide  with 
wonder  at  the  country  through  which  they  were  passing. 
At  her  grandmother’s  suggestion  she  had  removed  her 
bonnet,  and  the  brown  curls  which  clustered  around  her 
white  forehead  and  neck  were  moved  up  and  down  by 
the  fresh  breeze  which  was  blowing.  The  youth  was  a 
passionate  admirer  of  beauty,  come  in  what  garb  it  might, 
and  now  as  he  watched,  he  felt  a  strong  desire  to  touch 
one  of  the  glossy  ringlets,  which  floated  within  his  reach. 
There  would  be  no  harm  in  it,  he  thought—4  she  was 
only  a  little  girl,  and  he  was  almost  a  man — had  tried  to 
shave,  and  was  going  to  enter  college  in  the  fall.’  Still  he 
felt  some  doubts  as  to  the  propriety  of  the  act,  and  was 
about  making  up  his  mind  that  he  had  better  not,  when 
the  train  shot  into  the  ‘tunnel,’  and  for  an  instant  they 
were  in  total  darkness.  Quick  as  thought  his  hand  sought 
the  brown  curls,  but  they  were  gone,  and  when  the  cars 
again  emerged  into  daylight,  ’Lena’s  arms  were  around 
her  grandmother’s  neck,  trying  to  hold  her  down;  for 
the  old-lady,  sure  of  a  smash-up  this  time,  had  attempted  to 
rise  screaming  loudly  for  ‘  John' 

The  boy  laughed  aloud — he  could  not  help  it ;  but  when 
’Lena’s  eyes  turned  reprovingly  upon  him,  he  felt  sorry  ; 
and  anxious  to  make  amends,  addressed  himself  very  polite¬ 
ly  to  Mrs.  Nichols,  explaining  to  her  that  it  was  a  4  tunnel’ 
through  which  they  had  passed,  and  assuring  her  there  was 
no  danger  whatever.  Then  turning  to  ’Lena,  he  said,  4 1 
reckon  your  grandmother  is  not  much  accustomed  to  travel¬ 
ling.’ 


’LENA  RIVERS. 


28 

‘No,  sir/  answered  ’Lena,  the  rich  blood  dyeing  her  cheek 
at  being  addressed  by  a  stranger.  ,, 

It  was  the  first  time  any  one  had  ever  said  sir  to  the 
boy,  and  now  feeling  quite  like  patronizing  the  little  girl,  he 
continued :  ‘  I  believe  old  people  generally  are  timid  when 

they  enter  the  cars  for  the  first  time.’ 

Nothing  from  ’Lena  except  a  slight  straightening,  up  of 
her  body,  and  a  smoothing  down  of  her  dress,  but  the  ice  was 
broken,  and  ere  long  she  and  her  companion  were  convers¬ 
ing  as  familiarly  as  if  they  had  known  each  other  for  years. 
Still  the  boy  was  not  inquisitive — he  did  not  ask  her  name, 
or  where  she  was  going,  though  he  told  her  that  his  home 
was  in  Louisville,  and  that  at  Albany  he  was  to  take  the 
boat  for  New  York,  where  his  mother  was  stopping  with 
some  friends.  He  also  told  her  that  the  gentleman  near 
the  door,  with  dark  eyes  and  whiskers,  was  his  father. 

Glancing  toward  the  person  indicated,  ’Lena  saw  that  it 
was  the  same  gentleman  who,  all  the  afternoon,  had  been 
talking  with  her  uncle.  He  was  noble  looking,  and  she 
felt  glad  that  he  was  the  father  of  the  boy — he  was  just 
such  a  man,  she  fancied,  as  ought  to  be  his  father — just  such 
a  man  as  she  could  wish  her  father  to  be — and  then  ’Lena 
felt  glad  that  the  youth  had  asked  her  nothing  concerning 
her  parentage,  for,  though  her  grandmother  had  seldom  men¬ 
tioned  her  father  in  her  presence,  there  were  others  ready 
and  willing  to  inform  her  that  he  was  a  villain,  who  broke 
her  mother’s  heart. 

When  they  reached  Albany,  the  boy  arose,  and  offering 
his  hand  to  ’Lena,  said,  ‘  I  suppose  I  must  bid  you  good-by, 
but  I’d  like  right  well  to  go  farther  with  you.’ 

At  this  moment  the  stranger  gentleman  came  up,  and  see¬ 
ing  how  his  son  was  occupied,  said  smilingly,  ‘  Soho !  Dur- 
ward,  you  always  manage  to  make  some  lady  acquaint¬ 
ance.’ 

‘  Yes,  father,’  returned  the  boy  called  Durward,  ‘  but  not 
always  one  like  this.  Isn’t  she  pretty  F  ’  he  added  in  a 
whisper. 

The  stranger’s  eyes  fell  upon  ’Lena’s  face,  and  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  as  if  by  some  strange  fascination,  seemed  riveted 
there ;  but  the  crowd  pressed  him  forward,  and  ’Lena  only 
heard  him  reply  to  his  son,  ‘  Yes,  Durward,  very  pretty  ;  but 
hurry  or  we  shall  lose  the  boat.’ 

The  next  moment  they  were  gone.  Leaning  from  the  win¬ 
dow,  ’Lena  tried  to  catch  another  glimpse  of  him,  but  all  in 
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vain.  He  was  gone — she  would  never  see  him  again,  she 
thought ;  and  then  she  fell  into  a  reverie  concerning  his 
mother,  his  sisters,  if  he  had  any,  and  finally  ended  by 
wishing  that  she  was  his  sister,  and  the  daughter  of  his 
father.  While  she  was  thus  pondering,  her  grandmother 
was  busy,  and  when  ’Lena  looked  round  for  her  she  was 
gone.  Stepping  from  the  car,  ’Lena  espied  her  in  the  dis¬ 
tance,  standing  by  her  uncle,  and  anxiously  watching  for 
the  appearance  of  her  *  great  trunk,  little  trunk,  band-box, 
and  bag.’  Each  of  these  articles  were  forthcoming,  and 
in  a  few  moments  they  were  on  the  ferry-boat  crossing  the 
blue  waters  of  the  Hudson.  Mrs.  Nichols  declaring  that  ‘  if 
she’d  known  it  wasn’t  a  bridge  she  was  steppin’  onto,  she’d 
be  bound  they  wouldn’t  have  got  her  on  it  one  while.’ 

‘Ho  sit  down,’  said  ’Lena ;  ‘the  other  people  don’t  seem  to 
be  afraid,  and  I  am  sure  we  needn’t.’ 

This  Mrs.  Nichols  was  more  willing  to  do,  as  directly  at 
her  side  was  another  old  lady,  travelling  for  the  first  time, 
frightened  and  anxious.  To  her  Mrs.  Nichols  addressed 
herself,  announcing  her  firm  belief  that  ‘  she  should  be  blew 
sky  high  before  she  reached  Kentucky,  where  she  was  going 
to  live  with  her  son  John,  who  she  supposed  was  well  off, 
worth  twenty  negroes  or  more;  but,’  she  added,  lowering  her 
voice,  *  I  don’t  b’lieve  in  no  such,  and  I  mean  he  shall  set 
’em  free — poor  critters,  duddin’  from  mornin’  till  night 
without  a  cent  of  pay.  He  says  they  call  him  ‘  master,’  but 
I’ll  warrant  he’ll  never  catch  me  a  callin’  him  so  to  one  on 
’em.  I  promised  Nancy  Scovandyke  that  I  wouldn’t,  and 
I  won’t !’ 

Here  a  little  pop  corn  boy  came  ’round,  which  reminded 
Mrs.  Nichols  of  her  money,  and  that  she  hadn’t  once  looked 
after  it  since  she  started.  Thinking  this  as  favourable  a  time 
as  she  would  have,  she  drew  from  her  capacious  pocket  an 
old  knit  purse,  and  commenced  counting  out  its  contents, 
piece  by  piece. 

‘  Beware  of  pickpockets !  ’  said  some  one  in  her  ear,  and 
with  the  exclamation  of  ‘  Oh  the  Lord !  ’  the  purse  dis¬ 
appeared  in  her  pocket,  on  which  she  kept  her  hand  until 
the  boat  touched  the  opposite  shore.  Then  in  the  confusion 
and  excitement  it  was  withdrawn,  the  purse  was  forgotten, 
and  when  on  board  the  night  express  for  Buffalo  it  was  again 
looked  for,  it  was  gone  ! 

With  a  wild  outcry  the  horror-stricken  matron  sprang  up, 
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calling  for  J ohn,  who  in  some  alarm  came  to  her  side,  ask¬ 
ing  what  she  wanted. 

‘  I've  lost  my  purse.  Somebody’s  stole  it.  Lock  the  door 
quick,  and  search  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the  car !’ 

The  conductor,  who  chanced  to  be  present,  now  came  up, 
demanding  an  explanation,  and  trying  to  convince  Mrs.  Ni¬ 
chols  how  improbable  it  was  that  any  one  present  had  her 
money. 

‘  Stop  the  train,  then,  and  let  me  get  off.’ 

1  Had  you  a  large  amount  ?  ’  asked  the  conductor 

Every  cent  I  had  in  the  world.  Ain’t  you  going  to  let  me 
get  off  r  ’  was  the  answer. 

The  conductor  looked  inquiringly  at  J ohn,  who  shook  his 
head,  at  the  same  time  whispering  to  his  mother  not  to  feel 
so  badly,  as  he  would  give  her  all  the  money  she  wanted. 
Then  placing  a  ten  dollar  bill  in  her  hand,  he  took  a  seat  be¬ 
hind  her.  We  doubt  whether  this  would  have  quieted  the 
old  lady,  had  not  a  happy  idea  that  moment  entered  her 
mind,  causing  her  to  exclaim  loudly,  ‘  There,  now,  I’ve 
just  this  minute  thought.  I  hadn’t  but  five  dollars  in  my 
purse ;  t  other  fifty  I  sewed  up  in  an  old  night-gown  sleeve, 
and  tucked  it  away  in  that  satchel  up  there,’  pointing  to 
’Lena’s  travelling  bag,  which  hung  over  her  head.  She 
would  undoubtedly  have  designated  the  very  corner  of  said 
satchel  m  which  her  money  could  be  found, 'had  not  her  son 
touched  her  shoulder,  bidding  her  be  silent  and  not  tell 
everybody  where  her  money  was,  if  she  didn’t  want  it  stolen. 

Mrs.  Nichols  made  no  reply,  but  when  she  thought  she 
was  not  observed,  she  arose,  and  slily  taking  down  the  sat- 
cnel,  placed  it  under  her.  Then  seating  herself  upon  it,  she 
gave  a  sigh  of  relief  as  she  thought,  ‘  they’d  have  to  work 
hard  to  get  it  now,  without  her  knowing  it.’  Dear  old 
soul  !  when  she  arrived  at  her  journey’s  end,  how  much 
comfort  she  took  m  recounting  over  and  over  again  the  inci¬ 
dents  of  the  robbery,  wondering  if  it  was  as  John  said,  the 
veiy  man  who.  had  so  kindly  cautioned  her  to  beware  of 
pickpockets,  and  who  thus  ascertained  where  she  kept  her 
purse.  Nancy  Scovandyke,  too,  was  duly  informed  of  her 
loss,  and  charged  when  she  came  to  Kentucky,  to  look  out 
on  the  ferry-boat  for  a  youngish,  good-looking  man,  with 

teeth  ’  fr°Ck  C°at’  blUG  clxlvat’  and  mouth  full  of  white 

At  Buffalo,  Mr.  Livingstone  had  hard  work  to  coax  his 
mother  on  board  the  steamboat,  but  he  finally  succeeded, 
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and  as  the  weather  chanced  to  he  fine,  she  declared  that  ride 
on  the  lake  to  be  the  pleasantest  part  of  her  journey.  At 
Cleveland  they  took  the  cars  for  Cincinnati,  going  thence  to 
Lexington  by  stage.  On  ordinary  occasions  Mr.  Livingstone 
would  have  preferred  the  river,  but  knowing  that  in  all 
probability  he  should  meet  with  some  of  his  friends  upon 
the  boat,  he  chose  the  route  via  Lexington,  where  he  stop¬ 
ped  at  the  Phcenix,  as  was  his  usual  custom. 

After  seeing  his  mother  and  niece  into  the  public  parlor,  he 
left  them  for  a  time,  saying  he  had  some  business  to  transact 
in  the  city.  Scarcely  was  he  gone  when  the  sound  of  shuf¬ 
fling  footsteps  in  the  hall  announced  an  arrival,  and  a  mo¬ 
ment  after,  a  boy,  apparently  fifteen  years  of  age,  appeared 
at  the  door.  He  was  richly  though  carelessly  dressed,  and 
notwithstanding  the  good-humoured  expression  of  his  rather 
handsome  face,  there  was  in  his  whole  appearance  an  inde¬ 
scribable  something  which  at  once  pronounced  him  to  be 
a  ‘  fast’  boy.  A  rowdy  hat  was  set  on  one  side  of  his  head, 
after  the  most  approved  fashion,  while  in  his  hand  he  held 
a  lighted  cigar,  which,  he  applied  to  his  mouth  when  he  saw 
the  parlour  was  unoccupied,  save  by  an  ‘  old  woman’  and 
a  ‘  little  girl.’ 

Instinctively  ’Lena  shrank  from  him,  and  withdrawing 
herself  as  far  as  possible  within  the  recess  of  the  wimdow, 
pretended  to  be  busily  watching  the  passers  by.  But  she  did 
not  escape  his  notice,  and  after  coolly  surveying  her  for  a 
moment,  he  walked  up  to  her  saying,  ‘  How  d’ye,  polywog  P 
I’ll  be  hanged  if  I  know  to  what  gender  you  belong — wo¬ 
man  or  gal— which  is  it,  hey  ?’ 

‘  None  of  your  business,’  was  ’Lena’s  ready  answer. 

‘Spunky,  ain’t  you?’  said  he  unceremoniously  pulling 
one  of  the  browu  curls  which  Durwar  had  so  longed  to 
touch.  ‘  Seems  to  me  your  hair  don’t  match  the  rest  of  you ; 
wonder  if  ’tisn’t  somebody  else’s  head  set  on  your  shoul¬ 
ders.’ 

‘  No  it  ain’t.  It’s  my  own  head,  and  you  just  let  it  alone,’ 
returned  ’Lena,  growing  more  and  more  indignant,  and 
wondering  if  this  were  a  specimen  of  Kentucky  boys. 

‘  Don’t  be  saucy,’  continued  her  tormentor ;  ‘  I  only  want 
to  see  what  sort  of  stuff  you  are  made  of.’ 

‘  Made  of  dirt,’  muttered  ’Lena. 

‘I  reckon  you  are,’  returned  the  boy;  ‘but  say,  where 
did  you  come  from,  and  who  do  you  live  with  ?’ 

‘  I  came  from  Massachusetts,  and  I  live  with  granny,' 
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said  ’Lena,  thinking  that  if  she  answered  him  civilly,  he 
would  perhaps  let  her  alone.  But  she  was  mistaken. 

Glancing  at  ‘  granny ,’  he  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  then 
placing  his  hat  a  little  more  on  one  side,  and  assuming  a 
nasal  twang,  he  said,  ‘  Neow  dew  tell,  if  you’re  from  Mas¬ 
sachusetts.  How  dew  you  dew,  little  Yankee,  and  how  are 
all  the  folks  to  hum?’ 

Feeling  sure  that  not  only  herself  but  all  her  relations 
were  included  in  this  insult,  ’Lena  darted  forward,  hitting 
him  a  blow  in  the  face,  which  he  returned  by  puffing 
smoke  into  hers,  whereupon  she  snatched  the  cigar  from  his 
mouth  and  hurled  it  into  the  street,  bidding  him  ‘  touch  her 
again  if  he  dared.’  All  this  transpired  so  rapidly  that  Mrs. 
Nichols  had  hardly  time  to  understand  its  meaning,  but  fully 
comprehending  it  now,  she  was  about  coming  to  the  rescue, 
when  her  son  re-appeared,  exclaiming,  ‘  John ,  John  Living¬ 
stone  Jr.,  how  came  you  here  ?’ 

Had  a  cannon  exploded  at  the  feet  of  John  Jr.,  as  he  was 
called,  he  could  not  have  been  more  startled.  He  was  not 
expecting  his  father  for  two  or  three  days,  and  was  making 
the  most  of  his  absence  by  having  what  he  called  a  regular 
‘spree.’  Taking  him  altogether,  he  was,  without  being 
naturally  bad,  a  spoiled  child,  whom  no  one  could  manage 
except  his  father,  and  as  his  father  seldom  tried  he  was  of 
course  seldom  managed.  Never  yet  had  he  remained  at 
school  more  than  two  quarters,  for  if  he  were  not  sent 
away,  he  generally  ran  away,  sure  of  finding  a  champion  in 
his  mother,  who  had  always  petted  him,  calling  him,  ‘  John¬ 
ny  darling,’  until  he  one  day  very  coolly  informed  her  that 
she  was  ‘  a  silly  old  fool,’  and  that  ‘  he’d  thank  her  not  to 
Johnny  darling  him  any  longer.’ 

It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the  amazement  of  John  Jr. 
when  ’Lena^was  presented  to  him  as  his  cousin ,  and  Mrs. 
Nichols  as  his  grandmother .  Something  which  sounded  very 
much  like  an  oath  escaped  his  lips,  as  turning  to  his  father 
he  muttered,  ‘  Won’t  mother  go  into  fits  ?’  Then,  as  he  be¬ 
gan  to  realize  the  ludicrousness  of  the  whole  affair,  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  ‘  Rich,  good,  by  gracious !’  and  laughing  loudly, 
1m  walked  away  to  regale  himself  with  another  cigar. 

Lena  began  to  tremble  for  her  future  happiness,  if  that 
boy  was  to  live  in  the  same  house  with  her.  She  did  not 
know  that  she  had  already  more  than  half  won  his  good 
opinion,  for  he  was  far  better  pleased  with  her  antagonistical 
demonstrations,  than  he  would  have  been  had  she  cried  or 
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run  away  from  him,  as  his  sister  Anna  generally  did  when  he 
teased  her.  After  a  few  moments  he  returned  to  the  parlor, 
and  walking  up  to  Mrs.  Nichols,  commenced  talking  very 
sociably  with  her,  calling  her  ‘  Granny,’  and  winking  slily  at 
’Lena  as  he  did  so.  Mr.  Livingstone  had  too  much  good 
sense  to  sit  quietly  by  and  hear  his  mother  ridiculed  by  his 
son,  and  in  a  loud,  stern  voice  he  bade  the  young  gentleman 
‘behave  himself.’ 

*  Law,  now,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  ‘  let  him  talk  if  he  wants 
to  do.  I  like  to  hear  him.  He’s  the  only  grandson  I’ve 
got.’ 

This  speech  had  the  effect  of  silencing  John  Jr.  quite  as 
much  as  his  father’s  command.  If  he  could  tease  his  grand¬ 
mother  by  talking  to  her,  he  would  take  delight  in  doing 
so,  but  if  she  wanted  him  to  talk — that  was  quite  another 
thing.  So  moving  away  from  her,  he  took  a  seat  near  ’Lena, 
telling  her  her  dress  was  *  a  heap  too  short,’  and  occasion¬ 
ally  pinching  her,  just  to  vary  the  sport!  This  last,  how¬ 
ever,  ’Lena  returned  with  so  much  force  that  he  grew 
weary  of  the  fun,  and  informing  her  that  he  was  going  to 
the  circus  which  was  in  town  that  evening,  he  arose  to  leave 
the  room. 

Mr.  Livingstone,  who  partially  overheard  what  he  had 
said,  stopped  him  and  asked  ‘  where  he  was  going  ?’ 

Feigning  a  yawn  and  rubbing  his  eyes,  John  Jr.  replied 
that  ‘  he  was  confounded  sleepy  and  was  going  to  bed.’ 

‘’Lena,  where  did  he  say  he  was  going?’  asked  her  uncle. 

’Lena  trembled,  for  John  Jr.  had  clinched  his  fist,  and  was 
shaking  it  threateningly  at  her. 

‘  Where  did  he  say  he  was  going  ?’  repeated  her  uncle. 

Poor  ’Lena  had  never  told  a  lie  in  her  life,  and  now,  brav¬ 
ing  her  cousin’s  anger,  she  said,  ‘To  the  circus,  sir.  Oh, 
I  wish  you  had  not  asked  me.’ 

‘  You’ll  get  your  pay  for  that,’  muttered  John  Jr.  sullenly 
reseating  himself  by  his  father,  who  kept  an  eye  on  him 
until  he  saw  him  safely  in  his  room. 

Much  as  John  Jr.  frightened  ’Lena  with  his  threats, 
in  his  heart  he  respected  her  for  telling  the  truth,  and  if  the 
next  morning  on  their  way  home  in  the  stage,  in  which  his 
father  compelled  him  to  take  a  seat  he  frequently  found 
it  convenient  to  step  on  her  feet,  it  was  more  from  a 
natural  propensity  to  torment  than  from  any  lurking  feel¬ 
ing  of  revenge.  ’Lena  was  nowise  backward  in  returning 
his  cousinly  attentions,  and  so  between  an  interchange  of 
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kicks,  wry  faces,  and  so  forth,  they  proceeded  towaid 
‘Maple  Grove,’  a  description  of  which  will  he  given  in 
another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  V. 

MAPLE  GEOVE. 

THE  residence  of  Mr.  Livingstone,  or  rather  of  Mr.  Liv¬ 
ingstone’s  wife,  was  a  large,  handsome  building,  such 
as  one  often  finds  in  Kentucky,  particularly  in  the  country. 
Like  most  planter’s  houses,  it  stood  at  some  little  distance 
from  the  street,  from  which  its  massive  walls,  wreathed  with 
evergreen,  were  just  discernible.  The  carnage  road  which 
passed  first  through  a  heavy  iron  gate,  was  guarded  by  huge 
bronze  lions,  so  natural  and  life-like,  that  Mrs.  Nichols, 
when  first  she  saw  them,  uttered  a  cry  of  fear.  Next  came 
a  beautiful  maple  grove,  followed  by  a  long  green  lawn, 
dotted  here  and  there  with  forest  trees,  and  having  on  its 
right  a  deep  running  brook,  whose  waters,  farther  on  at 
the  rear  of  the  garden,  were  formed  into  a  miniature  fish- 

P°The  house  itself  was  of  brick— two-storied,  and  surround¬ 
ed  on  three  sides  with  a  doubie  piazza,  whose  pillars  were 
entwined  with  climbing  roses,  honeysuckle,  and  running 
vines,  so  closely  interwoven  as  to  give  it  the  appearance  of 
an  immense  summer-house.  In  the  spacious  yard  in  front, 
tall  shade  trees  and  bright  green  grass  were  growing,  while 
in  the  well-kept  garden  bloomed  an  endless  variety  of  roses 
and  flowering  shrubs,  which  in  their  season  filled  the  air 
with  perfume,  and  made  the  spot  brilliant  with  beauty. 
Directly  through  the  centre  of  this  garden  ran  the  stream  of 
which  we  have  spoken,  and  as  its  mossy  banks  were  never 
disturbed,  they  presented  the  appearance  of  a  soft,  velvety 
ridge,  where  each  spring  the  starry  dandelion  and  the  blue¬ 
eyed  violet  grew. 

Across  the  brook  two  small  foot-bridges  had  been  built, 
both  of  which  were  latticed  and  overgrown  by  luxuriant 
grape-vines,  whose  dark,  green  foliage  was  now  intermin¬ 
gled  with  clusters  of  rich  and  purple  fruit.  At  the  right, 
and  somewhat  in  the  rear  of  the  building,  was  a  group  of 
linden  trees,  overshadowing  the  white -washed  houses  of  the 
negroes,  who,  imitating  as  far  as  possible  the  taste,  of  their 
master,  beautified  their  dwellings  with  hop-vines,  creepers, 
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*  just  the  kind  of  place  which  one  reads  of  in  stories,’  and 
which  is  often  found  at  the  ‘sunny  south.’  The  interior 
of  the  building  corresponded  with  the  exterior,  for  with 
one  exception,  the  residence  of  a  wealthy  Englishman,  Mrs. 
Livingstone  prided  herself  upon  having  the  best  furnished 
house  in  the  county  ;  consequently  neither  pains  nor  money 
had  been  spared  in  the  selection  of  the  furniture,  which 
was  of  the  most  costly  kind. 

Carrie,  the  eldest  of  the  daughters,  was  now  about  thirteen 
years  of  age.  Proud,  imperious,  deceitful,  and  self-willed, 
she  was  hated  by  the  servants,  and  disliked  by  her  equals. 
Some  thought  her  pretty.  She  felt  sure  of  it,  and  many  an 
hour  she  spent  before  the  mirror,  admiring  herself  and  an¬ 
ticipating  the  time  when  she  would  be  a  grown-up  lady,  and 
as  a  matter  of  course,  a  belle.  Her  mother  unfortunately 
belonged  to  that  class  who  seem  to  think  that  the  chief  aim 
in  life  is  to  secure  a  ‘brilliant  match,’  and  thinking  she 
could  not  commence  too  soon,  she  had  early  instilled  into 
her  favourite  daughter’s  mind  the  necessity  of  appearing  to 
the  best  possible  advantage,  when  in  the  presence  of  wealth 
and  distinction,  pointing  out  her  own  marriage  as  a  proof 
of  the  unhappiness  resulting  from  unequal  matches.  In 
this  way  Carrie  had  early  learned  that  her  father  owed  his 
present  position  to  her  mother’s  condescension  in  marrying 
him — that  he  was  once  a  poor  boy  living  among  the  northern 
hills — that  his  parents  were  poor,  ignorant,  and  vulgar — and 
that  there  was  with  them  a  little  girl,  their  daughter’s 
child,  who  never  had  a  father,  and  whom  she  must  never 
on  any  occasion  call  her  cousin. 

All  this  had  likewise  been  told  to  Anna,  the  youngest 
daughter,  who  was  about  ’Lena’s  age,  but  upon  her  it  made 
no  impression.  If  her  father  were  once  poor,  he  was  in  her 
opinion  none  the  worse  for  that — and  if  he  liked  his  parents, 
that  was  a  sufficient  reason  why  she  should  like  them  too, 
and  if  little  ’Lena  was  an  orphan,  she  pitied  her,  and  hoped 
she  might  sometime  see  her  and  tell  her  so !  Thus  Anna 
reasoned,  while  her  mother,  terribly  shocked  at  her  low¬ 
bred  taste,  strove  to  instil  into  her  mind  some  of  her  own 
more  aristocratic  notions.  But  all  in  vain,  for  Anna  was 
purely  democratic,  loving  everybody  and  beloved  by  every¬ 
body  in  return.  It  is  true  she  had  no  particular  liking  for 
books  or  study  of  any  kind,  but  she  was  gentle  and  affection¬ 
ate  in  her  manner,  and  kindly  considerate  of  other  people’s 
feelings.  With  her  father  she  was  a  favourite,  and  to  her 
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lie  always  looked  for  sympathy,  which  she  seldom  failed  to 
give — not  in  words,  it  is  true,  but  whenever  he  seemed  to 
be  in  trouble,  she  would  climb  into  his  lap,  wind  her  arms 
around  his  neck,  and  lay  her  golden  head  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  would  sit  thus  until  his  brow  and  heart  grew  lighter .  as 
he  felt  there  was  yet  something  in  the  wide  world  which 
cared  for  him. 

For  Carrie  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  great  expectations,  but 
Anna  she  feared  would  never  make  a  ‘brilliant  match.’ 
For  a  long  time  Anna  meditated  upon  this,  wondering  what 
a  ‘  brilliant  match’  could  mean,  and  at  last  she  determined  to 
seek  an  explanation  from  Captain  Atherton,  a  bachelor  and 
a  millionaire,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  them,  and 
who  always  noticed  and  petted  her  more  than  he  did  Carrie. 
Accordingly,  the  next  time  he  came,  and  they  were  alone  in 
the  parlour,  she  broached  the  subject,  asking  him  what  it 
meant. 

Laughing  loudly,  the  Captain  drew  her  towards  him,  say¬ 
ing,  ‘  Why,  marrying  rich,  you  little  novice.  For  instance, 
if  one  of  these  days  you  should  be  my  little  wife,  I  dare  say 
your  mother  would  think  you  had  made  a  brilliant  match  !’ 
and  the  well-preserved  gentleman  of  forty  glanced  compla¬ 
cently  at  himself  in  the  mirror,  thinking  how  probable  it  was 
that  his  youthful  looks  would  be  unimpaired  for  at  least  ten 
years  to  come ! 

Anna  laughed,  for  to  her  his  words  then  conveyed  no 
serious  meaning,  but  with  more  than  her  usual  quickness 
she  replied,  that  ‘  she  would  as  soon  marry  her  grand¬ 
father.’ 

With  Mrs.  Livingstone  the  reader  is  partially  acquainted. 
In  her  youth  she  had  been  pretty,  and  now  at  thirty-eight 
she  was  not  without  pretensions  to  beauty,  notwithstanding 
her  sallow  complexion  and  sunk  eyes.  Her  hair,  which 
was  very  abundant,  was  bright  and  glossy,  and  her  mouth, 
in  which  the  dentist  had  done  his  best,  would  have  been 
handsome,  had  it  not  been  for  a  certain  draw  at  the  corners, 
which  gave  it  a  scornful  and  rather  disagreeable  expres¬ 
sion.  In  her  disposition  she  was  over-bearing  and  tyranni- 
cal,  fond,  of  ruling,  and  deeming  her  husband  a  monster 
of  ingratitude  if  ever  in  any  way  he  manifested  a  spirit  of 
rebellion.  ^  Didn’t  she  marry  him  ?  and  now  they  were  mar¬ 
ried,  didn’t  her  money  support  him  ?  And  wasn’t  it  exceed¬ 
ingly  amiable  in  her  always  to  speak  of  their  children  as 
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ours  !  But  as  for  the  rest,  ’twas  my  house,  my  servants, 
my  carriage,  and  my  horses.  All  mine — ‘Mrs.  John  Living¬ 
stone’s — Miss  Matilda  Richards  that  was !’ 

Occasionally,  however,  her  husband’s  spirit  was  roused, 
and  then,  after  a  series  of  tears,  sick-headaches,  and  then 
spasms,  ‘Miss  Matilda  Richards  that  was,’  was  compelled 
to  yield,  her  face  for  many  days  wearing  the  look  of  a  much- 
injured,  heart-broken  woman.  Still  her  influence  over  him 
was  great,  else  she  had  never  so  effectually  weakened  every 
tie  which  bound  him  to  his  native  home,  making  him 
ashamed  of  his  parents  and  of  everything  pertaining  to 
them.  When  her  husband  first  wrote  to  her  that  his  father 
was  dead,  and  that  he  had  promised  to  take  charge  of  his 
mother  and  ’Lena,  she  flew  into  a  violent  rage,  which  was 
increased  ten-fold  when  she  received  his  second  letter,  where¬ 
in  he  announced  his  intention  of  bringing  them  home  in 
spite  of  her.  Bursting  into  tears,  she  declared  ‘  she’d  leave 
the  house  before  she’d  have  it  filled  with  a  lot  of  paupers. 
Who  did  J ohn  Nichols  think  he  was,  and  who  did  he  think 
she  was  ?  Beside  that,  where  was  he  going  to  put  them  ?  for 
there  wasn’t  a  place  for  them  that  she  knew  of !’ 

‘  Why,  mother,’  said  Anna,  who  was  pleased  with  the  pros¬ 
pect  of  a  new  grandmother  and  cousin,  ‘  Why,  mother,  what 
a  story  !  There’s  the  two  big  chambers  and  bed-rooms,  be¬ 
sides  the  one  next  to  Carrie’s  and  mine.  O  do  put  them  in 
there.  It’ll  be  so  nice  to  have  grandma  and  cousin  ’Lena  so 
near  me.’ 

‘Anna  Livingstone!’  returned  the  indignant  lady,  ‘Never 
let  me  hear  you  say  grandma  and  cousin  again.’ 

‘  But  they  be  grandma  and  cousin,’  persisted  Anna,  while 
her  mother  commenced  lamenting  the  circumstance  which 
had  made  them  so,  wishing,  as  she  had  often  done  before, 
that  she  had  never  married  John  Nichols. 

‘  I  reckon  you  are  not  the  only  one  that  wishes  so,’  slily 
whispered  John  Jr.,  who  was  a  witness  to  her  emotion. 

Anna  was  naturally  of  an  inquiring  mind,  and  her  mother’s 
last  remark  awoke  within  her  a  new  and  strange  train  of 
thought,  causing  her  to  wonder  whose  little  girl  she  would 
have  been,  her  father’s  or  mother’s,  in  case  they  had  each 
married  some  one  else !  As  there  was  no  one  whose  opinion 
Anna  dared  to  ask,  the  question  is  undoubtedly,  to  this  day, 
with  her,  unsolved. 

The  next  morning  when  Mrs.  Livingstone  arose,  her  anger 
of  the  day  before  was  somewhat  abated,  and  knowing  from 
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past  experience  that  it  was  useless  to  resist  her  husband 
when  once  he  was  determined,  she  wisely  concluded  that  as 
they  were  now  probably  on  the  road,  it  was  best  to  try  to 
endure  for  a  time,  at  least,  what  could  not  be  helped.  And 
now  arose  the  perplexing  question,  ‘What  should  she  do 
with  them  ?  where  should  she  put  them  that  they  would  be 
the  most  out  of  the  way  ?  for  she  could  never  suffer  them 
to  be  round  when  she  had  company.’  The  chamber  of  wliich 
Anna  had  spoken  was  out  of  the  question,  for  it  was  too  nice, 
and  besides  that,  it  was  reserved  for  the  children  of  her  New 
Orleans  friends  who  nearly  every  summer  came  up  to  visit 
her. 

At  the  rear  of  the  building  was  a  long,  low  room,  contain¬ 
ing  a  fireplace  and  two  windows,  which  looked  out  upon 
the  negro  quarters  and  the  hemp  fields  beyond.  This  room, 
which  in  the  summer  was  used  for  storing  feather-beds, 
blankets,  and  so  forth,  was  plastered,  but  minus  either 
paper  or  paint.  Still  it  was  quite  comfortable,  ‘  better  than 
they  were  accustomed  to  at  home,’  Mrs.  Livingstone  said, 
and  this  she  decided  to  give  them.  Accordingly  the  negroes 
were  set  at  work  scrubbing  the  floor,  washing  the  windows, 
and  scouring  the  sills,  until  the  room  at  least  possessed  the 
virtue  of  being  clean.  A  faded  caipet,  discarded  as  good 
for  nothing,  and  over  wliich  the  rats  had  long  held  their 
nightly  revels,  was  brought  to  light,  shaken,  mended,  and 
nailed  down — then  came  a  bedstead,  which  Mrs.  Livingstone 
had  designed  as  a  Christmas  gift  to  one  of  the  negroes,  but 
which  of  course  would  do  well  enough  for  her  mother-in- 
law.  Next  followed  an  old  wooden  rocking-chair,  whose 
ancestry  Anna  had  tried  in  vain  to  trace,  and  which  Carrie 
had  often  proposed  burning.  This,  with  two  or  three  more 
chairs  of  a  later  date,  a  small  wardrobe,  and  a  square  table, 
completed  the  furniture  of  the  room,  if  we  except  the  plain 
muslin  curtains  which  shaded  the  windows,  destitute  of 
blinds.  Taking  it  by  itself,  the  room  looked  tolerably  well, 
but  when  compared  with  tho  richly  furnished  apartments 
around  it,  it  seemed  meagre  and  poor  indeed ;  ‘  but  if  they 
wanted  anything  better,’  Mrs.  Livingstone  said,  ‘  They  could 
get  it  themselvee.  They  were  welcome  to  make  any  altera¬ 
tions  they  pleased.’ 

This  mode  of  reasoning  hardly  satisfied  Anna,  and  un¬ 
known  to  her  mother  she  took  from  her  own  chamber  a  hand¬ 
some  hearth-rug,  and  carrying  it  to  her  grandmother’s  room, 
laid  it  before  the  fire-place.  Coming  accidentally  upon  a  roll 
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of  green  paper,  she,  with  the  help  of  Corinda,  a  black  girl, 
made  some  shades  for  the  windows,  which  faced  the  west, 
rendering  the  room  intolerably  hot  during  the  summer  sea¬ 
son.  Then  at  the  suggestion  of  Corinda,  who  like  many 
of  her  race,  was  possessed  of  considerable  taste,  she  looped 
back  the  muslin  curtains  with  some  green  ribbons,  which 
she  had  intended  using  for  her  ‘dolly’s  dress.’  The  bare 
appearance  of  the  table  troubled  her,  but  by  dint  of  rum¬ 
maging,  she  brought  to  light  a  cast-off  spread,  which, 
though  soiled  and  worn,  was  on  one  side  quite  handsome. 

‘  Now  if  we  only  had  something  for  the  mantel,’  said  she  ; 

‘  it  seems  so  empty.’ 

Corinda  thought  a  moment,  and  then  rolling  up  the  whites 
of  her  eyes,  replied,  ‘  Don’t  you  mind  them  little  pitchers,’ 
(meaning  vases,)  ‘which  Master  Atherton  done  gin  you? 
They’d  look  mighty  fine  up  thar,  full  of  sprigs  and  posies.’ 

Without  hesitating  a  moment  Anna  brought  the  vases,  and 
as  she  did  not  know  the  exact  time  when  her  grandmother 
would  arrive,  she  determined  to  fill  them  with  fresh  flowers 
every  morning. 

‘  There  it  looks  a  heap  better,  don’t  it,  Carrie  ?’  said  she 
to  her  sister,  who  chanced  to  be  passing  the  door  and  looked 

in. 

‘  You  must  be  smart,’  answered  Carrie,  ‘  taking  so  much 
pains  just  for  them ;  and  as  I  live,  if  you  liavn’t  got  those 
elegant  vases  that  Captain  Atherton  gave  you  for  a  birth¬ 
day  present !  I  know  mother  won’t  like  it.  I  mean  to  tell 
her  ;’  and  away  she  ran  with  the  important  news. 

‘  There,  I  told  you  so,’  said  she,  quickly  returning.  ‘  She 
says  you  carry  them  straight  back  and  let  the  room  alone.’ 

Anna  began  to  cry,  saying  ‘the  vases  were  her’s  and  she 
should  think  she  might  do  what  she  pleased  with  them.’ 

‘  What  did  you  go  and  blab  for,  you  great  for  shame, 
you?’  exclaimed  John  Jr.,  suddenly  appearing  in  the  door¬ 
way,  at  the  same  time  giving  Came  a  push,  which  set  her 
to  crying,  and  brought  Mrs.  Livingstone  to  the  scene  of  ac¬ 
tion. 

‘  Can’t  my  vases  stay  in  here  ?  Nobody  ’ll  hurt  ’em,  and 
they’ll  look  so  pretty,’  said  Anna. 

‘  And  can’t  that  hateful  J ohn  behave,  and  let  me  alone  ?’ 
.  said  Carrie. 

‘  And  can’t  Carrie  quit  sticking  her  nose  in  other  folks’ 
business  ?’  chimed  in  John  Jr. 

‘Oh  Lordy,  what  fuss,’  said  Corinda,  while  poor  Mrs.  Liv- 
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ingstone,  hair  distracted,  took  refuge  under  one  of  her  dread¬ 
ful  headaches,  and  telling  her  children  ‘  to  fight  their  own 
battles  and  let  her  alone,’  returned  to  her  room. 

‘  A  body’d  s’pose  marster’s  kin  wan’t  of  no  kind  o’  count,’ 
said  Aunt  Milly,  the  head  cook,  to  a  group  of  sables,  who,  in 
the  kitchen,  were  discussing  the  furniture  of  the  ‘  trump’ry 
room,’  as  they  were  in  the  habit  of  calling  the  chamber  set 
apart  for  Mrs.  Nichols.  ‘Yes,  they  would  s’pose  they 
wam't  of  no  kind  o’  count,  the  way  Miss  goes  on,  ravin’ 
and  tarin’,  and  puttin’  ’em  off  with  a  low-lived  truck  that 
we  black  folks  wouldn’t  begin  to  tache  with  the  tongs. 
Massy  knows  ef  my  ole  mother  warn’t  dead  and  gone  to 
kingdom  come,  I  should  never  think  o’  sarvin’  her  so,  and 
I  don’t  set  myself  up  to  be  nothin’  but  an  ole  niggar,  and 
a  black  one  at  that.  But  Lor’,  that’s  the  way  with  more 
than  half  the  white  folks.  They  jine  the  church,  and  then 
they  think  they  done  got  a  title  deed  to  one  of  them  houses 
up  in  heaven,  (that  nobody  ever  built,)  sure  enough.  Goin’ 
straight  thar,  as  fast  as  a  span  of  race-horses  can  carry 
’em.  Ki!  Wont  they  be  disappointed,  some  on  ’em,  and 
Matilda  long  the  rest,  when  she  drives  up,  hosses  all  a  reek¬ 
in’  sweat,  and  spects  to  walk  into  the  best  room,  but  is  told 
to  go  to  the  kitchen  and  turn  hoe-cakes  for  us  niggers,  who 
are  eatin  at  the  fust  table,  with  silver  forks  and  napkins — ?’ 

Here  old  Milly  stopped  to  breathe,  and  her  daughter  Vine, 
who  had  listened  breathlessly  to  her  mother’s  description  of 
the  ‘  good  time  coming,’  asked  ‘  when  these  things  come  to 
pass,  if  Miss  Carrie  wouldn’t  have  to  swing  the  feathers  over 
the  table  to  keep  off  the  flies,  instead  of  herself  ?” 

‘  Yes,  that  she  will,  child,’  returned  her  mother.  ‘  Things 
are  all  gwine  to  be  changed  in  the  wink  of  your  eye.  Miss 
Anna  read  that  very  tex’  to  me  last  Sunday,  and  I  knew 
in  a  minit  what  it  meant.  Now  thar’s  Miss  Anna,  blessed 
lamb.  She’s  one  of  ’em  that’ll  wear  her  white  gowns  and 
stay  in  t’other  room,  with  her  face  shining  like  an  ile  lamp !’ 

While  this  interesting  conversation  was  going  on  in  the 
kitchen,  John  Jr.,  in  the  parlour,  was  teasing  his  mother  for 
money,  with  which  to  go  up  to  Lexington  the  next  day. 
‘  You  may  just  as  well  give  it  to  me  without  any  fuss,’ 
said  he,  ‘  for  if  you  don’t,  I’ll  get  my  bills  at  the  Phoenix 
charged.  The  old  man  is  good,  and  they’ll  trust.  But  then  a 
feller  feels  more  independent  when  he  can  pay  down,  and 
treat  a  friend,  if  he  likes ;  so  hand  over  four  or  five  V’s.’ 

At  first  Mrs.  Livingstone  refused,  but  her  head  ached  bo 
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hard  and  her  4  nerves  trembled  so,’  that  she  did  not  feel 
equal  to  the  task  of  contending  with  John  Jr.,  who  was  al¬ 
ways  sure  in  the  end  to  have  his  own  way.  Yielding  at  last 
to  his  importunities,  she  gave  him  fifteen  dollars,  and  charg¬ 
ing  him  to  ‘  keep  out  of  bad  company  and  be  a  good  boy.’ 

‘  Trust  me  for  that,’  said  he,  and  pulling  the  tail  of  Anna’s 
pet  kitten,  upsetting  Carrie’s  work-box,  poking  a  black 
baby’s  ribs  with  his  walking  cane,  and  knocking  down  a 
cob-house,  which  *  Thomas  Jefferson’  had  been  all  day  in 
building,  he  monnted  his  favourite  4  Firelock,’  and  together 
with  a  young  negro,  rode  off. 

4  The  Lord  send  us  a  little  peace  now,’  said  Aunt  Milly, 
tossing  her  squalling  baby  up  in  the  air,  and  telling  Thomas 
Jefferson  not  to  cry,  4  for  his  young  master  was  done  gone 
off.’ 

4  And  I  hope  to  goodness  he’ll  stay  off  a  spell,’  she  added, 
4  for  thar’s  old  Sam  to  pay  the  whole  time  he’s  at  home,  and 
if  ever  thar  was  a  tickled  critter  in  this  world  it’s  me,  when 
he  clar’s  out.’ 

4  I’m  glad  too,’  said  Anna,  who  had  been  sent  to  the  kit¬ 
chen  to  stop  the  screaming  ;  4  and  I  wish  he’d  stay  ever  so 
long,  for  I  don’t  take  a  bit  of  comfort  when  he’s  at  home.’ 

4  Great  hateful !  I  wish  he  didn’t  live  here,’  said  Carrie, 
gathering  up  her  spools,  thimble,  and  scissors,  while  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  feeling  that  his  absence  had  taken  a  load  from 
her  shoulders,  settled  herself  upon  her  silken  lounge  and 
tried  to  sleep. 

Amid  all  this  rejoicing  at  his  departure,  John  Jr.  put  spurs 
to  the  fleet  Firelock,  who  soon  carried  him  to  Lexington, 
where  as  we  have  seen,  he  came  unexpectedly  upon  his 
father,  who  not  daring  to  trust  him  on  horse-back,  lest  he 
should  play  the  truant,  took  him  into  the  stage  with  himself, 
leaving  Firelock  to  the  care  of  the  negro. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  ARRIVAL. 

4AH,  mother,  get  up  quick — the  stage  has  driven  up  at  the 
U  gate,  and  I  reckon  pa  has  come,’  said  Anna,  bursting  in¬ 
to  the  room  where  her  mother,  who  was  suffering  from 
a  headache,  was  still  in  bed. 

Raising  herself  upon  her  elbow,  and  pushing  aside  the 
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rich,  heavy  curtains,  Mrs.  Livingstone  looked  out  upon 
the  mud-bespattered  vehicle,  from  vrhich  a  leg,  encased  in  a 
black  and  white  stocking,  was  just  making  its  egress.  ‘  Oh, 
heavens!’  said  she,  burying  her  face  again  in  the  downy 
pillows.  Woman’s  curiosity,  however,  soon  prevailed  ever 
all  other  feelings,  and  again,  looking  out  die  obtained  a 
full  view  of  her  mother-in-law,  who,  having  emerged  from 
the  coach,  was  picking  out  her  boxes,  trunks,  and  so  forth. 
When  they  were  all  found,  Mr.  Livingstone  ordered  two 
negroes  to* carry  them  to  the  side  piazza,  where  they  were 
soon  mounted  by  three  or  four  little  darkies,  Thomas' Jeffer¬ 
son  among  the  rest. 

*  John,  John'  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  *  them  niggers  won’t  scent 
my  things  will  they  P 

‘  Don’t  talk,  granny,’  whispered  ’Lena,  painfully  conscious 
of  the  curious  eyes  fixed  upon  them  by  the  blacks,  who  had 
come  out  to  greet  their  master,  and  who  with  sidelong 
glances  at  each  other,  were  inspecting  the  new  comers. 

‘  Don’t  talk !  why  not  P  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  rather  sharplv. 

‘  This  is  a  free  country  I  suppose.’  Then  bethinking  herself, 
she  added  quickly,  ‘  Oh,  I  forgot,  ’taint  free  here.' 

After  examining  the  satchel,  and  finding  that  the  night¬ 
gown  sleeve  was  safe,  Mrs.  Nichols  took  up  her  line  of 
march  for  the  house,  herself  carrying  her  umbrella  and 
band-box,  which  she  would  not  intrust  to  the  care  of  the 
negroes,  ‘  as  like  enough  they’d  break  the  umberell,  or 
squash  her  caps.’ 

‘  The  trumpery  room  is  plenty  good  enough  for  ’em,’  thought 
Corinda,  retreating  into  the  kitchen  and  cutting  sundry 
flourishes  in  token  of  her  contempt. 

The  moment  ’Lena  came  in  sight,  Mrs.  Livingstone  ex¬ 
claimed,  ‘  Oh,  mercy  which  is  the  oldest  P  and  truly,  poor 
’Lena  did  present  a  sorry  figure. 

Her  bonnet,  never  very  handsome  or  fashionable,  had  re¬ 
ceived  an  ugly  crook  in  front,  which  neither  her  grand¬ 
mother  or  uncle  had  noticed,  and  of  which  John  Jr.  would 
not  tell  her,  thinking  the  worse  she  looked  the  more  fun  he 
would  have.  Her  skirts  were  not  very  full,  and  her  dress 
hung  straight  around  her,  making  her  of  the  same  bigness 
from  her  head  to  her  feet.  Her  shoes,  which  had  been 

Even  to  her  by  one  of  the  neighbours,  were  altogether  too 
rge,  and  it  was  with  considerable  difficulty  that  she 
could  keep  them  on.  hut  then  as  they  were  a  present,  Mrs. 


~WfiaTs  said  4  it  "stls  i  prry  u;t  to  get  ill  tie  good  ret 
rr  tien  she  corii 

It.  front  :r  hersetf  ini  rr—Jm-rW  walked  Mr  Lrdnr- 
sccne.  mo:»dy.  si-art.  ini  cross.  Behind  them  was  John  Jr. 
nrr.irn  ins:  Lena,  s  nan  and  riien  Lis  grandmother's. 
Tie  negroes,  eanmised  Viti  Lingerer .  darted  Litier  and 
thither.  m~  ::r:  xniirrs;  and  ever  each  ether.  and  nnidy 
djssppeaarrur.  seme  behind  the  Louse  and  some  intc  tie 
krtenen.  and  au  retaining  i  paotiea  tram  wired  they  could 
Li~e  a  full  view  cf  tie  proceedings.  On  tie  piazza  steed 
A-m  and  Carrie,  tie  cue  wrti  her  var  pkerehief  starred  in 
ier  mouth.  and  tie  ctier  vt:h  ier  m:  ri  open.  astounded 
at  tie  unlocked-f  :r  sgecuade. 

*  Oft-  via:  shad  I  ice  wiat  sh.i.:  I  do  groaned  Mrs.  Li- 
Tmgsccne. 

•  Do  ?  Get  up  and  ‘dress  yourself,  sad  come  and  see  your 
new  lefestkans;  tiar  s  m  I  sicold  do.'  answered  Jsha. 
Jr.,  who.  trrsd  of  mimickrug.  kad  run  forward.  and  row 
rushed  watcerenenottsi y  ratio  ins  metiers  sieepimp-mcm. 
kanre  tie  deer  open  ceimd  La. 

-Join  IiriBtstcee,  via:  i:  you  mean  rT  sard  si: ;  -shut  that 
doer  this  minute. 

Feinrmn  not  to  Lear.  Join  Jr.  run  back  to  tie  piazza. 

sc  just  in  time  to  Lear  tie  presentation  cf 


rircL  ie  readied  just 


— s  jiSCc. _ 

■  Tins  is  Carrie,  and  tig  is  Anna,  said  dir.  Livingstone, 
pc  or: use  to  each  me  as  he  pronounced  her  name. 

Mem  Ling  straight  up  to  Carrie,  and  extending  her  Land. 
Mrs.  h. .  -  sxsiarmsd.  •  —  I  vert  to  in.  -  :  >  u 

Car  line.  Td  no  :iee  sie  was  sc  big.  You  pretty  well. 
Car  line  T 


Top  Gbnw  farnM  tte  tads  d  her  grand 

ncrhrr  s  t  on.  a:  d  rn  s:  : .  y  rrr  ret  hr  .  :i  :  si  ? 
was  wed. 

Turning  next  no  Anna.  Mrs.  Yici  ds  continued  *  An  i  this 
is  Amy.  '  Locks  weakly  pears  to  me.  kind  cf  blue  around 
tLe  eves  :s:d:nse.  o;  -v;.  dm.-  Men.;  dm:  drs.  d.  t;u. 
dear* 

Mo.  ma'am,  answered  Anna,  struggling  Lard  to  keen 
from  Laughing  outright. 

Here  Mr  Idviupstece  inquired  for  Lis  wife,  and  being  toil 
tint  she  was  sick.' started  ::r  her  r.vm. 

•  St.k  Is  your  marta  sick  asked  Mrs.  Xi.icls  cf  Join 
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Jr.  *  Wall,  I  guess  I’ll  go  right  in  and  see  if  I  can’t  do 
somethin’  for  her.  I’m  tolerably  good  at  nussin’. 

Following  her  son,  who  did  not  observe  her,  she  entered 
unannounced  into  the  presence  of  her  elegant  daughter-in- 
law,  who,  with  a  little  shriek,  covered  her  head  with  the 
bed-clothes.  Knowing  that  she  meant  well,  and  never 
dreaming  that  she  was  intruding,  Mrs.  Nichols  walked  up 
to  the  bedside,  saying  *  How  de  do  ’Tilda  ?  I  suppose  you 
know  I’m  your  mother — come  all  the  way  from  Massa¬ 
chusetts  to  [live  with  you.  What  is  the  matter?  Do  you 
take  anything  for  your  sickness?’ 

A  groan  was  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  only  answer. 

‘  Little  hystericky,  I  guess,’  suggested  Mrs.  Nichols,  add¬ 
ing  that  ‘  settin’  her  feet  in  middlin’  hot  water  is  good  for 
that.’ 

‘She  is  nervous,  and  the  sight  of  strangers  makes  her 
worse.  So  I  reckon  you’d  better  go  out  for  the  present,’ 
said  Mr.  Livingstone,  who  really  pitied  his  wife.  Then 
calling  Corinda,  he  bade  her  show  his  mother  to  her  room. 

Corinda  obeyed,  and  Mrs.  Nichols  followed  her,  asking 
her  on  the  way,  ‘  what  her  surname  was,  how  old  she  was, 
if  she  knew  how  to  read,  and  if  she  hadn’t  a  good  deal 
rather  be  free  than  be  a  slave  ?’  to  which  Corinda  replied, 
that  she  didn’t  know  what  a  surname  meant,  that  she 
didn’t  know  how  old  she  was,  that  she  didn’t  know  how 
to  read,  and  that  she  didn’t  know  whether  she’d  like  to  be 
free  or  not,  but  reckoned  she  shouldn’t.’ 

‘  A  half-witted  gal  that,’  thought  Mrs.  Nichols,  ‘  and  I 
guess  ’Tilda  don’t  set  much  store  by  her.’  Then  dropping 
into  a  wooden  rocking  chair,  and  laying  aside  her  bonnet, 
she  for  the  first  time  noticed  that  ’Lena  was  not  with  her, 
and  asked  Corinda  to  go  for  her. 

Corinda  complied,  leaving  the  room  just  in  time  to  stifle 
a  laugh,  as  she  saw  Mrs.  Nichols  stoop  down  to  examine  the 
hearth  rug,  wondering  ‘  how  much  it  cost  when  ’twas  new.’ 

We  left  ’Lena  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  piazza.  At  a 
glance  she  had  taken  in  the  whole— had  comprehended  that 
there  was  no  affinity  whatever  between  herself  and  the 
objects  around  her,  and  a  wild,  intense  longing  filled  her 
heart  to  be  once  more  among  her  native  hills.  She  had 
witnessed  the  merriment  of  the  blacks,  the  scornful  curl  of 
Carrie’s  lip,  the  half  suppressed  ridicule  of  Anna,  when  they 
met  her  grandmother,  and  now  uncertain  of  her  own  recep¬ 
tion,  she  stood  before  her  cousins  not  knowing  whether 


’LENA  RIVERS.  45 

to  advance  or  run  away.  For  a  moment  there  was  an 
awkward  silence,  and  then  John  Jr.,  bent  on  mischief, 
whispered  to  Carrie,  ‘  Look  at  that  pinch  in  her  bonnet,  and 
just  see  her  shoes  !  Big  as  little  sail-boats !’ 

This  was  too  much  for  ’Lena.  She  already  disliked  John 
Jr.,  and  now,  flying  into  a  violent  passion,  she  drew  off  her 
shoes,  and  hurling  them  at  the  young  gentleman’s  head, 
flew  away,  away,  she  knew  not,  cared  not  whither,  so  that 
she  got  out  of  sight  and  hearing.  Coming  at  last  to  the 
arbour  bridge  across  the  brook  in  the  garden,  she  paused 
for  breath,  and  throwing  herself  upon  a  seat,  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears.  For  several  minutes  she  sobbed  so  loudly 
that  she  did  not  hear  the  sound  of  footsteps  upon  the  gra¬ 
velled  walk.  Anna  had  followed  her,  partly  out  of  curios¬ 
ity, and  partly  out  of  pity,  the  latter  of  which  preponderated 
when  she  saw  how  bitterly  her  cousin  was  weeping. 
Going  up  to  her  she  said,  ‘  Don’t  cry  so,  ’Lena.  Look  up 
and  talk.  It’s  Anna  your  cousin.’ 

’Lena  had  not  yet  recovered  from  her  angry  fit,  and  think¬ 
ing  Anna  only  came  to  tease  her,  and  perhaps  again  ridicule 
her  bonnet,  she  tore  the  article  from  her  head,  and  bending  it 
up  double,  threw  it  into  the  stream,  which  carried  it  down 
to  the  fish  pond,  where  for  two  or  three  hours  it  furnished 
amusement  for  some  little  negroes,  who,  calling  it  a  crab, 
fished  for  it  with  a  hook  and  line.  For  a  moment  Anna 
stood  watching  the  bonnet  as  it  sailed  down  the  stream, 
thinking  it  looked  better  there  than  on  its  owner’s  head,  but 
wondering  why  ’Lena  had  thrown  it  away.  Then  address¬ 
ing  her  cousin,  she  asked  why  she  had  done  so  ? 

‘It’s  a  homely  old  thing,  and  I  hate  it,’  answered  ’Lena, 
again  bursting  into  tears.  ‘  I  hate  everybody,  and  I  wish 
I  was  dead,  or  back  in  Massachusetts,  I  don’t  care  which  !’ 

With  her  impressions  of  the  ‘Bay  State,’  where  her  mother 
said  folks  lived  on  ‘  cold  beans  and  codfish,’  Anna  thought 
she  should  prefer  the  first  alternative,  but  she  did  not  say  so ; 
and  after  a  little  she  again  tried  to  comfort  ’Lena,  telling 
her  ‘  she  liked  her,  or  at  least  she  was  going  to  like  her  a 
heap.’ 

‘  No,  you  ain’t,’  returned  ’Lena.  ‘You  laughed  at  me 
and  granny  both.  I  saw  you  do  it,  and  you  think  I  don’t 
know  any  thing,  but  I  do.  I’ve  been  through  Olney’s  geo¬ 
graphy,  and  Colburn’s  arithmetic  twice !’ 

This  was  more  than  Anna  could  say.  She  had  no  scholar¬ 
ship  of  which  to  boast;  but  she  had  a  heart  brim  full  of  love, 
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and  in  reply  to  ’Lena’s  accusation  of  having  laughed  at  her, 
she  replied,  ‘  I  know  I  laughed,  for  grandma  looked  so 
funny  I  couldn’t  help  it.  But  I  won’t  any  more.  I  pity  you 
because  your  mother  is  dead,  and  you  never  had  any  father, 
ma  says.’ 

This  made  ’Lena  cry  again,  while  Anna  continued  :  ‘  Pa’ll 
buy  you  some  new  clothes  I  reckon,  and  if  he  don’t  I’ll  give 
you  some  of  mine,  for  I’ve  got  heaps,  and  they’ll  fit  you  I 
most  know.  Here’s  my  mark — ’  pointing  to  a  cut  upon  the 
door-post.  ‘Here’s  mine,  and  Carrie’s,  and  brother’s.  Stand 
up  and  see  if  you  don’t  measure  like  I  do.’ 

’Lena  complied,  and  to  Anna’s  great  joy  they  were  just 
of  a  height. 

‘  I’m  so  glad,’  said  she.  ‘  Now,  come  to  my  room  and  Co- 
rinda  will  fix  you  up  mighty  nice  before  mother  sees  you.’ 

Hand-in-hand  the  two  girls  started  for  the  house,  but  had 
not  gone  far  when  they  heard  some  one  calling,  ‘  Ho,  Miss 
’Lena,  whar  is  you  ?  Ole  miss  done  want  you.’  At  the 
same  time  Corinda  made  her  appearance  round  the  corner 
of  the  piazza. 

‘  Here,  Cora,’  said  Anna.  ‘  Come  with  me  to  my  room ;  I 
want  you.’ 

With  a  broad  grin  Corinda  followed  her  young  mistress, 
while  ’Lena,  never  having  been  accustomed  to  any  negro  save 
the  one  with  whom  many  New  England  children  are  threat¬ 
ened  when  they  cry,  clung  closer  to  Anna’s  side,  occasion¬ 
ally  casting  a  timid  glance  towards  the  dark-browed  girl 
who  followed  them.  In  the  upper  hall  they  met  with 
Carrie,  who  in  passing  ’Lena  held  back  her  dress,  as  if  fear¬ 
ing  contamination  from  the  contact  with  her  cousin’s 
plainer  garments.  Painfully  alive  to  the  slightest  insult, 
’Lena  reddened,  while  Anna  said,  ‘Never  mind — that’s  just 
like  Cad,  but  nobody  cares  for  her.* 

Thus  re-assured  ’Lena  followed  on,  until  they  reached 
Anna’s  room,  which  they  were  about  to  enter,  when  the 
shrill  voice  of  Mrs.  Nichols  fell  upon  their  ears,  calling, 
‘  ’Leny,  ’Leny,  where  upon  airth  is  she  ?’ 

‘  Let’s  go  to  her  first,’  said  ’Lena,  and  leading  the  way  Anna 
soon  ushered  her  into  her  grandmother’s  room,  which,  child 
as  she  was,  ’Lena  readily  saw  was  far  different  from  the 
handsome  apartments  of  which  she  had  obtained  a  passing 
glance. 

But  Mrs.  Nichols  had  not  thought  of  this — and  was  doubt¬ 
less  better  satisfied  with  her  present  quarters  than  she 
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would  have  been  with  the  best  furnished  chamber  in  the 
house.  The  moment  her  grand-daughter  appeared,  she 
exclaimed,  ‘’Leny  Rivers,  where  have  you  been?  I  was 
worried  to  death,  for  fear  you  might  be  runnin’  after  some 
of  them  paltry  niggers.  And  now  whilst  I  think  on’t,  I 
charge  you  never  to  go  a  nigh  ’em  ;  I’d  no  idee  they  were 
such  half -naked,  nasty  critters.’ 

This  prohibition  was  a  novelty  to  Anna,  who  spent  many 
happy  hours  with  her  sable-hued  companions,  never  deem¬ 
ing  herself  the  worse  for  it.  Her  grandmother’s  first  remark, 
however,  struck  her  still  more  forcibly,  and  she  immediately 
asked,  ‘Grandma,  what  did  you  call  ’Lena  just  now? 
’Lena  what  ?’ 

‘  I  called  her  by  her  name,  ’Lena  Rivers.  What  should  I 
call  her  ?’  returned  Mrs.  Nichols. 

‘  Why,  I  thought  her  name  was  ’Lena  Nichols ;  ma  said 
’twas,’  answered  Anna 

Mrs.  Nichols  was  very  sensitive  to  any  slight  cast  upon 
’Lena’s  birth,  and  she  rather  tartly  informed  Anna,  that  her 
‘  mother  didn’t  know  everything,’  adding  that  ‘  ’Lena’s 
father  was  Mr.  Rivers,  and  there  wasn’t  half  so  much  reason 
why  she  should  be  called  Nichols  as  there  was  why  Anna 
should,  for  that  was  her  father’s  name,  the  one  by  which 
he  was  baptized,  the  same  day  with  Nancy  Scovandyke, 
who’s  jest  His  age,  only  he  was  born  about  a  quarter  past 
four  in  the  morning,  and  she  not  till  some  time  in  the  after¬ 
noon  !’ 

‘  But  where  is  Mr.  Rivers  ?’  asked  Anna,  more  interested 
in  him  than  in  the  exact  minute  of  her  father’s  birth. 

‘  The  Lord  only  knows,’  returned  Mrs.  Nichols,  adding, 
that  ‘  little  girls  shouldn’t  ask  too  many  questions.’ 

This  silenced  Anna,  and  satisfied  her,  too,  that  there  was 
some  mystery  comiected  with  ’Lena,  which  she  must  not 
try  to  penetrate.  The  mention  of  Nancy  Scovandyke  re¬ 
minded  Mrs.  Nichols  of  the  dishes  which  that  lady  had 
packed  away,  and  anxious  to  see  if  they  were  safe,  she 
turned  to  ’Lena,  saying,  ‘  I  guess  we’ll  have  time  before 
dinner  to  unpack  my  trunks,  for  I  want  to  know  how  the 
crockery  stood  the  racket.  Anny  you  run  down  and  tell 
your  pa  to  fetch,  ’em  up  here,  that’s  a  good  girl.’ 

In  her  eagerness  to  know  what  those  weather  beaten 
boxes  contained,  Anna  forgot  her  scheme  of  dressing  ’Lena, 
and  ran  down  stairs  not  to  call  her  father,  but  the  black 
boy,  Adam.  It  took  her  a  long  time  to  find  him.  and  Mrs. 


48 


’LENA  RIVERS. 

Nichols,  growing  impatient,  determined  to  go  herself,  spite 
of  ’Lena’s  entreaties  that  she  would  stay  where  6he_  was. 
Passing  down  the  long  stairway,  and  out  upon  the  piazza, 
she  espied  a  negro  girl  on  her  hands  and  knees  engaged  in 
cleaning  the  steps  with  a  cloth.  Instantly  remembering  her 
mop ,  she  greatly  lamented  that  she  had  left  it  behind — 
’twould  come  so  handy  now,’  thought  she,  but  there  was  no 
help  for  it. 

Walking  up  to  the  girl,  whose  name  she  did  not  know,  she 
said,  ‘  Sissy,  can  you  tell  me  where  John  is  ?’ 

Quickly  ‘Sissy’s’  ivories  became  visible,  as  she  replied, 
‘  We  hain’t  got  any  such  nigger  as  John.’ 

With  a  silent  invective  upon  negroes  in  general,  and  this 
one  in  particular,  Mrs.  Nichols  choked,  stammered,  and 
finally  said,  ‘  I  didn’t  ask  for  a  nigger  ;  I  want  your  master , 
John !’ 

Had  the  old  lady  been  a  Catholic,  she  would  have  crossed 
herself  for  thus  early  breaking  her  promise  to  Nancy  Sco- 
vandyke.  As  it  was  she  mentally  asked  forgiveness,  and 
as  the  coloured  girl  ‘  didn’t  know  where  marster  was,’  but 
‘  reckoned  he  had  gone  somewhar,’  she  turned  aside,  and 
seeking  her  son’s  room,  again  entered  unannounced.  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  who  was  up  and  dressed,  frowned  darkly  upon 
her  visitor.  But  Mrs.  Nichols  did  not  heed  it,  and  advanc¬ 
ing  forward,  she  said,  ‘  Do  you  feel  any  better,  ’Tilda  P 
I’d  keep  kinder  still  to-day,  and  not  try  to  do  much,  for  if 
you  feel  any  consarned  about  the  housework,  I’d  just  as  lief 
see  to’t  a  little  after  dinner  as  not.’ 

‘  I  have  all  confidence  in  Milly’s  management,  and  seldom 
trouble  myself  about  the  affair’s  of  the  kitchen,’  answered 
Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘Wall,  then,’  returned  her  mother-in-law,  nothing  daunt¬ 
ed,  ‘Wall,  then,  mebby  you’d  like  to  have  me  come  in  and 
sit  with  you  a  while.’ 

It  would  be  impossible  for  us  to  depict  Mrs.  Livingstone’s 
look  of  surprise  and  anger  at  this  proposition.  Her  face 
alternately  flushed  and  then  grew  pale,  until  at  last  she 
found  voice  to  say,  ‘  I  greatly  prefer  being  alone,  madam. 
It  annoys  me  excessively  to  have  any  one  round.’ 

‘  Considerable  kind  o’  touchy,’  thought  Mrs.  Nichols, 
*  but  then  the  poor  critter  is  sick,  and  I  shan’t  lay  it  up  agin 
her.’ 

Taking  out  her  snuff-box,  she  offered  it  to  her  daughter 
telling  her  that  ‘like  enough  ’twould  cure  her  headache.’ 
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Mrs  Livingstone’s  first  impulse  was  to  strike  it  from  her 
mother’s  hand,  but  knowing  how  unlady-like  that  would 
be,  she  restrained  herself,  and  turning  away  her  head, 
replied,  ‘  Ugh !  no !  The  very  sight  of  it  makes  me  sick.’ 

‘  How  you  do  talk !  Wall,  I’ve  seen  folks  that  it  sarved 
jest  so ;  but  you’ll  get  over  it.  Now  there  was  Nancy  Scov- 
andyke — did  John  ever  say  anything  about  her?  Wall, 
she  couldn’t  bear  snuff  till  after  her  disappointment — John 
told  you,  I  suppose  ?’ 

‘  No,  madam,  my  husband  has  never  told  me  anything  con¬ 
cerning  his  eastern  friends,  neither  do  I  wish  to  hear  any¬ 
thing  of  them,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone,  her  patience  on 
the  point  of  giving  out. 

‘Never  told  you  nothin’  about  Nancy  Scovandyke!  If 
that  don’t  beat  all !  Why  he  was - ’ 

She  was  prevented  from  finishing  the  sentence,  which 
would  undoubtedly  have  raised  a  domestic  breeze,  when 
Anna  came  to  tell  her  that  the  trunks  were  carried  to  her 
room. 

‘  I’ll  come  right  up  then,’  said  she,  adding  more  to  her¬ 
self  than  any  one  else,  ‘  If  I  aint  mistaken,  I’ve  got  a  little 
paper  of  sarfon  somewhere,  which  I  mean  to  steep  for 
’Tilda.  Her  skin  looks  desput  jandissy!’ 

When  Mr.  Livingstone  came  in  he  entered  his  wife’s 
room,  and  found  her  in  a  collapsed  state  of  anger  and  morti¬ 
fication. 

1  John  Nichols,’  said  she,  with  a  strong  emphasis  on  the 
first  word  which  sounded  very  much  like  Jam ,’  ‘do  you 
mean  to  kill  me  by  bringing  that  vulgar,  ignorant  thing 
here,  walking  into  my  room  without  knocking — calling  me 
’Tilda,  and  prating  about  Nancy  somebody — ?’ 

John  started.  His  wife  knew  nothing  of  his  affaire  de 
coeur  with  Miss  Nancy,  and  for  his  own  peace  of  mind  it 
was  desirable  that  she  should  not.  Mentally  resolving  to 
give  her  a  few  hints,  he  endeavoured  to  conciliate  his  wife, 
by  saying  that  he  knew  his  ‘  mother  was  troublesome,  but 
she  must  try  not  to  notice  her  oddities.’ 

‘  I  wonder  how  I  can  help  it,  when  she  forces  herself  up¬ 
on  me  continually,’  returned  his  wife.  ‘  I  must  either  keep 
the  doors  locked,  or  live  in  constant  terror.’ 

‘It’s  bad,  I  know,’  said  he,  smoothing  her  glossy  hair, 
but  then,  she’s  old  you  know.  Have  you  seen  ’Lena?’ 

‘  No,  neither  do  I  wish  to,  if  she’s  at  all  like  her  grand¬ 
mother,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone. 
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‘  She’s  handsome,  suggested  Mr.  Livingstone. 

‘Pshaw!  handsome!’  repeated  his  wife,  scornfully,  while 
he  replied,  ‘  Yes,  handsomer  than  either  of  our  daughters, 
and  with  the  same  ad  vantages, "I’ve  no  doubt  she’d  surpass 
them  both.’ 

‘  Those  advantages,  then,  she  shall  never  have,’  returned 
Mrs.  Livingstone,  already  jealous  of  a  child  she  had  only 
seen  at  a  distance. 

Mr.  Livingstone  made  no  reply,  but  felt  that  he’d  made  a 
mistake  in  praising  ’Lena,  in  whom  he  began  to  feel  a  degree 
of  interest  for  which  he  could  not  account.  He  did  not 
know  that,  way  down  in  the  depths  of  his  heart,  calloused 
over  as  it  was  by  worldly  selfishness,  there  was  yet  a  tender 
spot,  a  lingering  memory  of  his  only  sister,  whom  ’Lena  so 
strongly  resembled.  If  left  to  himself,  he  would  undoubtedly 
have  taken  j>ride  ju  seeing  his  niece  improve,  and  as  it  was, 
he  determined  that  she  should  at  home  receive  the  same  in¬ 
struction  that  his  daughters  did.  Perhaps  he  might  not  send 
her  away  to  school.  He  didn’t  know  how  that  would  be 
— his  wife  held  the  purse,  and  taking  refuge  behind  that  ex¬ 
cuse,  he  for  the  present  dismissed  the  subject.  (So  much 
for  marrying  a  rich  wife  and  nothing  else.  This  we  throw  in 
gratis !) 

Meantime  grandma  had  returned  to  her  room,  at  the  door 
of  which  she  found  John  Jr.,  and  Carrie,  both  curious  to 
know  what  was  in  those  boxes,  one  of  which  had  burst  open, 
and  tied  up  with  a  rope. 

‘  Come  in,  children,’  she  said,  ‘  don’t  stay  out  there — come 
in.’ 

‘We  prefer  remaining  here,’  said  Carrie,  in  a  tone  and 
manner  so  nearly  resembling  her  mother,  that  Mrs.  Nichols 
could  not  refrain  from  saying,  ‘  chip  of  the  old  block !’ 

‘  That’s  so,  by  cracky.  You’ve  hit  her  this  time,  granny,’ 
exclaimed  John  Jr.,  snapping  his  fingers  under  Carrie’s  nose, 
which  being  rather  long,  was  frequently  a  subject  of  his 
ridicule. 

*  Let  me  be,  John  Livingstone,’  said  Carrie,  while  ’Lena 
resolved  never  again  to  use  the  word  ‘  granny,’  which  she 
knew  her  cousin  had  taken  up  on  purpose  to  tease  her. 

‘  Come  ’Lena,  catch  hold  and  help  me  untie  this  rope.  I 
b’lieve  the  crockery’s  in  here,  said  Mrs.  Nichols  to  ’Lena, 
who  soon  opened  the  chest,  disclosing  to  view  as  motley  a 
variety  of  articles  as  is  often  seen. 

Among  the  rest  was  the  ‘  blue  set,’  a  part  of  her  ‘  setting 
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out,’  as  his  grandmother  told  John  Jr.,  at  the  same  time 
dwelling  at  length  upon  their  great  value.  Mistaking  Carrie’s 
look  of  contempt  for  envy,  Mrs.  Nichols  chucked  her  under 
the  chin,  telling  her  ‘  May  be  there  was  something  for  her,  if 
she  was  a  good  girl.’ 

‘  Now,  Cad,  turn  your  nose  up  clear  to  the  top  of  your 
head,’  said  John  Jr.,  vastly  enjoying  his  sister’s  vexation. 

‘  Where  does  your  marm  keep  her  china  ?  I  want  to  put 
this  with  it,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  to  Anna,  who,  uncertain  what 
reply  to  make,  looked  at  Carrie  to  answer  for  her. 

‘  I  reckon  mother  don’t  want  that  old  stuff  stuck  into  her 
china-closet,’  said  Carrie,  elevating  her  nose  to  a  height 
wholly  satisfactory  to  John  Jr.,  who  unbuttoned  one  of  liis 
waistband  buttons  to  give  himself  room  to  laugh. 

*  Mortal  sakes  alive !  I  wonder  if  she  don’t,’  returned  Mrs. 
Nichols,  beginning  to  get  an  inkling  of  Carrie’s  character, 
and  the  estimation  in  which  her  valuables  were  held. 

‘ Here’s  a  nice  little  cupboard  over  the  fire-place;  I’d  put 
them  here,’  said  ’Lena. 

‘Yes,’  chimed  in  John  Jr.,  imitating  both  his  grand¬ 
mother  and  cousin ;  ‘yes,  granny,  put ’em  there;  the  niggers 
are  awful  critters  to  steal,  and  like  enough  you’d  lose  ’em 
if  they  sot  in  with  marm’s !’ 

This  argument  prevailed.  The  dishes  were  put  away  in 
the  cupboard,  ’Lena  thinking  that  with  all  his  badness,  J ohn 
Jr.  was  of  some  use  after  all.  At  last,  tired  of  looking  on, 
Anna  suggested  to  ’Lena,  who  did  not  seem  to  be  helping 
matters  forward  much,  that  she  should  go  and  be  dressed  up 
as  had  been  first  proposed.  Readily  divining  her  sister’s  in¬ 
tention,  Carrie  ran  with  it  to  her  mother,  who  sent  back 
word  that  ‘  ’Lena  must  mind  her  own  affairs,  and  let  Anna’s 
dresses  alone !’ 

This  undeserved  thrust  made  ’Lena  cry,  while  Anna  de¬ 
clared  ‘  her  mother  never  said  any  such  thing,’  which  Came 
understood  as  an  insinuation  that  she  had  told  a  falsehood. 
Accordingly  a  quarrel  of  words  ensued  between  the  two 
sisters,  which  was  finally  quelled  by  John  Jr.,  who  called  to 
Carrie  ‘  to  come  down,  as  he’d  got  a  letter  from  Burward 
Bellmont .’ 

Durward !  How  that  name  made  ’Lena’s  heart  leap ! 
Was  it  her  Durward — the  boy  in  the  cars?  She  almost 
hoped  not,  for  somehow  the  idea  of  his  writing  to  Carrie 
was  not  a  pleasant  one.  At  last  summoning  courage,  she 
asked  Anna  who  he  was,  and  was  told  that  he  lived  in 
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Louisville  with  his  step-father,  Mr.  Graham ;  and  that  Carrie 
about  two  months  before  had  met  him  in  Frankfort,  at 
Colonel  Douglass’s,  where  she  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting. 

‘  Colonel  Douglass,’  continued  Anna,  ‘  has  got  a  right  nice 
little  girl,  whose  name  is  Nellie.  Then,  there’s  Mabel  Ross, 
a  sort  of  cousin,  who  lives  with  them  part  of  the  time.  She’s 
an  orphan  and  a  great  heiress.  You  mustn’t  tell  anybody 
for  the  world,  but  I  overheard  ma  say  that  she  wanted 
John  to  marry  Mabel,  she’s  so  rich — but,  pshaw !  he  won’t, 
for  she’s  awful  babyish  and  ugly  looking.  Captain  Atherton 
is  related  to  Nellie,  and  during  the  holidays  she  and  Mabel 
are  coming  up  to  spend  a  week,  and  I’ll  bet  Durward  is 
coming  too.  Cad  teased  him,  and  he  said  may  be  he  would 
if  he  didn’t  go  to  college  this  fall.  I’ll  run  down  and  see.’ 

Soon  returning,  she  brought  the  news  that  it  was  as  she 
had  conjectured.  Durward,  who  was  now  travelling,  was 
not  going  to  college  until  the  next  fall,  and  at  Christmas  he 
was  coining  to  the  country  with  his  cousin. 

‘Oh,  I’m  so  glad,’  said  Anna.  ‘We’ll  have  a  time;  for 
ma’ll  invite  them  here,  of  course.  Cad  thinks  a  heap  of 
Durward,  and  I  want  so  bad  to  see  him.  ‘  Don’t  you  ?’ 

’Lena  made  no  direct  reply,  for  much  as  she  would  like  to 
see  her  compagnon  du  voyage ,  she  felt  an  unwillingness  to 
meet  him  in  the  presence  of  Carrie,  who  she  knew  would 
spare  no  pains  to  mortify  her.  Soon  forgetting  Durward, 
Anna  again  alluded  to  her  plan  of  dressing  ’Lena,  wishing 
‘  Cad  would  mind  her  own  business.’  Then  as  a  new  idea 
entered  her  head,  she  brightened  up,  exclaiming,  ‘  I  know 
what  I  can  do.  I’ll  have  Corinda  curl  your  hair  real  pretty. 
You’ve  got  beautiful  hair.  A  heap  nicer  than  my  yellow 
flax.’ 

’Lena  offered  no  remonstrance,  and  Corinda,  who  came  at 
the  call  of  her  young  mistress,  immediately  commenced 
brushing  and  curling  the  bright,  wavy  hair  which  Anna  had 
rightly  called  beautiful.  While  this  was  going  on,  Grandma 
Nichols,  who  had  always  adhered  to  the  good  old  puritanical 
custom  of  dining  exactly  at  twelve  o’clock,  began  to  wonder 
why  dinner  was  not  forthcoming.  She  had  breakfasted  in 
Versailles,  but  like  many  travellers,  could  not  eat  much  at  a 
hotel,  and  now  her  stomach  clamoured  loudly  for  food. 
Three  times  had  she  walked  back  and  forth  before  what  she 
supposed  was  the  kitchen,  and  from  which  a  savoury  smell 
of  something  was  issuing,  and  at  last  determining  to  stop  and 
reconnoitre  she  started  for  the  door. 
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The  northern  reader  at  all  acquainted  with  southern  life, 
knows  well  that  a  kitchen  there  and  a  kitchen  here  are  two 
widely  different  things — ours,  particularly  in  the  country, 
been  frequently  used  as  a  dining-room,  while  a  southern 
lady  would  almost  as  soon  think  of  eating  in  the  barn  as  in 
her  cookroom.  Like  most  other  planters,  Mr.  Livingstone’s 
kitchen  was  separate,  and  at  some  little  distance  from  the 
main  building,  causing  grandma  to  wonder  ‘  how  the  poor 
critters  managed  to  carry  victuals  back  and  to  when  it  was 
cold  and  slippery.’ 

When  Aunt  Milly,  who  was  up  to  her  elbows  in  dough, 
saw  her  visitor  approaching,  she  exclaimed,  ‘Lor’-a-mighty, 
if  thar  ain’t  ole  miss  coming  straight  into  this  lookin’  hole ! 
J eff ,  you  quit  that  ar’  pokin’  in  dem  ashes,  and  knock  Lion 
out  dat  kittle ;  does  you  har  F  And  you,  Polly,’  speaking 
to  a  superannuated  negress  who  was  standing  near  the  table, 
‘  you  just  shove  that  ar’  piece  of  dough,  I  done  save  to  bake 
for  you  and  me,  under  your  char,  whar  she  won’t  see  it.’ 

Polly  complied,  and  by  this  time  Mrs.  Nichols  was  at  the 
door,  surveying  the  premises,  and  thinking  how  differently 
she’d  make  things  look  after  a  little. 

‘  Does  missus  want  anything  ?’  asked  Aunt  Milly ;  and 
grandma  replied,  ‘  Yes,  I  want  to  know  if  faint  nigh  about 
noon' 

This  is  a  term  never  used  among  the  blacks,  and  rolling  up 
her  white  eyes,  Aunt  Milly  answered,  ‘  You  done  got  me 
now,  sartin,  for  this  chile  know  nothin’  what  you  mean 
more’n  the  deadest  critter  livin’.’ 

As  well  as  she  could,  Mrs.  Nichols  explained  her  meaning, 
and  Aunt  Milly  replied,  ‘  Oh,  yes,  yes,  I  know  now.  ‘  Is  it 
most  dinner  time  V  Yes — dinner’ll  be  done  over  ready  in  an 
hour.  We  never  has  it  till  two  no  day,  and  when  we  has 
company  not  till  three.’ 

Confident  that  she  should  starve,  Mrs.  Nichols  advanced 
a  step  or  two  into  the  kitchen,  whereupon  Aunt  Milly  com¬ 
menced  making  excuses,  saying,  ‘  she  was  gwine  to  clar  up 
one  of  these  days,  and  then  if  Thomas  Jefferson  and  Marquis 
De  Lafayette  didn’t  quit  thar  litterin’  they’d  cotch  it.’ 

Attracted  by  the  clean  appearance  of  Aunt  Polly,  who,  not 
having  to  work,  prided  herself  upon  always  being  neatly 
dressed,  Mrs.  Nichols  walked  up  to  her,  and,  to  use  a  vulgar 
expression,  the  two  ladies  were  soon  ‘hand-in-glove,’  Mrs. 
Nichols  informing  her  of  her  loss,  and  how  sorry  Nancy 
Scovandyke  would  feel  when  she  heard  of  it.  and  ending  by 
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giving  her  the  full  particulars  of  her  husband’s  sickness  and 
death.  In  return  Aunt  Polly  said  that  ‘  she  was  bom  and  bred 
along  with  ole  Marster  Richards,  Miss  Matilda’s  father,  and 
that  she,  too,  had  buried  a  husband.’ 

With  a  deep  sigh,  Mrs.  Nichols  was  about  to  commiserate 
her,  when  Aunt  Polly  cut  her  short  by  saying,  ‘  ’T  want 
of  no  kind  o’  count,  as  she  never  relished  him  much.’ 

‘  Some  drunken  critter,  I  warrant,’  thought  Mrs.  Nichols, 
at  the  same  time  asking  what  his  name  was. 

‘  J eems,’  said  Aunt  Polly. 

This  was  not  definite  enough  for  Mrs.  Nichols,  who  asked 
for  the  surname,  ‘  Jeems  what  ?’ 

‘  Jeems  Atherton,  I  reckon,  bein’  he  ’longed  to  ole  Marster 
Atherton,’  said  Polly. 

For  a  time  Mrs.  Nichols  had  forgotten  her  hunger,  but 
the  habit  of  sixty  years  was  not  so  easily  broken,  and  she 
now  hinted  so  strongly  of  the  emptiness  of  her  stomach  that 
Aunt  Polly,  emboldened  by  her  familiarity,  said,  ‘  I  never 
wait  for  the  rest,  but  have  my  cup  of  tea  or  coffee  just 
when  I  feel  like  it,  and  if  missus  wouldn’t  mind  takin’  a 
bite  with  a  nigger,  she’s  welcome.’ 

‘  Say  nothin’  about  it.  We  shall  all  be  white  in  heaven.’ 

‘  Dat  am  de  trufe,’  muttered  Milly,  mentally  assigning 
Mrs.  Nichols  a  more  exalted  occupation  than  that  of  turning 
hoe-cakes. 

Two  cups  and  saucers  were  forthwith  produced,  Milly  act¬ 
ing  as  waiter  for  fear  Aunt  Polly  would  leave  her  seat  and 
so  disclose  to  view  the  loaf  of  bread  which  had  been  hidden 
under  the  chair!  Some  coffee  was  poured  from  the  pot, 
which  still  stood  on  the  stove,  and  then  the  little  negroes, 
amused  with  the  novelty  of  the  thing,  ran  shouting  and 
yelling  that,  ‘  ole  miss  was  eatin’  in  the  kitchen  ’long  with 
Lion,  Aunt  Polly,  and  the  other  dogs !’ 

The  coffee  been  drank,  Mrs.  Nichols  returned  to  the 
house,  thinking  ‘what  sights  of  comfort  she  should  take 
with  Mrs.  Atherton ,’  whom  she  pronounced  to  be  a  ‘  likely, 
clever  woman  as  ever  was.’ 

Scarcely  had  she  reached  her  room  when  the  dinner-bell 
rang,  every  note  falling  like  an  ice -bolt  on  the  heart  of  ’Lena, 
who,  though  hungry  like  her  grandmother,  still  greatly 
dreaded  the  dinner,  fearing  her  inability  to  acquit  herself 
creditably.  Corinda  had  finished,  her  hair,  and  Anna,  look¬ 
ing  over  her  wardrobe  and  coming  upon  the  black  dress 
which  her  father  had  purchased  for  her,  had  insisted  upon 
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’Lena’s  wearing  it.  It  was  rather  of  more  modem  make 
than  any  of  her  other  dresses,  and  when  her  toilet'  was 
completed,  she  looked  uncommonly  well.  Still  she  trembled 
violently  as  Anna  led  her  to  the  dining-room. 

Neither  Mrs.  Nichols  nor  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  yet  made 
their  appearance,  but  the  latter  soon  came  languidly  in, 
wrapped  in  a  rose-coloured  shawl,  which  John  Jr.  said 
‘  she  wore  to  give  a  delicate  tint  to  her  yellow  complexion.’ 
She  was  in  the  worst  of  humours,  having  just  been  opening 
her  husband’s  trunk,  where  she  found  the  numerous  articles 
stowed  away  by  Nancy  Scovandyke.  Very  angrily  she  had 
ordered  them  removed  from  her  sight,  and  at  this  very 
moment  the  little  negroes  in  the  yard  were  playing  with 
the  cracked  bellows,  calling  them  a  ‘  blubber,’  and  filling 
them  with  water  to  see  it  run  out ! 

Except  through  the  window,  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  not  yet 
seen  ’Lena,  and  now  dropping  into  her  chair,  she  never  raised 
her  eyes  until  Anna  said,  ‘Mother,  mother,  this  is  ’Lena. 
Look  at  her.’ 

Thus  importuned,  Mrs.  Livingstone  looked  up,  and  the 
frown  with  which  she  was  prepared  to  greet  her  niece  soften¬ 
ed  somewhat,  for  ’Lena  was  not  the  child  to  be  looked  upon 
and  despised.  Plain  and  humble  as  was  her  dress,  there 
was  something  in  her  fair,  open  face,  which  at  once  interest¬ 
ed  and  commanded  respect.  John  Jr.  had  felt  it ;  his  father 
had  felt  it ;  and  his  mother  felt  it  too,  but  it  awoke  in  her 
a  feeling  of  bitterness  as  she  thought  how  the  fair  young 
girl  before  her  might  in  time  rival  her  daughters.  At  a 
glance,  she  saw  that  ’Lena  was  beautiful,  and  that  it  was 
quite  as  much  a  beauty  of  intellect  as  of  feature  and  form. 

‘  Yes,’  thought  she,  ‘  husband  was  right  when  he  said  that, 
with  the  same  advantages,  she’d  soon  outstrip  her  cousins — 
but  it  shall  never  be — never]  and  the  white  teeth  shut  firmly 
together,  as  the  cold,  proud  woman  bowed  a  welcome. 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Nichols  appeared.  Stimulated  by 
the  example  of  ’Lena,  she,  too,  had  changed  her  dress,  and 
now  in  black  bombasin,  white  muslin  cap,  and  shining  silk 
apron,  she  presented  so  respectable  an  appearance  that  her 
son’s  face  instantly  brightened. 

‘  Come,  mother,  we  are  waiting  for  you,’  said  he,  as  she 
stopped  on  her  way  to  ask  Vine,  the  Jig  girl 5  ‘  how  she  did, 
and  if  it  wasn’t  hard  work  to  swing  them  feathers.’ 

Not  being  very  bright,  Vine  replied  with  a  grin,  ‘Dun 
know,  miss.’ 
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Taking  her  seat  next  to  her  son,  Mrs.  Nichols  said,  when 
offered  a  plate  of  soup,  ‘I  don’t  often  eat  broth;  besides 
that,  I  ain’t  much  hungry,  as  I’ve  just  been  takin’  a  bite 
with  Miss  Atherton  !' 

‘With  whom?’  asked  Mr.  Livingstone,  John  Jr.,  Carrie, 
and  Anna,  in  the  same  breath. 

‘  With  Miss  Polly  Atherton,  that  nice  old  coloured  lady  in 
the  kitchen,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols. 

The  scowl  on  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  face  darkened  visibly, 
while  her  husband,  thinking  it  time  to  speak,  said,  ‘  It  is 
my  wish,  mother,  that  you  keep  away  from  the  kitchen.  It 
does  the  negroes  no  good  to  be  meddled  with,  and  besides 
that,  when  you  are  hungry  the  servants  will  take  you  some¬ 
thing.’ 

‘Accustomed  to  eat  in  the  kitchen,  probably,’  muttered 
Carrie,  with  all  the  air  of  a  young  lady  of  twenty. 

Hold  on  to  your  nose,  Cad,’  whispered  John  Jr.,  thereby 
attracting  his  sister's  attention  to  himself. 

By  this  time  the  soup  was  removed,  and  a  fine  large  turkey 
appeared. 

‘What  a  noble  great  feller!  Gobbler,  ain’t  it.?’  asked 
Mrs.  Nichols,  touching  the  turkey  with  the  knife. 

John  Jr.  roared,  and  was  ordered  from  the  table  by  his 
father,  while  ’Lena,  who  stepped  on  her  grandmother’s 
toes  to  keep  her  from  talking,  was  told  by  that  lady  ‘to 
keep  her  feet  still.’  Along  with  the  desert  came  ice  cream, 
which  Mrs.  Nichols  had  never  before  tasted,  and  now  fancy¬ 
ing  that  she  was  dreadfully  burned,  she  quickly  deposited 
her  first  mouthful  upon  her  plate. 

‘  What’s  the  matter,  grandma  ?  Can’t  you  eat  it  ?’  asked 
Anna. 

‘  Yes,  I  kin  eat  it,  but  I  don’t  hanker  arter  it,’  answered 
her  grandmother,  pushing  her  plate  aside. 

Dinner  being  over,  Mrs.  Nichols  returned  to  her  room,  but 
soon  growing  weary,  she  started  out  to  view  the  premises. 
Coming  suddenly  upon  a  group  of  young  negroes,  she  dis¬ 
covered  her  bellows,  the  water  dripping  from  the  nose, 
while  a  little  further  on  she  espied  ’Lena’s  bonnet,  which  the 
negroes  had  at  last  succeeded  in  catching,  and  which,  wet  as 
it  was,  now  adorned  the  head  of  Thomas  Jefferson !  In  a 
trice  the  old  lady’s  principles  were  forgotten,  and  she  cuffed 
the  negroes  with  a  right  good  will,  hitting  Jeff,  the  hardest, 
and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  making  him  yell  the  loudest.  Out 
came  Aunt  Milly,  scolding  and  muttering  about  ‘  white  folks 
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tending  to  thar  own  business,’  and  reversing  her  decision 
with  regard  to  Mrs.  Nichols’  position  in  the  next  world. 
Cult,  the  watch-dog,  whose  kennel  was  close  by,  set  up  a 
tremendous  howl,  while  John  Jr.,  always  on  hand,  danced  a 
jig  to  the  sound  of  the  direful  music. 

‘  For  heaven’s  sake,  husband,  go  out  and  see  what’s  the  mat¬ 
ter,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  slightly  alarmed  at  the  unusual 
noise. 

John  complied,  and  reached  the  spot  just  in  time  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  John  Jr.’s  heels  as  he  gave  the  finishing  touch 
to  his  exploits,  while  Mrs.  Nichols,  highly  incensed,  marched 
from  the  field  of  battle  with  the  bonnet  and  bellows,  think¬ 
ing  *  if  them  niggers  was  only  her’n  they’d  catch  it !’ 


CHAPTER  VII. 

MALCOLM  EVERETT. 

IT  wouid  be  tiresome  both  to  ourselves  and  our  readers 
were  we  to  enumerate  the  many  mortifications  which  both 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  were  compelled  to  endure  from 
their  mother,  who  gradually  came  to  understand  her  true 
position  in  the  family.  One  by  one  her  ideas  of  teaching 
them  economy  were  given  up,  as  was  also  all  hope  of  ever 
being  at  all  familiar  with  her  daughter,  whom,  at  her  son’s 
request,  she  had  ceased  to  call  ‘  ’Tilda.’ 

‘  Mebby  you  want  me  to  say  Miss  Livingstone,’  said  she, 
‘but  I  shan’t.  I’ll  call  her  Miss  Nichols,  or  Matilda,  just 
which  she  chooses.’ 

Of  course  Mrs.  Livingstone  chose  the  latter,  wincing, 
though,  every  time  she  heard  it.  Dreading  a  scene  which 
he  knew  was  sure  to  follow  a  disclosure  of  his  engagement 
with  Miss  Nancy,  Mr.  Livingstone  had  requested  his  mothei 
to  keep  it  from  his  wife,  and  she,  appreciating  his  motive, 
promised  secrecy,  lamenting  the  while  the  ill-fortune  which 
had  prevented  Nancy  from  being  her  daughter-in-law,  and 
dwelling  frequently  upon  the  comfort  she  should  take  were 
Nancy  there  in  Matilda’s  place.  On  the  whole,  however,  she 
was  tolerably  contented ;  the  novelty  of  Kentucky  life  pleas¬ 
ed  her,  and  at  last,  like  most  northern  people,  she  fell  in  with 
the  habits  of  those  around  her.  Still  her  Massachusetts 
friends  were  not  forgotten,  and  many  a  letter,  wonderful 
for  its  composition  and  orthography,  found  its  way  to  Nancy 
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Scovandyke,  who  wrote  in  return  that  ‘  some  time  or  other 
she  should  surely  visit  Kentucky,’  asking  further  if  the  ‘  big 
bugs’  didn’t  prefer  eastern  teachers  for  their  children,  and 
hinting  at  her  desire  to  engage  in  that  capacity  when  she 
came  south ! 

‘Now,  that’s  the  very  thing,’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Nichols, 
folding  the  letter,  (directly  wrong  side  up),  and  resuming  her 
knitting.  ‘  Nancy’s  lamin’  is  plenty  good  enough  to  teach 
Car’line  and  Anny,  and  I  mean  to  speak  to  John  about  it 
right  way.’ 

‘  I  wouldn’t  do  any  such  thing,’  said  ’Lena,  seeing  at  a 
glance  how  such  a  proposal  would  be  received. 

‘Why  not?’  asked  Mrs.  Nichols,  and  ’Lena  replied,  ‘I 
don’t  think  Nancy  would  suit  Aunt  Livingstone  at  all,  and 
besides  that,  they’ve  engaged  a  teacher,  a  Mr.  Everett,  and 
expect  him  next  week. 

‘  You  don’t  say  so  ?’  returned  Mrs.  Nichols.  ‘  I  never 
hearn  a  word  on’t.  Where  ’bouts  is  he  from,  and  how  much 
do  they  give  him  a  week  ?’ 

The  latter  ’Lena  knew  nothing  about,  but  she  replied  that 
‘  she  believed  he  was  from  Rockford,  a  village  near  Roches¬ 
ter,  New  York.’ 

‘  Why,  Nancy  Scovandyke’s  sister  lives  there.  I  wouldn’t 
wonder  if  he  knew  her.’ 

‘Very  likely,’  returned  ’Lena,  catching  her  bonnet  and 
hurrying  off  to  ride  with  Captain  Atherton  and  Anna. 

As  we  have  once  before  observed,  Anna  was  a  great 
favourite  with  the  captain,  who  had  petted  her  until  John 
Jr.  teased  her  unmercifully,  calling  him  her  gray-haired 
lover,  and  the  like.  This  made  Anna  exceedingly  sensitive, 
and  now  when  the  captain  called  for  her  to  ride,  as  he  fre¬ 
quently  did,  she  refused  to  go  unless  the  invitation  was  also 
extended  to  ’Lena,  who  in  this  way  got  many  a  pleasant  ride 
around  the  country.  She  was  fast  learning  to  like  Ken¬ 
tucky,  and  would  have  been  very  happy  had  her  aunt  and 
Carrie  been  a  little  more  gracious.  But  the  former  seldom 
spoke  to  her,  and  the  latter  only  to  ridicule  something  which 
she  said  or  did. 

Many  and  amusing  were  the  disputes  between  the  two  gilds 
concerning  the  peculiarities  of  speech,  Carrie  bidding  ’Lena 
‘quit  her  Yankee  habit  of  eternally  guessing ,’  and  ’Lena 
retorting  that  ‘  she  would  when  Carrie  stopped  her  everlast¬ 
ing  reckoning .’  To  avoid  the  remarks  of  the  neighbours,  who 
she  knew  were  watching  her  narrowly,  Mrs.  Livingstone  had 
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purchased  ’Lena  two  or  three  dresses,  which,  though  greatly 
inferior  to  those  worn  by  Carrie  and  Anna,  were  still  fashion¬ 
ably  made,  and  so  much  improved  ’Lena’s  looks,  that  her 
manners  improved,  also ;  for  what  child  does  not  appear  to 
better  advantage  when  conscious  of  looking  well  ?  More 
than  once  had  her  uncle’s  hand  rested  for  a  moment  on  her 
brown  curls,  while  his  thoughts  were  traversing  the  past, 
and  in  fancy  his  fingers  were  again  straying  among  the 
silken  locks  now  resting  in  the  grave.  It  would  seem  as  if 
the  mother  from  her  coffin  was  pleading  for  her  child,  for 
all  the  better  nature  of  Mr.  Livingstone  was  aroused ;  and 
when  he  secured  the  services  of  Mr.  Everett,  who  was  highly 
recommended  both  as  a  scholar  and  gentleman,  he  deter¬ 
mined  that  ’Lena  should  share  the  same  advantages  with 
his  daughters.  To  this  Mrs.  Livingstone  made  no  serious 
objection,  for  as  Mr.  Everett  would  teach  in  the  house,  it 
would  not  do  to  debar  ’Lena  from  the  privilege  of  attend¬ 
ing  his  school ;  and  as  the  highest  position  to  which  she  could 
aspire  was  to  be  governess  in  some  private  family,  she  felt 
willing,  she  said,  that  she  should  have  a  chance  of  acquir¬ 
ing  the  common  branches. 

And  now  Mr.  Everett  was  daily  expected.  Anna,  who  had 
no  fondness  for  books,  greatly  dreaded  his  arrival,  thinking 
within  herself  how  many  pranks  she’d  play  off  upon  him, 
provided  ’Lena  would  lend  a  helping  hand,  which  she  much 
doubted.  John  Jr.,  too,  who  for  a  time,  at  least,  was  to  be 
placed  under  Mr.  Everett’s  instruction,  felt  in  no  wise  eager 
for  his  arrival,  fearing,  as  he  told  ’Lena,  that  ‘  between  the 
‘old  man’  and  the  tutor,  he  would  be  kept  a  little  too  straight 
for  a  gentleman  of  his  habits and  it  was  with  no  particular 
emotions  of  pleasure  that  he  and  Anna  saw  the  stage  stop  be¬ 
fore  the  gate  one  pleasant  morning  toward  the  middle  of 
November.  Running  to  one  of  the  front  windows,  Carrie, 
’Lena,  and  Anna  watched  their  new  teacher,  each  after  her 
own  fashion  commenting  upon  his  appearance. 

‘Ugh!’  exclaimed  Anna,  ‘what  a  green,  boyish  looking 
thing !  I  reckon  nobody’s  going  to  be  afraid  of  him.’ 

‘  I  say  he’s  real  handsome,’  said  Carrie,  who  being  thirteen 
years  of  age,  had  already,  in  her  own  mind,  practised  many 
a  little  coquetry  upon  the  stranger. 

‘I  like  him,’  was  ’Lena’s  brief  remark. 

Mr.  Everett  was  a  pale,  intellectual  looking  man,  scarcely 
twenty  years  of  age,  and  appearing  still  younger,  so  that 
Anna  was  not  wholly  wrong  when  she  cailed  him  boyish. 
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Still  there  was  in  his  large  black  eye  a  firmness  and  decision 
which  bespoke  the  man  strong  within  him,  and  which  put  to 
flight  all  of  Anna’s  preconceived  notions  of  rebellion.  With 
the  utmost  composure  he  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  greet¬ 
ing,  and  the  proud  lady  half  bit  her  lip  with  vexation  as  she 
saw  how  little  he  seemed  awed  by  her  presence. 

Malcolm  Everett  was  not  one  to  acknowledge  superiority 
where  there  was  none,  and  though  ever  polite  toward  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  there  was  something  in  his  manner  which  for¬ 
bade  her  treating  him  as  aught  save  an  equal.  He  was  not 
to  be  trampled  down,  and  for  once  in  her  life  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  had  found  a  person  who  would  neither  cringe  to  her  nor 
flatter.  The  children  were  not  presented  to  him  until  din¬ 
ner  time,  when,  with  the  air  of  a  young  desperado,  John 
Jr.  marched  into  the  dining-room,  eyeing  his  teacher  askance, 
calculating  his  strength,  and  returning  his  greeting  with  a 
simple  nod.  Mr.  Everett  scanned  him  from  head  to  foot, 
and  then  turned  to  Carrie  half  smiling  at  the  great  dignity 
which  she  assumed.  With  ’Lena  and  Anna  he  seemed  better 
pleased,  holding  their  hands  and  smiling  down  upon  them 
through  rows  of  teeth  which  Anna  pronounced  the  whitest 
she  had  ever  seen. 

Mr.  Livingstone  was  not  at  home,  and  when  his  mother 
appeared,  Mrs.  Livingstone  did  not  think  proper  to  intro¬ 
duce  her.  But  if  by  this  omission  she  thought  to  keep  the 
old  lady  silent,  she  was  mistaken,  for  the  moment  Mrs. 
Nichols  was  seated,  she  commenced  with,  ‘  Your  name  is 
Everett,  I  b’lieve  ?’ 

‘  Yes,  ma’am,’  said  he,  bowing  very  gracefully  toward  her. 

‘  Any  kin  to  the  governor  that  was  ?’ 

‘  No,  ma’am,  none  whatever,’  and  the  white  teeth  became 
slightly  visible  for  a  moment,  but  soon  disappeared. 

‘  You  are  from  Rockford,  ’Lena  tells  me  P’ 

‘  Yes,  ma’am.  Have  you  any  friends  there  ?’ 

‘Yes — or  that  is,  Nancy  Scovandyke’s  sister,  Betsy  Scov- 
andyke  that  used  to  be,  lives  there.  May  be  you  know  her. 
Her  name  is  Bacon — Betsy  Bacon.  She’s  a  widder  and 
keeps  boarders.’ 

‘  Ah,’  said  ho,  the  teeth  this  time  becoming  wholly  visible, 
‘  I’ve  heard  of  Mrs.  Bacon,  but  have  not  the  honour  of  her  ac¬ 
quaintance.  You  are  from  the  east,  I  perceive.’ 

‘  Law,  now !  how  did  you  know  that  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Nichols, 
while  Mr.  Everett  answered,  ‘  I  guessed  at  it,’  with  a  pecu- 
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liar  emphasis  on  the  word  guessed,  which  led  ’Lena  to  think 
he  had  used  it  purposely  and  not  from  habit. 

Mr.  Everett  possessed  in  a  remarkable  degree  the  faculty 
of  making  those  around  him  both  respect  and  like  him,  and 
ere  six  weeks  had  passed,  he  had  won  the  love  of  his  pupils. 
Even  John  Jr.  was  greatly  improved,  and  Carrie  seemed 
suddenly  reawakened  into  a  thirst  for  knowledge  deeming 
no  task  too  long,  and  no  amount  of  study  too  hard,  if  it 
won  the  commendation  of  her  teacher.  ’Lena,  who  com¬ 
mitted  to  memory  with  great  ease,  and  who  consequently  did 
not  deserve  so  much  praise  for  her  always  perfect  lessons, 
seldom  received  a  word  of  praise,  while  poor  Anna,  notori¬ 
ously  lazy  when  books  were  concerned,  cried  almost  every 
day,  because,  as  she  said,  ‘  Mr.  Everett  didn’t  like  her  as  he 
did  the  rest,  else  why  did  he  look  at  her  so  much,  watching 
her  all  the  while,  and  keeping  her  after  school  to  get  her 
lesson  over,  when  he  knew  how  she  hated  them.’ 

Once  Mrs.  Livingstone  ventured  to  remonstrate,  telling 
him  that  Anna  was  very  sensitive  and  required  altogether 
different  treatment  from  Carrie.  ‘  She  thinks  you  dislike 
her,’  said  she,  1  and  while  she  retains  this  impression,  she 
will  do  nothing  as  far  as  learning  is  concerned ;  so  if  you 
do  not  like  her,  try  and  make  her  think  you  do ! 

There  was  a  peculiar  look  in  Mr.  Everett’s  dark  eyes  as 
he  answered,  ‘  You  may  think  it  strange,  Mrs.  Livingtone, 
but  of  all  my  pupils  I  love  Anna  best !  I  know  I  find  more 
fault  with  her,  and  am  perhaps  more  severe  with  her  than 
with  the  rest,  but  it’s  because  I  would  make  her  what  I  wish 
her  to  be.  Pardon  me,  madam,  but  Anna  does  not  possess 
the  same  amount  of  intellect  with  her  cousin  or  sister,  but 
by  proper  culture  she  will  make  a  fine,  intelligent  woman.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  hardly  relished  being  told  that  one  child 
was  inferior  to  the  other,  but  she  could  not  well  help  her¬ 
self — Mr.  Everett  would  say  what  he  pleased — and  thus  the 
conference  ended.  From  that  time  Mr.  Everett  was  exceed¬ 
ingly  kind  to  Alina,  wiping  away  the  tears  which  invariably 
came  when  told  that  she  must  stay  with  him  in  the  school¬ 
room  after  the  rest  were  gone ;  then,  instead  of  seating  him¬ 
self  in  rigid  silence  at  a  distance  until  her  task  was  learned, 
he  would  sit  by  her  side,  occasionally  smoothing  her  long 
curls  and  speaking  encouragingly  to  her  as  she  pored  over 
some  hard  rule  in  grammar,  or  puzzled  her  brains  with  some 
difficult  problem  in  Colburn.  Ere  long  the  result  of  all  this 
became  manifest.  Anna  grew  fonder  of  her  books,  and  more 
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ready  to  learn,  and — more  willing  to  be  kept  after  school ! 

Ah,  little  did  Mrs.  Livingstone  think  what  she  was  doing 
when  she  bade  young  Malcolm  Everett  make  her  warm¬ 
hearted,  impulsive  daughter  think  he  liked  her ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

SCHEMING. 

MOTHER,  where’s  ’Lena’s  dress  ?  Hasn’t  she  got  any?’ 
asked  Anna,  one  morning,  about  two  weeks  before 
Christmas,  as  she  bent  over  a  promiscuous  pile  of  merinoes, 
delains,  and  plaid  silks,  her  own  and  Carrie’s  dresses  for  the 
coming  holidays.  ‘  Say,  mother,  didn’t  you  buy  ’Lena  any  ?’ 

Thus  interrogated,  Mrs.  Livingstone  replied,  ‘  I  wonder  if 
you  think  I’m  made  of  money!  ’Lena  is  indebted  to  me 
now  for  more  than  she  can  ever  pay.  As  long  as  I  give  her 
a  home  and  am  at  so  much  expense  in  educating  her,  she 
of  course  can’t  expect  me  dress  her  as  I  do  you.  There’s 
Carrie’s  brown  delain  and  your  blue  one,  which  I  intend  to 
have  made  over  for  her,  and  she  ought  to  be  satisfied  with 
that,  for  they  are  much  better  than  anything  she  had  when 
she  came  here.’ 

And  the  lady  glanced  toward  the  spot  where  ’Lena  sat,  ad¬ 
miring  the  new  things,  in  which  she  had  no  share,  and  long¬ 
ing  to  ask  the  question  which  Anna  had  asked  for  her,  and 
which  had  now  been  answered.  John  Jr.,  who  was  present, 
and  who  knew  that  Mr.  Everett  had  been  engaged  to  teach 
in  the  family  long  before  it  was  known  that  ’Lena  was  com¬ 
ing,  now  said  to  his  cousin,  who  arose  to  leave,  ‘  Yes,  ’Lena, 
mother’s  a  model  of  generosity,  and  you’ll  never  be  able  to 
repay  her  for  her  kindness  in  allowing  you  to  wear  the  girls’ 
old  duds,  which  would  otherwise  be  given  to  the  blacks,  and 
in  permitting  you  to  recite  to  Mr.  Everett,  who,  of  course, 
was  hired  on  your  account.’ 

The  slamming  together  of  the  door  as  ’Lena  left  the  room 
brought  the  young  gentleman’s  remarks  to  a  close,  and  wish¬ 
ing  to  escape  the  lecture  which  he  saw  was  preparing  for  him, 
he,  too,  made  his  exit. 

Christmas  was  coming,  and  with  it  Dunvard  Bellmont,  and 
about  his  coming  Mrs.  Livingstone  felt  some  little  anxiety. 
Always  scheming,  and  always  looking  ahead,  she  was  expect¬ 
ing  great  results  from  this  visit.  Durward  was  not  only  im- 
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mensely  wealthy,  hut  was  also  descended  on  his  father’s  side 
from  one  of  England’s  noblemen.  Altogether  he  was,  she 
thought,  a  ‘  decided  catch,’  and  though  he  was  now  only  six¬ 
teen,  while  Carrie  was  hut  thirteen,  lifelong  impressions  had 
been  made  even  at  an  earlier  period,  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  re¬ 
solved  that  her  pretty  daughter  should  at  least  have  all  the 
advantages  of  dress  with  which  to  set  off  her  charms.  Con¬ 
cerning  Anna’s  appearance  she  cared  less,  for  she  had  but 
little  hope  of  her,  unless,  indeed — but  ’twas  too  soon  to  think 
of  that, — she  would  wait,  and  perhaps  in  good  time  ’twould 
all  come  round  naturally  and  as  a  matter  of  course.  So  she 
encouraged  her  daughter’s  intimacy  with  Captain  Atherton, 
who,  until  Malcolm  Everett  appeared,  was  in  Anna’s  estima¬ 
tion  the  best  man  living.  Now,  however,  she  made  an  excep¬ 
tion  in  favour  of  her  teacher,  ‘  who,’  as  she  told  the  captain, 
‘  neither  wore  false  teeth,  nor  kept  in  his  pocket  a  pair  of 
specks,  to  be  slily  used  when  he  fancied  no  one  saw  him. 

Captain  Atherton  coughed,  coloured,  laughed,  and  saying 
that  ‘  Mr.  Everett  was  a  nicish  kind  of  a  boy,’  swore  eternal 
enmity  toward  him,  and  under  the  mask  of  friendship — 
watched!  Eleven  years  before,  when  Anna  was  a  baby, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  had  playfully  told  the  captain,  who  was  one 
day  deploring  his  want  of  a  wife,  that  if  he  would  wait 
he  should  have  her  daughter.  To  this  he  agreed,  and  the 
circumstance,  trivial  as  it  was,  made  a  more  than  ordinary 
impression  upon  his  mind ;  and  though  he  as  yet  had  no 
definite  idea  that  the  promise  would  ever  be  fulfilled,  the 
little  girl  was  to  him  an  object  of  uncommon  interest.  Mrs. 
Livingstone  knew  this,  and  whenever  Anna’s  future  pros¬ 
pects  were  the  subject  of  her  meditations,  she  generally  fell 
back  upon  that  fact  as  an  item  not  to  be  despised. 

Now,  however,  her  thoughts  were  turned  into  another 
and  widely  different  channel.  Christmas  week  was  to  be 
spent  by  Durward  Bellmont  partly  at  Captain  Atherton’s 
and  partly  at  her  own  house,  and  as  Mrs.  Livingstone  was 
not  ignorant  of  the  effect  a  becoming  dress  has  upon  a 
pretty  face,  she  determined  that  Carrie  should,  at  least, 
have  that  advantage.  Anna,  too,  was  to  fare  like  her  sister, 
while  no  thought  was  bestowed  upon  poor  ’Lena’s  ward¬ 
robe,  until  her  husband,  who  accompanied  her  to  Frankfort, 
suggested  that  a  certain  pattern,  which  he  fancied  would 
be  becoming  to  ’Lena,  should  be  purchased. 

With  an  angry  scowl,  Mrs.  Livingstone  muttered  some¬ 
thing  about  ‘  spending  so  much  money  for  other  folks’ 
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young  ones.’  Then  remembering  the  old  detains,  and  know¬ 
ing  by  the  tone  of  her  husband’s  voice  that  he  was  in  ear¬ 
nest,  she  quickly  rejoined,  ‘  Why,  ’Lena’s  got  two  new  dresses 
at  home.’ 

Never  doubting  his  wife’s  word,  Mr.  Livingstone  was  sat¬ 
isfied,  and  nothing  more  was  said  upon  the  subject.  Business 
of  importance  made  it  necessary  for  him  to  go  for  a  few 
weeks  to  New  Orleans,  and  he  was  now  on  his  way  thither, 
his  wife  having  accompanied  him  as  far  as  Frankfort, 
where  he  took  the  boat,  while  she  returned  home.  When 
’Lena  left  the  room  after  learning  that  she  had  no  part  in  the 
mass  of  Christmas  finery  she  repaired  to  the  arbour  bridge, 
where  she  had  wept  so  bitterly  on  the  first  day  of  her  arri¬ 
val,  and  which  was  now  her  favourite  resort.  For  a  time 
she  sat  watching  the  leaping  waters  swollen  by  the  winter 
rains,  and  wondering  if  it  were  not  possible  that  they 
started  at  first  from  the  pebbly  spring  which  gushed  so 
cool  and  clear  from  the  mountain  side  near  her  old  New 
England  home.  This  reminded  her  of  where  and  what  she 
was  now — a  dependent  on  the  bounty  of  those  who  wished 
her  away,  and  who  almost  every  day  of  her  life  made  her 
feel  it  so  keenly,  too.  Not  one  among  them  loved  her  but 
Anna,  and  would  not  her  affection  change  as  they  grew 
older?  Then  her  thoughts  took  another  direction.  Dur- 
ward  Bellmont  was  coming — but  did  she  wish  to  see  him  ? 
Could  she  bear  the  sneering  remarks  which  she  knew 
Carrie  would  make  concerning  herself  ?  And  how  would 
he  be  affected  by  them ?  Would  he  ask  her  of  her  father? 
and  if  so,  what  had  she  to  say  ? 

Many  a  time  had  she  tried  to  penetrate  the  dark  mystery 
of  her  birth,  but  her  grandmother  was  wholly  noncommittal. 
Once,  too,  when  her  uncle  seemed  kinder  than  usual,  she 
had  ventured  to  ask  him  of  her  father,  and  with  a  frown  he 
had  replied,  that  ‘  the  least  she  knew  of  him  the  better !’ 
Still  ’Lena  felt  sure  that  he  was  a  good  man,  and  that  some 
time  or  other  she  would  find  him. 

All  day  long  the  clouds  had  been  threatening  rain,  which 
began  to  fall  soon  after  ’Lena  entered  the  arbour,  but  so 
absorbed  was  she  in  her  own  thoughts,  that  she  did  not 
observe  it  until  her  clothes  were  perfectly  dampened  ;  then 
starting  up,  she  repaired  to  the  house.  For  several  days 
she  had  not  been  well,  and  this  exposure  brought  on  a  severe 
cold,  which  confined  her  to  her  room  for  nearly  two  weeks. 
Meantime  the  dress-making  process  went  on,  Anna  keeping 
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'Lena  constantly  apprised  of  its  progress,  and  occasionally 
wearing  in  some  article  for  her  inspection.  This  reminded 
’Lena  of  her  own  wardrobe,  and  knowing  that  it  would  not 
he  attended  to  while  she  was  sick,  she  made  such  haste  to 
be  well,  that  on  Thursday  at  tea-time  she  took  her  accus¬ 
tomed  seat  at  the  table.  After  supper  she  lingered  awhile 
in  the  parlour  hoping  something  would  be  said,  but  she 
waited  m  vain,  and  was  about  leaving,  when  a  few  words 
spoken  by  Carrie  in  an  adjoining  room  caught  her  ear  and 
arrested  her  attention. 

They  were — ‘  And  so  ’Lena  came  down  to-night.  I  dare 
say  she  thinks  you’ll  set  Miss  Simpson  at  work  upon  my 
old  delain.’ 

‘  Perhaps  so,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  but  I  don’t  see 
how  Miss  Simpson  can  do  it,  unless  you  put  off  having  the 
silk  apron  embroidered.’ 

‘  I  shan’t  do  any  such  thing,’  said  Carrie,  glad  of  an  excuse 
to  keep  ’Lena  out  of  the  way.  ‘  What  matter  is  it  if  she 
don’t  come  down  when  the  company  are  here  F  I’d  rather 
she  wouldn’t,  for  she’s  so  green  and  awkward,  and  Dur- 
ward  is  so  fastidious  in  such  matters,  that  I’d  rather  he 
wouldn’t  know  she’s  a  relative  of  ours!  I  know  he’d  tell 
his  mother,  and  they  say  she  is  very  particular  about  his 
associates.’ 

Lena’s  first  impulse  was  to  defy  her  cousin  to  her  face — to 
tell  her  she  had  seen  Dui'ward  Bellmont,  and  that  he  didn’t 
laugh  at  her  either.  But  her  next  thought  was  calmer  and 
more  rational.  Possibly  under  Carrie’s  influence  he  might 
make  fun  of  her,  and  resolving  on  no  condition  whatever  to 
make  herself  visible  while  he  was  in  the  house  she  returned 
to  her  room,  and  throwing  herself  upon  the  bed,  went  until 
she  fell  asleep. 

‘  When  is  Miss  Simpson  going  to  fix  ’Lena’s  dress  ?’  asked 
Anna,  as  day  after  day  passed,  and  nothing  was  said  of  the 
brown  delain. 

For  an  instant  Miss  Simpson’s  nimble  fingers  were  still 
as  she  awaited  the  answer  to  a  question  which  had  occurred 
to  her  several  times.  She  was  a  kind-hearted,  intelligent 
girl,  and  at  a  glance  had  seen  how  matters  stood.  She,  too, 
was  an  orphan,  and  her  sympathies  were  all  enlisted  in  be¬ 
half  of  the  neglected  ’Lena.  She  had  heard  from  Anna  of 
the  brown  delain,  and  in  her  own  mind  she  had  determined 
that  it  should  be  fitted  with  the  utmost  taste  of  which  she 
was  capable. 
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Her  speculations,  however,  were  brought  to  a  close  by- 
Mrs.  Livingstone  saying,  in  reply  to  Anna,  that  ’Lena  seemed 
so  wholly  uninterested,  and  cared  so  little  about  seeing  the 
company,  she  had  decided  not  to  have  the  dress  fixed  until 
after  Christmas  week. 

The  fiery  expression  of  two  large,  glittering  eyes,  which  at 
that  moment  peered  in  at  the  door,  convinced  Miss  Simpson 
that  her  employer  had  hardly  told  the  truth,  and  she 
secretly  determined  that  ’Lena  should  have  the  dress 
whether  she  would  or  not.  Accordingly,  the  next  time 
she  and  Anna  were  alone,  she  asked  for  the  delain,  entrust¬ 
ing  her  secret  to  Anna,  who  thinking  no  harm,  promised 
to  keep  it  from  her  mother.  But  to  get  ’Lena  fitted  was  a 
more  difficult  matter.  Her  spirit  was  roused,  and  for  a  time 
she  resisted  their  combined  efforts.  At  last,  however,  she 
yielded,  and  by  working  late  at  night  in  her  own  room, 
Miss  Simpson  managed  to  finish  the  dress,  in  which  ’Lena 
really  looked  better  than  did  either  of  her  cousins  in  their 
garments  of  far  richer  materials.  Still  she  was  resolved 
not  to  go  down,  and  Anna,  fearing  what  her  mother  might 
say,  dared  not  urge  her  very  strongly,  hoping,  though,  that 
‘  something  would  turn  up.’ 

*  *  *  * 

Durward  Bellmont,  Nellie  Douglas,  and  Mabel  Ross  had 
arrived  at  Captain  Atherton’s.  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  her 
daughters  had  called  upon  them,  inviting  them  to  spend  a 
few  days  at  Maple  Grove,  where  they  were  to  meet  some 
other  young  people  ‘  selected  from  the  wealthiest  families 
in  the  neighbourhood,’  Mrs.  Livingstone  said,  at  the  same 
time  patting  the  sallow  cheek  of  Mabel,  whose  reputed 
hundred  thousand  she  intended  should  one  day  increase  the 
importance  of  her  own  family. 

The  invitation  was  accepted — the  day  had  arrived,  the 
guests  were  momentarily  expected,  and  Carrie,  before  the 
long  mirror,  was  admiring  herself,  alternately  frowning  up¬ 
on  John  Jr.,  who  was  mimicking  her  ‘  airs,’  and  scolding 
Anna  for  fretting  because  ’Lena  could  not  be  induced  to 
join  them.  Finding  that  her  niece  was  resolved  not  to 
appear,  Mrs.  Livingstone  for  look’s  sake,  had  changed  her 
tactics,  saying,  ‘  'Lena  could  come  down  if  she  choose — she 
was  sure  there  was  nothing  to  prevent.' 

Knowing  this,  Anna  had  exhausted  all  her  powers  of  elo¬ 
quence  upon  her  cousin.  But  she  still  remained  inexor¬ 
able,  greatly  to  the  astonishment  of  her  grandmother,  who 
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for  several  days  had  been  suffering  from  a  rheumatic  affec¬ 
tion,  notwithstanding  which  she  ‘  meant  to  hobble  down  if 
possible,  for,’  said  she,  ‘I  want  to  see  this  Durward  Bell- 
mont.  Matilda  says  hes’  got  Noble  blood  in  him.  I  used 
to  know  a  family  of  Nobles  in  Massachusetts,  and  I  think 
like  as  not  he’s  some  kin !’ 

Carrie,  to  whom  this  remark  was  made,  communicated  it 
to  her  mother,  who  forthwith  repaired  to  Mrs.  Nichols’ 
room,  telling  her,  ‘  that  ’twas  a  child’s  party,’  and  hinting 
pretty  strongly  that  she  was  neither  wanted  nor  expected 
in  the  parlour,  and  would  confer  a  great  favour  by  keeping 
aloof. 

‘  Wall,  wall,’  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  who  had  learned  to  dread 
her  daughter’s  displeasure,  ‘  I’d  as  lief  stay  up  here  as  not, 
but  I  do  want  ’Lena  to  jine  ’em.  She’s  young,  and  would 
enjoy  it.’ 

Without  a  word  of  answer  Mrs.  Livingstone  walked 
away,  leaving  ’Lena  more  determined  than  ever  not  to  go 
down.  When  the  evening  at  last  arrived,  Anna  insisted 
so  strongly  upon  her  wearnig  the  delain,  for  fear  of  what 
might  happen,  that  ’Lena  consented,  curling  her  hair  with 
great  care,  and  feeling  a  momentary  thrill  of  pride  as  she 
saw  how  well  she  looked. 

‘  When  we  get  nicely  to  enjoying  ourselves,’  said  Anna, 
‘  you  come  down  and  look  through  the  glass  door,  for  I  do 
want  you  to  see  Durward,  he’s  so  handsome — but  there’s 
the  carriage — I  must  go ;’  and  away  ran  Anna  down  the 
stairs,  while  ’Lena  flew  to  one  of  the  front  windows  to  see 
the  company  as  they  rode  up. 

First  came  Captain  Atherton’s  carriage,  and  in  it  the  cap¬ 
tain  and  his  maiden  sister,  together  with  a  pale,  sickly-look- 
ing  girl,  whom  ’Lena  knew  to  be  Mabel  Ross.  Behind  them 
rode  Durward  Bellmont,  and  at  his  side,  on  a  spirited  little 
pony  was  another  girl,  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  of  age, 
but  in  her  long  riding  dress  looking  older.  ’Lena  readily 
guessed  that  this  was  Nellie  Douglass,  and  at  a  glance  she 
recognised  the  Durward  of  the  cars — grown  handsomer  and 
taller  since  then,  she  thought.  With  a  nimble  bound  he 
leaped  from  his  saddle,  kissing  his  hand  to  Carrie,  who 
with  her  sunniest  smile  ran  past  him  to  welcome  Nellie.  A 
pang,  not  of  jealousy,  but  of  an  undefined  something,  shot 
through  ’Lena’s  heart,  and  dropping  the  heavy  curtain,  she 
turned  away,  while  the  tears  gathered  thickly  in  her  large, 
brown  eyes. 


68 


’LENA  RIVERS. 


‘Where’s  ’Lena?’  asked  Captain  Atherton,  of  Anna, 
warming  his  red  fingers  before  the  blazing  grate,  and  look¬ 
ing  round  upon  the  group  of  girls  gathered  near. 

Glancing  at  her  mother,  Anna  replied,  ‘  She  says  she  don’t 
want  to  come  down.’ 

‘Bashful,’  returned  the  captain,  while  Nellie  Douglass 
asked  ‘  who  ’Lena  was,’  at  the  same  time  returning  the  pinch 
which  John  Jr.  had  slily  given  her  as  a  mode  of  showing  his 
preference,  for  Nellie  was  his  favourite. 

Fearful  of  Anna’s  reply,  Mrs.  Livingstone  answered,  care¬ 
lessly,  ‘  She’s  the  child  of  one  of  Mr.  Livingstone’s  poor 
relations,  and  we’ve  taken  her  awhile  out  of  charity.’ 

At  any  other  time  John  Jr.  would  doubtless  have  question¬ 
ed  his  mother’s  word,  but  now  so  engrossed  was  he  with 
the  merry  hoydenish  Nellie,  that  he  scarcely  heard  her  re¬ 
mark,  or  noticed  the  absence  of  ’Lena.  With  the  exception 
of  his  cousin,  Nellie  was  the  only  girl  whom  John  Jr.  could 
endure — ‘the  rest,’  he  said,  ‘were  all  stuck  up  and  affected.’ 

For  Mabel  Boss,  he  seemed  to  have  a  particular  aversion. 
Not  because  she  was  so  very  disagreeable,  but  because  his 
mother  continually  reminded  him  of  what  she  hoped  would 
one  day  be,  ‘  and  this,’  he  said,  ‘  was  enough  to  make  a  ‘  feller’ 
hate  a  girl.’  So,  without  considering  that  Mabel  was  not  to 
blame,  he  ridiculed  her  most  unmercifully,  calling  her  ‘  a 
bundle  of  medicine,’  and  making  fun  of  her  thin,  sallow  face, 
which  really  appeared  to  great  disadvantage  when  contrast¬ 
ed  with  Nellie’s  bright  eyes,  and  round,  rosy  cheeks. 

When  the  guests  were  all  assembled,  Carrie,  not  knowing 
whether  Durward  Bellmont  would  relish  plays,  seated  her¬ 
self  demurely  upon  the  sofa,  prepared  to  act  the  dignified 
young  lady,  or  any  other  character  she  might  think  necessary .- 

‘  Get  up,  Cad,’  said  John  Jr.  ‘  Nobody’s  going  to  act  like 
they  were  at  a  funeral ;  get  up,  and  let’s  play  something.’ 

As  the  rest  seemed  to  be  similarly  inclined,  Carrie  arose, 
and  ere  long  the  joyous  shouts  reached  ’Lena,  making  her 
half  wish  that  she  too  were  there.  Remembering  Anna’s 
suggestion  of  looking  through  the  glass  door,  she  stole  softly 
down  the  stairs,  and  stationing  herself  behind  the  door, 
looked  in  on  the  scene.  Mr.  Everett,  usually  so  dignified, 
had  joined  in  the  game,  claiming  ‘forfeits’  from  Anna  more 
frequently  than  was  considered  at  all  necessary  by  the  cap¬ 
tain,  who  fora  time  looked  jealously  on,  and  then  declaring 
himself  as  young  as  any  of  them,  joined  them  with  a  right 
good  will. 
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‘  Blind’s  man’s  buff,’  was  next  proposed,  and  ’Lena’s 
heart  leaped  up,  for  that  was  her  favourite  game.  John  Jr., 
was  first  blinded,  but  he  caught  them  so  easily  that  all  de¬ 
clared  he  could  see,  and  loud  were  the  calls  for  Durward  to 
take  his  place.  This  he  willingly  did,  and  whether  he  could 
see  or  not,  he  suffered  them  to  pass  directly  under  his 
hands,  thus  giving  entire  satisfaction.  On  account  of  the 
heat  of  the  rooms,  Anna,  on  passing  the  glass  door,  threw 
it  open,  and  the  next  time  Durward  came  round  he  marched 
directly  into  the  hall,  seizing  ’Lena,  who  was  trying  to  hide. 

Feeling  her  long  curls,  he  exclaimed,  ‘  Anna,  you  are 
caught.’ 

‘  No,  I  ain’t  Anna  ;  let  me  go,’  said  ’Lena,  struggling  to 
escape. 

This  brought  all  the  girls  to  the  spot,  while  Durward 
snatching  the  muffler  from  his  eyes,  looked  down  with  as¬ 
tonishment  on  the  trembling ’Lena,  who  would  have  escaped 
had  she  not  been  so  securely  hemmed  in. 

‘  Ain’t  you  ashamed,  ’Lena,  to  be  peeking  ?’  asked  Carrie, 
while  Durward  repeated — 11  Lena  !  ’ Lena  !  I’ve  seen  her  be¬ 
fore  in  the  cars  between  Springfield  and  Albany ;  but  how 
came  she  here  ?’ 

*  She  lives  here — she’s  our  cousin,’  said  Anna,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  twitch  given  to  her  sleeve  by  Carrie,  who  did 
not  care  to  have  the  relationship  exposed.  . 

‘  Your  cousin,’  said  Durward,  ‘  and  where’s  the  old  lady 
who  was  with  her  ?’ 

‘  The  one  she  called  granny  ?'  asked  John  Jr.,  on  purpose 
to  rouse  up  his  fiery  little  cousin. 

‘  No,  I  don’t  call  her  granny ,  neither — I’ve  quit  it,’  said 
’Lena,  angrily,  adding,  as  a  sly  hit  at  Kentucky  talk,  ‘  she’s 
up  stars,  sick  with  the  rheumatism.’ 

‘Good,’  said  Duiward,  ‘but  why  are  you  not  down  here 
with  us  ?’ 

‘  I  didn’t  want  to  come,’  was  her  reply ;  and  Durward, 
leading  her  into  the  parlour,  continued,  ‘  but  now  that  you 
are  here,  you  must  stay.’ 

‘ Pretty,  isn’t  she?’  said  Nellie,  as  the  full  blaze  of  the 
chandelier  fell  upon  ’Lena. 

‘  Rath-er,’  was  Carrie’s  hesitating  reply. 

She  felt  annoyed  that  ’Lena  should  be  in  the  parlour,  and 
provoked  that  Durward  should  notice  her  in  any  way,  and 
at  the  first  opportunity  she  told  him  ‘  how  much  she  both 
troubled  and  mortified  them,  by  her  vulgarity  and  obsti- 
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nacy,’  adding  that  ‘she  had  a  most  violent  temper.’  From 
Nellie  she  had  learned  that  Durward  particularly  disliked 
passionate  girls,  and  for  this  reason  she  strove  to  give  him 
the  impression  that  ’Lena  was  such  a  one.  Once  or  twice 
she  fancied  him  half  inclined  to  disbelieve  her,  as  he  saw 
how  readily  ’Lena  joined  in  their  amusements  and  how 
good-humouredly  she  bore  John  Jr.’s  teasing,  and  then  she 
hoped  something  would  occur  to  prove  her  words  true.  Her 
wish  was  gratified. 

The  next  day  was  dark  and  stormy,  confining  the  young 
people  to  the  house.  About  ten  o’clock  the  negro  who  had 
been  to  the  post-oflice  returned,  bringing  the  letters  for 
the  family,  among  which  was  one  for  ’Lena,  so  curious  in 
its  superscription,  that  even  the  negro  grinned  as  he 
handed  it  out.  ’Lena  was  not  then  present,  and  Carrie, 
taking  the  letter,  exclaimed,  ‘Now  if  this  isn’t  the  last 
specimen  from  Yankeedom.  Just  listen, — ’  and  she  spelled 
out  the  direction — ‘  To  Mis  Hell-eny  Rivers,  State  of 
kemtucky ,  county  of  woodford ,  Dorsey  post  ojfis,  care  of  Mis 
nichals. 

Unobserved  by  any  one,  ’Lena  had  entered  the  parlour 
in  time  to  hear  every  word,  and  when  Carrie,  chancing  to 
espy  her,  held  out  the  letter  saying,  ‘  Here  Helleny ,  I  guess 
this  came  from  down  east,’  she  darted  forward,  and  striking 
the  letter  from  Carrie’s  hand,  stamped  upon  it  with  her 
foot,  declaring  ‘  she’d  never  open  it  in  the  world,’  and  say¬ 
ing,  ‘  they  might  do  what  they  pleased  with  it  for  all  of  her.’ 

‘  Read  it — may  we  read  it  ?’  eagerly  asked  Carrie,  delighted 
to  see  ’Lena  do  such  justice  to  her  reputation. 

Yes,  read  it !’  almost  screamed  ’Lena,  and  before  any  one 
could  interpose  a  word,  Carrie  had  broken  the  seal,  and 
commenced  reading,  announcing,  first,  that  it  came  from 
‘  Joel  Slocum  !’  It  was  as  follows : 

‘  Dear  Helleny,  mebby  you’ll  wonder  when  you  see  a  letter 
from  me,  but  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I  can  help  ’ritin’,  I  am  so 
confounded  lonesome  now  you  are  gone,  that  I  dun  know 
nothing  what  to  do  with  myself.  So  I  set  on  the  great  rock 
where  the  saxefax  grows,  and  I  think,  and  think,  till  it 
seem’s  ef  my  head  would  bust  open.  Wall,  how  do  you  git 
along  down  amongst  them  heathenish  Kentucks  &  niggers  ? 
I  s’pose  there  ain’t  no  great  difference  between  ’em,  is  there  ? 
When  I  git  a  little  more  lamin’,  I  b’lieve  I’ll  come  down 
there  to  keep  school.  O,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  our  old 
line  back  cow  has  got  a  calf — the  prettiest  little  critter — 
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Dad  has  gin  her  to  me,  and  I  call  her  Helleny,  I  do,  I  swow  ! 
And  when  she  capers  round,  she  makes  me  think  of  the 
way  you  danced  ‘  High  putty  Martin’  the  time  you  stuck  a 
sliver  in  your  heel — ’ 

Up  to  this  point  ’Lena  had  stood  immovable,  amid  the 
loud  shouts  of  her  companions,  but  the  fire  of  a  hundred 
volcanoes  burned  within  and  flashed  from  her  eyes.  And 
now  springing  forward,  she  caught  the  letter  from  Car¬ 
rie’s  hand,  and  inflicting  a  long  scratch  upon  her  forehead, 
fled  from  the  room.  Had  not  Durward  Bellmont  been  pre¬ 
sent,  Carrie  would  have  flown  after  her  cousin  to  avenge 
the  insult,  and  even  now  she  was  for  a  moment  thrown  off 
her  guard,  and  starting  forward,  exclaimed,  ‘  the  tigress !’ 

Drawing  his  fine  cambric  handkerchief  from  his  pocket, 
Durward  gently  wiped  the  blood  from  her  white  brow, 
saying,  ‘  Never  mind.  It  is  not  a  deep  scratch.’ 

‘  I  wish  ’twas  deeper,’  muttered  John  Jr.  ‘You’d  no  busi¬ 
ness  to  serve  her  so  mean.’ 

An  angry  retort  rose  to  Carrie’s  lips,  but  just  in  time  to 
prevent  its  utterance,  Durward  also  spoke,  saying,  ‘  It  was 
too  bad  to  tease  her  so,  but  we  were  all  more  or  less  to  blame, 
and  I’m  not  sure  but  we  ought  to  apologize.’ 

Carrie  felt  that  she  would  die,  almost,  before  she’d  apolo¬ 
gize  to  such  as  ’Lena,  and  still  she  thought  it  might  be 
well  enough  to  give  Durward  the  impression  that  she  was 
doing  her  best  to  make  amends  for  her  fault.  Accordingly, 
the  next  time  her  cousin  appeared  in  the  parlour  she  was 
all  smiles  and  affability,  talking  a  great  deal  to  ’Lena,  who 
returned  very  short  but  civil  answers,  while  her  face  wore 
a  look  which  Durward  construed  into  defiance  and  hatred 
of  everybody  and  everything. 

‘  Too  passionate,’  thought  he,  turning  from  her  to  Carrie, 
whose  voice,  modulated  to  its  softest  tones,  rang  out  clear 
and  musical  as  she  sported  and  laughed  with  her  moody 
cousin,  appearing  the  very  essence  of  sweetness  and  amia¬ 
bility  ! 

Pity  he  could  not  have  known  how  bitterly  ’Lena  had  wept 
over  her  hasty  action — not  because  lie  witnessed  it,  but 
because  she  knew  it  was  wrong !  Pity  he  could  not  have 
read  the  tear-blotted  note,  which  was  laid  on  Carrie’s  work- 
box,  and  in  which  was  written,  ‘  I  am  sorry,  Carrie,  that  I 
hurt  you  so.  I  didn’t  know  what  I  was  about,  but  I  will  try 
and  not  get  so  angry  again.’  Pity,  too,  that  he  did  not 
see  the  look  of  contempt  with  which  Carrie  perused  this 
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note ;  and  when  the  two  girls  accidentally  met  in  the  upper 
hall,  and  ’Lena  laid  her  hand  gently  on  Carrie’s  arm,  it  is  a 
thousand  pities  he  was  not  present  to  see  how  fiercely  she 
was  repulsed,  Carrie  exclaiming,  ‘  Get  out  of  my  sight !  1 
hate  you ,  and  so  do  all  of  them  down  stairs,  Durward  in 
particular.’ 

Had  he  known  all  tills  he  would  have  thought  differently 
of  ’Lena,  who,  feeling  that  she  was  not  wanted  in  the  par¬ 
lour,  kept  herself  entirely  aloof,  never  again  appearing 
during  the  remainder  of  his  stay.  Once  Durward  asked 
for  her,  and  half -laughingly  Came  replied  ‘  that  she  had  not 
yet  recovered  from  her  pouting  fit.  Could  he  have  known 
her  real  occupation,  he  might  have  changed  his  mind  again. 
The  stormy  weather  had  so  increased  Mrs.  Nichols’  rheu¬ 
matic  complaint,  that  now,  perfectly  crippled,  she  lay  as 
helpless  as  a  child,  carefully  nursed  by  ’Lena  and  old 
Aunt  Polly,  who,  spite  of  her  own  infirmities,  had  hobbled 
in  to  wait  upon  her  friend.  Never  but  once  did  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone  go  near  her  mother’s  sick-room — ‘  the  smell  of 
herbs  made  her  faint,’  she  said  !  But  to  do  her  justice,  we 
must  say  that  she  gave  Polly  unqualified  permission  to  order 
anything  she  pleased  for  the  invalid. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  third  day,  the  company  left. 
Nellie  Douglass,  who  really  liked  ’Lena,  and  wished  to  bid 
her  good-by,  whispered  to  John  Jr.,  asking  him  to  show  her 
the  way  to  his  cousin’s  room.  No  one  except  members  of 
the  family  had  ever  been  in  Mrs.  Nichols’  apartment,  and 
for  a  moment  John  Jr.  hesitated,  knowing  well  that  Nellie 
could  not  fail  to  observe  the  contrast  it  presented  to  the  other 
richly -furnished  chambers. 

‘They  ought  to  be  mortified — it’ll  serve  ’em  right,’  he 
thought,  at  last,  and  motioning  Nellie  to  follow  him,  he 
silently  led  the  way  to  his  grandmother’s  room,  where  their 
knock  was  answered  by  Aunt  Polly’s  gruff  voice,  which 
bade  them  ‘  come  in.’ 

They  obeyed,  but  Nellie  started  back  when  she  saw  how 
greatly  inferior  was  this  room  to  the  others  around  it.  In  an 
instant  her  eye  took  in  everything,  and  she  readily  compre¬ 
hended  the  whole. 

‘  It  isn’t  by  doings,  by  a  jug-full !’  whispered  John  Jr. ,  him¬ 
self  reddening  as  he  noted  the  different  articles  of  furniture 
which  had  never  before  seemed  so  meagre  and  poor. 

On  the  humble  bed,  in  a  half-upright  position,  lay  Mrs. 
Nichols,  white  as  the  snowy  cap-border  which  shaded  her 
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face.  Behind  sat  ’Lena,  supporting  her  head,  and  when 
Nellie  entered,  she  was  carefully  pushing  back  the  few  gray 
locks  which  had  fallen  over  the  invalid’s  forehead,  her  own 
bright  curls  mingling  with  them,  and  resting,  some  on  her 
neck,  and  some  on  her  grandmother’s  shoulders.  A  deep 
flush  dyed  her  cheeeks  when  she  saw  Nellie,  who  thought 
she  had  never  looked  upon  a  sight  more  beautiful. 

‘  I  did  not  know  your  grandmother  was  ill,’  said  she,  com¬ 
ing  forward,  and  gently  touching  the  swollen  hand  which 
lay  outside  the  counterpane. 

Mrs.  Nichols  was  not  too  ill  to  talk,  and  forthwith  she  com¬ 
menced  a  history  of  her  malady,  beginning  at  the  time  she 
first  had  it  when  ’Lena’s  mother  was  a  year  and  a  day  old, 
frequently  quoting  Nancy  Scovandyke,  and  highly  enter¬ 
taining  Nellie,  who  listened  until  warned  by  the  sound  of 
the  carriage,  as  it  came  round  to  the  door,  that  she  must  go. 

‘We  are  going  back  to  Uncle  Atherton’s,’  said  she,  ‘but 
I  wanted  to  bid  you  good-by,  and  ask  you  to  visit  me  in 
Frankfort  with  your  cousins.  Will  you  do  so  ?’ 

This  was  wholly  unexpected  to  ’Lena,  who,  without  reply¬ 
ing,  burst  into  tears.  Nellie  hardly  knew  what  to  do.  She 
seldom  cried  herself — she  did  not  like  to  see  others  cry — and 
still  she  did  not  blame  ’Lena  for  she  felt  that  she  could  not 
help  it.  At  last,  taking  her  hand,  she  bade  her  farewell,  ask¬ 
ing  if  she  should  not  carry  a  good-by  to  the  others. 

‘  Yes,  to  Mabel,’  said  ’Lena. 

‘  And  not  Durward  ?’  asked  Nellie. 

With  something  of  her  old  spirit  ’Lena  answered,  ‘  No ;  he 
hates  me — Carrie  says  so.’ 

‘  Cad’s  a  fool,’  muttered  John  Jr.,  while  Nellie  rejoined, 
‘  Durward  never  hated  anybody,  and  even  if  he  did,  he  would 
not  say  so — I  mean  to  tell  him ;’  and  with  another  good-by 
she  was  gone. 

On  the  stairs  she  met  Durward,  who  was  looking  for  her, 
and  asked  where  she  had  been. 

‘To  bid  ’Lena  good-by ;  don’t  you  want  to  go  too?’  said 
Nellie. 

‘  Why,  yes,  if  you  are  sure  she  won’t  scratch  my  eyes  out,’ 
he  returned,  gaily,  following  his  cousin. 

‘  I  reckon  I’d  better  tell  ’Lena  to  come  out  into  the  hall — 
she  may  not  want  you  in  there,’  said  John  Jr.,  and  hastening 
forward  he  told  his  cousin  what  was  wanted. 

Oh,  how  ’Lena  longed  to  go,  but  pride,  and  the  remem¬ 
brance  of  Carrie’s  words,  prevented  her,  and  coldly  answer- 
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ing,  4  No,  I  don’t  wish  to  see  him,’  she  turned  away  to  hide 
the  tears  and  pain  which  those  words  had  cost  her. 

This  visit  to  grandma  Nichols’  room  was  productive  of 
some  good,  for  John  Jr.  did  not  fail  of  repeating  to  his 
mother  the  impression  which  he  saw  was  made  on  Nellie’s 
mind,  adding,  that  ‘  though  Durward  did  not  venture  in, 
Nellie  would  of  course  tell  him  all  about  it.  And  then,’  said 
he,  ‘  I  wouldn’t  give  much  for  his  opinion  of  your  treatment 
of  your  mother.’ 

Angry,  because  she  felt  the  truth  of  what  her  son  said,  Mrs. 
Livingstone  demanded  ‘what  he’d  have  her  do.’ 

‘  Do  ?’  he  repeated,  ‘  give  grandmother  a  decent  room,  or 
else  fix  that  one  up,  so  it  won’t  look  like  if  the  old  scratch 
had  been  having  a  cotillon  there.  Paper  and  paint  it,  and 
make  it  look  decent.’ 

Upon  this  last  piece  of  advice  Mrs.  Livingstone  resolved 
to  act,  for  recently  several  vague  rumours  had  reached  her 
ear,  touching  her  neglect  of  her  mother-in-law,  and  she  be¬ 
gan  herself  to  think  it  just  possible  that  a  little  of  her 
money  would  be  well  expended  in  adding  to  the  comfort  of 
her  husband’s  mother.  Accordingly,  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Nichols 
was  able  to  sit  up,  her  room  underwent  a  thorough  renova¬ 
tion,  and  though  no  great  amount  of  money  was  expended 
upon  it,  it  was  fitted  up  with  so  much  taste  that  the  poor 
old  lady,  whom  John  Jr.,  ’Lena,  and  Anna  had  adroitly  kept 
out  of  the  way  until  her  room  was  finished,  actually  burst 
into  tears  when  first  ushered  into  her  light,  airy  apartment, 
in  which  everything  looked  so  cheerful  and  pleasant. 

‘  ’Tilda  has  now  and  then  a  good  streak,’  said  she,  while 
Aunt  Milly,  who  had  taken  a  great  deal  of  interest  in  the 
repairing  of  the  room,  felt  inclined  to  change  her  favourite 
theory  with  regard  to  her  mistress’  future  condition. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FIVE  YEARS  LATER. 

AND  in  the  fair  city  of  elms  we  again  open  the  scene.  It 
was  commencement  at  Yale,  and  the  crowd  which  filled 
the  old  Center  church  were  listening  breathlessly  to  the  tide 
of  eloquence  poured  forth  by  the  young  valedictorian. 

Durward  Bellmont,  first  in  his  studies,  first  in  his  class,  and 
first  in  the  esteem  of  his  fellow-students,  had  been  unani 
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mously  chosen  to  that  post  of  honour,  and  as  the  gathered 
multitude  hung  upon  his  words  and  gazed  upon  his  manly 
beauty,  they  felt  that  a  better  choice  could  not  well  have 
been  made.  At  the  right  of  the  platform  sat  a  group  of 
ladies,  friends,  it  would  seem,  of  the  speaker ;  for  ever  and 
anon  his  eyes  turned  in  that  direction,  and  as  if  each  glance 
incited  him  to  fresh  efforts,  his  eloquence  increased,  until  at 
last  no  sound  save  that  of  his  deeptoned  voice  was  heard,  so 
wrapt  was  every  one  in  the  words  of  the  young  orator.  But 
when  his  speech  was  ended,  there  arose  deafening  shouts  of 
applause,  while  bouquets  fell  in  perfect  showers  at  his  feet. 
Among  them  was  one  smaller  and  more  elegant  than  the 
rest,  and  as  if  it  were  more  precious,  too,  ’twas  the  first  which 
Durward  took  from  tbe  floor. 

‘  See,  Carrie,  he  gives  you  the  preference,’  whispered  one 
of  the  young  ladies  on  the  right ;  and  Carrie  Livingstone, 
for  she  it  was,  felt  a  thrill  of  gratified  pride,  when  she  saw 
how  carefully  he  guarded  the  bouquet,  which  during  all  the 
exercises  she  had  made  her  special  care,  calling  attention 
to  it  in  so  many  different  ways  that  hardly  any  one  who  saw 
it  in  Durward’ s  possession,  could  fail  of  knowing  from  what 
source  it  came. 

But  then  everybody  said  they  were  engaged — so  what  did 
it  matter  ?  Everybody  but  John  Jr.,  who  was  John  Jr.  still, 
and  who  while  openly  denying  the  engagement,  teasingly 
hinted  ‘that  ’twas  no  fault  of  Cad’s.’ 

For  the  last  three  years,  Carrie,  Nellie,  Mabel,  and  Anna, 
had  been  inmates  of  the  seminary  in  New  Haven,  and  as  they 
were  now  considered  sufficiently  accomplished  to  enter  at 
once  upon  all  the  gaieties  of  fashionable  life,  J ohn  Jr.  had 
come  on  ‘to  see  the  elephant,’  as  he  said,  and  to  accom¬ 
pany  them  home.  Carrie  had  fulfilled  the  promise  of  her 
girlhood,  and  even  her  brother  acknowledged  that  she  was 
handsome  in  spite  of  her  nose ,  which  like  everybody’s  else, 
still  continued  to  be  the  most' prominent  feature  of  her  face ! 
She  was  proud,  too,  as  well  as  beautiful,  and  throughout 
the  city  she  was  known  as  the  ‘haughty  southern  belle,’ 
admired  by  some  and  disliked  by  many.  Among  the  students 
she  was  not  half  so  popular  as  her  unpretending  sister, 
whose  laughing  blue  eyes  and  sunny  brown  hair  were  often 
toasted,  together  with  the  classical  brow  and  dignified  bear¬ 
ing  of  Nellie  Douglass,  who  had  lost  some  of  the  hoydenish 
propensities  of  her  girlhood,  and  who  was  now  a  graceful, 
elegant  creature  just  merging  into  nineteen — the  pride  of  her 


7G 


’LENA  RIVERS. 


widowed  father,  and  the  idol  still  of  John  Jr.,  whose  boyish 
preference  had  ripened  into  a  kind  of  love  such  as  only  he 
could  feel. 

With  poor  Mabel  Ross  it  had  fared  worse,  her  plain  face 
and  dumpy  little  figure  never  receiving  the  least  attention 
except  from  Durward  Bellmont,  who,  pitying  her  lonely 
condition,  frequently  left  more  congenial  society  for  the 
sake  of  entertaining  her.  Of  any  one  else  Carrie  would 
have  been  jealous,  but  feeling  sure  that  Mabel  had  no  attrac¬ 
tion  save  her  wealth,  and  knowing  that  Durward  did  not 
care  for  that,  she  occasionally  suffered  him  to  leave  her  side, 
always  feeling  amply  repaid  by  the  evident  reluctance  with 
which  he  left  her  society  for  that  of  Mabel’s. 

When  ill-naturedly  rallied  by  his  companions  upon  his 
preference  for  Carrie,  Durward  would  sometimes  laughingly 
refer  them  to  the  old  worn-out  story  of  the  fox  and  the 
grape,  for  to  scarcely  any  one  save  himself  did  Carrie  think 
it  worth  her  while  to  be  even  gracious.  This  conduct  was 
entirely  at  variance  with  her  natural  disposition,  for  she  was 
fond  of  admiration,  come  from  what  source  it  might,  and  she 
would  never  have  been  so  cold  and  distant  to  all  save  Dur¬ 
ward,  had  she  not  once  heard  him  say  that  ‘  he  heartily 
despised  a  Jlirt,  and  that  no  young  lady  could  at  all  interest 
him  if  he  suspected  her  of  being  a  coquette.’ 

This,  then,  was  the  secret  of  her  reserve.  She  was  re¬ 
solved  upon  winning  Durward  Bellmont,  deeming  no  sacri¬ 
fice  too  great  if  in  the  end  it  secured  the  prize.  It  is  true 
there  was  one  sophomore,  a  perfumed,  brainless  fop,  from 
Rockford,  N.Y.,  who,  next  to  Durward,  was  apparently 
most  in  favour,  but  the  idea  of  her  entertaining  even  a 
shadow  of  a  liking  for  Tom  Lakin,  was  too  ludicrous  to  be 
harboured  for  a  moment,  so  his  attentions  went  for  naught, 
public  opinion  uniting  in  giving  her  to  Mr.  Bellmont. 

With  the  lapse  of  years,  Anna,  too,  had  greatly  improved. 
The  extreme  delicacy  of  her  figure  was  gone,  and  though  her 
complexion  was  as  white  and  pure  as  marble,  it  denoted 
perfect  health.  With  John  Jr.  she  was  still  the  favourite 
sister,  the  one  whom  he  loved  the  best.  ‘  Carrie  was  too  stiff 
and  proud,’  he  said,  and  though  when  he  met  her  in  New 
Haven,  after  a  year’s  absence,  his  greeting  was  kind  and 
brotherly,  he  soon  turned  from  her  to  Anna  and  Nellie, 
utterly  neglecting  Mabel,  who  turned  away  to  her  chamber 
to  cry,  because  no  one  cared  for  her. 

Frequently  had  his  mother  reminded  him  of  the  impor- 
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tance  of  securing  a  wealthy  bride,  always  finishing  her  dis¬ 
course  by  speaking  of  Mr.  Douglass’  small  income,  and- en¬ 
larging  upon  the  immense  wealth  of  Mabel  Ross,  whose 
very  name  had  become  disagreeable  to  John  Jr.  At  one 
time  his  father  had  hoped  he,  too,  would  enter  college,  but 
the  young  man  derided  the  idea  of  his  ever  making  a  scholar, 
saying,  however,  more  in  sport  than  in  earnest,  that  ‘he 
was  willing  to  enter  a  store,  or  learn  a  trade,  so  that  in  case 
he  was  ever  obliged  to  earn  his  own  living,  he  would  have 
some  means  of  doing  it but  to  this  his  mother  would  not 
listen.  He  was  her  ‘  darling  boy,’  and  ‘  his  hands,  soft  and 
white  as  those  of  a  girl,  should  never  become  hardened  and 
embrowned  by  labour!’  So,  while  his  sisters  were  away 
at  school,  he  was  at  home,  hunting,  fishing,  riding,  teasing 
his  grandmother,  tormenting  the  servants,  and  shocking 
his  mother  by  threatening  to  make  love  to  his  cousin  ’Lena, 
to  whom  he  was  at  once  a  pest  and  a  comfort,  and  who  now 
claims  a  share  of  our  attention. 

When  it  was  decided  to  send  Carrie  and  Anna  to  New 
Haven,  Mr.  Livingstone  proposed  that  ’Lena  should  also  ac¬ 
company  them,  but  this  plan  Mrs.  Livingstone  opposed  with 
all  her  force,  declaring  that  her  money  should  never  be  spent 
in  educating  the  ‘  beggarly  relatives’  of  her  husband,  who  in 
this,  as  in  numerous  other  matters,  was  forced  to  yield  the 
point.  As  Mr.  Everett’s  services  were  now  no  longer  need¬ 
ed,  he  accepted  the  offer  of  a  situation  in  the  family  of 
General  Fontaine,  a  high-bred,  southern  gentleman,  whose 
plantation  was  distant  but  half  a  mile  from  ‘  Maple  Grove 
and  as  he  there  taught  a  regular  school,  having  under  his 
charge  several  of  the  daughters  of  the  neighbouring  plant¬ 
ers,  it  was  decided  that  ’Lena  also  should  continue  under  his 
instruction. 

Thus  while  Carrie  and  Anna  were  going  through  the  daily 
routine  of  a  fashionable  boarding-school,  ’Lena  was  storing 
her  mind  with  useful  knowledge,  and  though  her  accom¬ 
plishments  were  not  quite  so  showy  as  those  of  her  cousins, 
they  had  in  them  the  ring  of  pure  metal.  Although  her 
charms  were  as  yet  but  partially  developed,  she  was  a  crea¬ 
ture  of  rare  loveliness,  and  many  who  saw  her  for  the  first 
time,  marvelled  that  aught  so  beautiful  could  be  real.  She 
had  never  seen  Durward  Bellmont  since  that  remarkable 
Christmas  week,  but  many  a  time  had  her  cheeks  flushed 
with  a  feeling  which  she  could  not  define,  as  she  read  Anna’s 
accounts  of  the  flattering  attentions  which  he  paid  to  Carrie, 
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who  when  at  home,  still  treated  her  with  haughty  contempt 
or  cool  indifference. 

But  for  this  she  did  not  care.  She  knew  she  was  loved  by 
Anna,  and  liked  by  John  Jr.,  and  she  hoped — nay,  half 
believed — that  she  was  not  wholly  indifferent  to  her  uncle, 
who,  while  he  seldom  made  any  show  of  his  affection,  still 
in  his  heart  admired  and  felt  proud  of  her.  With  his  wife  it 
was  different.  She  hated  ’Lena — hated  her  because  she  was 
beautiful  and  talented,  and  because  in  her  presence  Carrie 
and  Anna  were  ever  in  the  shade.  Still  her  niece  was  too 
general  a  favourite  in  the  neighbourhood  to  allow  of  open 
hostility  at  home,  and  so  the  proud  woman  ground  together 
her  glittering  teeth — and  waited  ! 

Among  the  many  who  admired  ’Lena,  there  was  no  one 
who  gave  her  such  full  and  unbounded  homage  as  did  her 
grandmother,  whose  life  at  Maple  Grove  had  been  one  of 
shadow,  seldom  mingled  with  sunshine.  Gradually  had  she 
learned  the  estimation  in  which  she  was  held  by  her  son’s 
wife,  and  she  felt  how  bitter  it  was  to  eat  the  bread  of  de- 
pendance.  As  far  as  she  was  able,  ’Lena  shielded  her  from 
the  sneers  of  her  aunt,  who,  thinking  she  had  done  all  that 
was  required  of  her  when  she  fixed  their  room,  would  for 
days  and  even  weeks  appear  utterly  oblivious  of  their  pre¬ 
sence,  or  frown  darkly  whenever  chance  threw  them  in  her 
way.  She  had  raised  no  objection  to  ’Lena  continuing  a 
pupil  of  Mr.  Everett,  who,  she  hoped,  would  not  prove  in¬ 
different  to  her  charms,  fancying  that  in  this  way  she  would 
sooner  be  rid  of  one  whom  she  feared  as  a  rival  of  her  daugh¬ 
ters. 

But  she  was  mistaken;  for  much  as  Malcolm  Everett 
might  admire  ’Lena,  another  image  than  hers  was  enshrin¬ 
ed  in  his  heart,  and  most  carefully  guarded  was  the  little 
golden  curl,  cut  in  seeming  sport  from  the  head  it  once 
adorned,  and  now  treasured  as  a  sacred  momento  of  the  past. 
Believing  that  it  would  be  so  because  she  wished  it  to  be  so, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  had  more  than  once  whispered  to  her  fe¬ 
male  friends  her  surmise  that  Malcolm  Everett  would  marry 
’Lena,  and  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  speaking,  it  was 
pretty  generally  understood  that  a  strong  liking,  at  least,  if 
not  an  engagement,  existed  between  them. 

Old  Captain  Atherton,  grown  more  smooth  and  portly, 
rubbed  his  fat  hands  complacently,  and  while  applying 
Twiggs’s  Preparation  to  his  hair,  congratulated  himself  that 
the  only  rival  he  had  ever  feared  was  now  out  of  his  way. 
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Thinking,  too,  that  ’Lena  had  conferred  a  great  favour  upon 
himself  by  taking  Mr.  Everett  from  off  his  mind,  he  became 
exceedingly  polite  to  her,  making  her  little  presents  and  fre¬ 
quently  asking  her  to  ride.  Whenever  these  invitations  were 
accepted,  they  were  sure  to  be  followed  by  a  ludicrous  de¬ 
scription  to  Anna,  who  laughed  merrily  over  her  cousin’s 
letters,  declaring  herself  half  jealous  of  her  ‘gray-haired 
lover,’  as  she  termed  the  captain. 

All  such  communications  were  eagerly  seized  by  Carrie, 
and  fully  discussed  in  the  presence  of  Durward,  who  grad¬ 
ually  received  the  impression  that  ’Lena  was  a  flirt,  a  species 
of  womankind  which  he  held  in  great  abhorrence.  J ust  be¬ 
fore  he  left  New  Haven,  he  received  a  letter  from  his  step¬ 
father,  requesting  him  to  stop  for  a  day  or  two  at  Captain 
Atherton’s  where  he  would  join  him,  as  he  wished  to  look 
at  a  country  seat  near  Mr.  Livingstone’s,  which  was  for 
sale.  This  plan  gave  immense  satisfaction  to  Carrie,  and 
when  her  brother  proposed  that  Durward  should  stop  at 
their  father’s  instead  of  the  captain’s,  she  seconded  the  in¬ 
vitation  so  warmly  that  Durward  finally  consented,  and 
word  was  immediately  sent  to  Mrs.  Livingstone  to  hold  her¬ 
self  in  readiness  to  receive  Mr.  Bellmont. 

‘Oh,  I  do  hope  your  father  will  secure  Woodlawn,’  said 
Carrie,  as  in  the  parlour  of  the  Burnett  house,  Cincinnati, 
*  they  were  discussing  the  proj  ected  purchase. 

The  other  young  ladies  had  gone  out  shopping,  and  John 
Jr.,  who  was  present,  and  who  felt  just  like  teasing  his 
sister,  replied,  ‘  What  do  you  care  ?  Mrs.  Graham  has  no 
daughters,  and  she  won’t  fancy  such  a  chit  as  you ;  so  it  must 
be  Durward’ s  society  that  you  so  much  desire,  but  I  can 
assure  you  that  your  nose  will  be  broken  when  once  he  sees 
our  ’Lena.’ 

Carrie  turned  toward  the  window  to  hide  her  wrath  at 
this  speech,  while  Durward  asked  if  ‘  Miss  Rivers  were  so 
very  handsome  ?’ 

‘  Handsome  V  repeated  John.  ‘  That  don’t  begin  to  express 
it.  Cad  is  what  I  call  handsome ,  but  ’Lena  is  beautiful,  more 
beautiful,  most  beautiful — now  you  have  it  superlatively. 
Such  complexion — such  eyes — such  hail1 — I’ll  be  hanged  if 
I  havn’t  been  more  than  half  in  love  with  her  myself.’ 

‘I  really  begin  to  tremble,’  said  Durward,  laughingly, 
while  Carrie  rejoined,  ‘  You’ve  only  to  make  the  slightest 
advance,  and  your  love  will  be  returned  ten-fold,  for  ’Lena 
is  very  susceptible,  and  already  encourages  several  admirers. 
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‘  There,  my  fair  sister,  you  are  slightly  mistaken,’  inter¬ 
rupted  Johu  Jr.,  who  was  going  on  farther  in  his  remarks, 
when  Durward  asked  if  ‘  she  ever  left  any  marks  of  her  af¬ 
fection,’  referring  to  the  scratch  she  had  given  Carrie ;  who, 
before  her  brother  had  time  to  speak,  replied  that  ‘  the  will 
and  the  claws  remained  the  same,  though  common  decency 
kept  them  hidden  when  it  was  necessary.’ 

‘  That’s  downright  slander,’  said  John  Jr.,  determined  now 
upon  defending  his  cousin.  ‘  ’Lena  has  a  high  temper,  I  ac¬ 
knowledge,  but  she  tries  hard  to  govern  it,  and  for  nearly  two 
years  I’ve  not  seen  her  angry  once,  though  she  had  every  pro¬ 
vocation  under  heaven.’ 

‘  She  knows  when  and  where  to  be  amiable,’  retorted  Car¬ 
rie.  ‘  Any  one  of  her  admirers  would  tell  the  same  story  with 
yourself.’ 

At  this  juncture  John  Jr.  was  called  for  a  moment  from  the 
room,  and  Carrie,  fearing  she  had  said  too  much,  immediately 
apologized  to  Durward,  saying,  ‘  it  was  not  often  that  she 
allowed  herself  to  speak  against  her  cousin,  and  that  she 
should  not  have  done  so  now,  were  not  John  so  much  blind¬ 
ed,  that  her  mother,  knowing  ’Lena’s  ambitious  nature, 
sometimes  seriously  feared  the  consequence.  I  know,’  said 
she,  ‘that  John  fancies  Nellie,  but  ’Lena’s  influence  over  him 
is  very  great.’ 

Durward  made  no  reply,  and  Carrie  continued  :  ‘  I’m  al¬ 
ways  sorry  when  I  speak  about  ’Lena;  she  is  my  cousin, 
and  I  wouldn’t  prejudice  any  one  against  her;  so  you  must 
forget  my  unkind  remarks,  which  would  never  have  been 
uttered  in  the  presence  of  a  stranger.  She  is  handsome  and 
agreeable,  and  you  must  like  her  in  spite  of  what  I  said.’ 

‘  I  cannot  refuse  when  so  fair  a  lady  pleads  her  cause,’  was 
Durward’s  gallant  answer,  and  as  the  other  young  ladies 
then  entered  the  room,  the  conversation  ceased. 

Meanwhile  ’Lena  was  very  differently  employed.  Nearly 
a  year  had  elapsed  since  she  had  seen  her  cousins,  and  her 
heart  bounded  with  joy  at  the  thought  of  meeting  Anna, 
whom  she  dearly  loved.  Carrie  was  to  her  an  object  of  in¬ 
difference,  rather  than  dislike,  and  ofttiines  had  she  thought, 
‘  If  she  would  only  let  me  love  her.’  But  it  could  not  be, 
for  there  was  no  affinity  between  them.  Carrie  was  proud 
and  overbearing — jealous  of  her  high-spirited  cousin,  who, 
as  John  Jr.  had  said,  strove  hard  to  subdue  her  temper,  and 
who  now  seldom  resented  Carrie’s  insults,  except  when  they 
were  levelled  at  her  aged  grandmother. 


’LENA  RIVERS  81 

As  we  have  before  stated,  news  had  been  received  at  Maple 
Grove  that  Durward  would  accompany  her  cousins  homd,  Mr. 
Graham  would,  of  course,  join  him  there,  and  accordingly 
extensive  preparations  were  immediately  commenced.  An 
unusual  degree  of  sickness  was  prevailing  among  the  female 
portion  of  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  servants,  and  the  very  day 
before  the  company  was  expected,  Aunt  Milly,  the  head 
cook,  was  taken  suddenly  ill.  Coaxing,  scolding,  and  threat¬ 
ening  were  alike  ineffectual.  The  old  negress  would  not  say 
she  was  well  when  she  wasn’t,  and  as  Hagar,  the  next  in 
command,  was  also  sick,  ( lazy  as  her  mistress  called  it),  Mrs. 
Livingstone  was  herself  obliged  to  superintend  the  cookery. 

*  Crosser  than  a  bar,’  as  the  little  darkies  said,  she  flew  back 
and  forth,  from  kitchen  to  pantry,  her  bunch  of  keys  rat¬ 
tling,  the  corners  of  her  mouth  drawn  back,  aad  her  hands 
raised  ready  to  strike  at  anything  that  came  in  her  way.  As 
if  there  was  a  fatality  attending  her  movements,  she  was  un¬ 
fortunate  in  whatever  she  undertook.  The  cake  was  burned 
black,  the  custard  curdled,  the  preserves  were  found  to  be 
working,  the  big  preserve  dish  got  broken,  a  thunder  shower 
soured  the  cream,  and  taking  it  all  in  all,  she  really  had 
trouble  enough  to  disconcert  the  most  experienced  house¬ 
keeper.  Still,  the  few  negroes  able  to  assist,  thought  ‘  she 
needn’t  be  so  fetch’ ed  cross.’ 

But  cross  she  was,  feeling  more  than  once  inclined  to  lay 
witchcraft  to  the  charge  of  old  Milly,  who  comfortably  es- 
conced  in  bed,  listened  in  dismay  to  the  disastrous  accounts 
brought  her  from  time  to  time  from  the  kitchen,  mentally 
congratulating  herself  the  while  upon  not  being  within  hear¬ 
ing  of  her  mistress’s  tongue.  Once  Mrs.  Nichols  attempted 
to  help,  but  she  was  repulsed  so  angrily  that  ’Lena  did  not 
presume  to  offer  her  services  until  the  day  of  their  arrival, 
when,  without  a  word,  she  repaired  to  the  chambers,  which 
she  swept  and  dusted,  arranging  the  furniture,  and  making 
every  thing  ready  for  the  comfort  of  the  travellers.  Then 
descending  to  the  parlours,  she  went  through  the  same  pro¬ 
cess  there,  filled  the  vases  with  fresh  flowers,  looped  back 
the  curtains,  opened  the  piano,  wheeled  the  sofa  a  little  to 
the  right,  the  large  chair  a  little  to  the  left,  and  then  going 
to  the  dining-room,  she  set  the  table  in  the  most  perfect 
order,  doing  all  so  quietly  that  her  aunt  knew  nothing  of  it 
till  it  was  done.  Jake,  the  coachman,  had  gone  down  to 
Frankfort  after  them,  and  as  he  was  not  expected  to  return 
until  four,  dinner  was  deferred  until  that  hour. 
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From  sunrise  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  worked  industriously, 
until  her  face  and  temper  were  at  a  boiling  heat.  The 
clock  was  on  the  point  of  striking  three,  and  she  was  bend¬ 
ing  over  a  turkey,  when  ’Lena  ventured  to  approach  her, 
saying,  ‘  I  have  seen  Aunt  Milly  baste  a  turkey  many  a 
time,  and  I  am  sure  I  can  do  it  as  well  as  she.’ 

‘  Well,  what  of  it !’  was  the  uncivil  answer. 

’Lena’s  temper  choked  her’  but  forcing  it  down,  she  re¬ 
plied  :  ‘  Why,  it  is  almost  three,  and  I  thought  perhaps  you 
would  want  to  cool  and  dress  before  they  came.  I  can  see 
to  the  dinner,  I  know  I  can.  Please  let  me  try.’ 

Somewhat  mollified  by  her  niece’s  kind  manner,  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone  resigned  her  post  and  repaired  to  her  own  room, 
while  ’Lena,  confining  her  long  curls  to  the  top  of  her  head, 
and  donning  the  wide  check-apron  which  her  aunt  had 
thrown  aside,  set  herself  at  work  with  a  right  good  will. 

‘What  dat  are  you  say?’  exclaimed  Aunt  Milly,  lifting  her 
woolly  head  from  her  pillow,  and  looking  at  the  little  coloured 
girl,  who  had  brought  to  her  the  news  that  young  ‘  miss 
was  in  de  kitchen.’  ‘  What  dat  ar  you  tellin’  ?  Miss  ’Leny 
pokin’  ’mong  de  pots  and  kittles,  and  dis  ole  nigger  lazin’ 
in  bed  jes  like  white  folks.  Long  as  ’twas  ole  miss,  I  didn’t 
keer.  Good  ’nough  for  her  to  roast,  blister,  and  bile  ;  done 
get  used  to  it,  case  she’s  got  to  in  kingdom  come,  no  mis¬ 
take — he  ! — he !  But  little  Miss  ’Leny,  it’s  too  bad  to  bake 
her  lambs- wool  hands  and  face,  and  all  de  quality  cornin’; 
I’ll  hobble  up  thar,  if  I  can  stand.’ 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word  she  got  out  of  bed,  and 
up  to  the  kitchen,  insisted  upon  taking  ’Lena’s  place,  say¬ 
ing,  ‘  she  could  sit  in  her  chair  and  tell  the  rest  what  to  do.’ 

For  a  time  ’Lena  hesitated,  the  old  woman  seemed  so 
crawling  faint  and  weak,  but  the  sound  of  wheels  decided 
her.  Springing  to  the  sideboard  in  the  dining  room,  she 
brought  Aunt  Milly  a  glass  of  wine,  which  revived  her  so 
much  that  she  now  felt  willing  to  leave  her.  By  this  time 
the  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  to  escape  unobserved  was 
now  her  great  object.  But  this  she  could  not  do,  for  as  she 
was  crossing  the  hall,  Anna  espied  her,  and  darting  forward, 
seized  her  around  the  neck,  at  the  same  time  dragging  her 
toward  Carrie,  who  with  Durward’s  eyes  upon  her,  kissed 
her  twice ;  then  turning  to  him,  she  said,  ‘  I  suppose  you  do 
not  need  an  introduction  to  Miss  Rivers  ?’ 

Durward  was  almost  guilty  of  the  rudeness  of  staring  at 
the  strangeness  of  ’Lena’s  appearance,  for  as  nearly  as  she 
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could  she  looked  like  a  fright.  Bending  over  hot  stoves  and 
boiling  gravies  are  not  beneficial  to  one’s  complexion,  and 
’Lena’s  cheeks,  neck,  forehead,  and  nose  were  of  a  purplish 
red — her  hair  was  tucked  back  in  a  manner  exceedingly 
unbecoming,  whilst  the  broad  check  apron,  which  came 
nearly  to  her  feet,  tended  in  nowise  to  improve  her  appear¬ 
ance.  She  felt  it  keenly,  and  after  returning  Durward’ s 
salutation,  she  broke  away  before  Anna  or  John  Jr.,  who 
were  both  surprised  at  her  looks,  had  time  to  ask  a  question. 

Running  up  to  her  room,  her  first  impulse  was  to  cry,  but 
knowing  that  would  disfigure  her  still  more,  she  bathed 
her  burning  face  and  neck,  brushed  out  her  curls,  threw  on 
a  simple  muslin  dress,  and  started  for  the  parlour,  of  which 
Durward  and  Carrie  were  at  that  moment  the  only  occu¬ 
pants.  As  she  was  passing  the  outer  door,  she  observed 
upon  one  of  the  piazza  pillars  a  half -blown  rose,  and  for  a 
moment  stopped  to  admire  it.  Durward,  who  sat  in  a  cor¬ 
ner,  did  not  see  her,  but  Carrie  did ,  and  a  malicious  feeling 
prompted  her  to  draw  out  her  companion,  who  she  felt  sure 
was  disappointed  in  ’Lena’s  face.  They  were  speaking  of 
a  lady  whom  they  saw  at  Frankfort,  and  whom  Carrie 
pronounced  ‘perfectly  beautiful,’  while  Durward  would 
hardly  admit  that  she  was  even  good-looking. 

‘  I  am  surprised  at  your  taste,’  said  Carrie,  adding,  as  she 
noticed  the  proximity  of  her  cousin,  *  I  think  she  resembles 
’Lena,  and  of  course  you’ll  acknowledge  she  is  beautiful.’ 

‘She  was  beautiful  five  years  ago,  but  she’s  greatly 
changed  since  then,’  answered  Durward,  never  suspecting 
the  exquisite  satisfaction  his  words  aiforded  Carrie,  who 
replied,  ‘  You  had  better  keep  that  opinion  to  yourself,  and 
not  express  it  before  Captain  Atherton,  or  brother  John.’ 

‘Who  takes  my  name  in  vain?  asked  John  Jr.,  himself 
appearing  at  a  side  door. 

‘Oh,  John,’  said  Carrie,  ‘we  were  just  disputing  about 
’Lena.  Durward  does  not  think  her  handsome.’ 

‘Durward  be  hanged  !’  answered  John,  making  a  feint  of 
drawing  from  his  pocket  a  pistol  which  was  not  there.  ‘  What 
fault  has  he  to  find  with  ’Lena  ?’ 

‘  A  little  too  rosy,  that’s  all,’  said  Durward,  laughingly, 
while  John  continued,  ‘She  did  look  confounded  red  and 
dowdyish,  for  her.  I  don’t  understand  it  myself.’ 

Here  the  hem  of  the  muslin  dress  on  which  Carrie’s  eye 
had  all  the  while  been  resting,  disappeared,  and  as  there 
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was  no  longer  an  incentive  for  ill  natured  remarks,  the 
amiable  young  lady  adroitly  changed  the  conversation. 

John  Jr.  also  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  retreating  figure, 
and  started  in  pursuit,  in  the  course  of  his  search  passing 
the  kitchen,  where  he  was  instantly  hailed  by  Aunt  Milly, 
who,  while  bemoaning  her  own  aches  and  pains,  did  not  fail 
to  tell  him  how  ‘  Miss  ’Lena,  like  a  horned  angel  dropped 
right  down  of  ’tarnity,  had  been  in  thar,  burning  her  skin 
to  a  fiery  red,  a-trying  to  get  up  a  tip-top  dinner.’ 

‘  So  ho  !’  thought  the  young  man,  ‘  that  explains  it !’  and 
turning  on  his  heel,  he  walked  back  to  the  house  just  as  the 
last  bell  was  ringing  for  dinner. 

On  entering  the  dining-room,  he  found  all  the  family 
assembled,  except  ’Lena.  She  had  excused  herself  on  the 
plea  of  a  severe  headache,  and  now  in  her  own  room  was 
chiding  herself  for  being  so  much  affected  by  a  remark 
accidentally  overheard.  What  did  she  care  if  Durward  did 
think  her  plain  ?  He  was  nothing  to  her,  and  never  would 
be — and  again  she  bathed  her  head,  which  really  was  aching 
sadly. 

‘  And  so  ’Lena’s  got  the  headache,’  said  John  Jr.  ‘Well,  I 
don’t  wonder,  cooking  all  the  dinner  as  she  did.’ 

‘  What  do  you  mean  ?’  asked  Anna,  while  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone’s  angry  frown  bade  her  son  keep  silence. 

Filial  obedience,  however,  was  not  one  of  John  Jr.’s  car¬ 
dinal  virtues,  and  in  a  few  words  he  repeated  what  Aunt 
Milly  had  told  him,  adding  aside  to  Durward,  ‘  This  explains 
the  extreme  rosiness  which  so  much  offended  your  lordship. 
When  next  you  see  her,  you’ll  change  your  mind.’ 

Suddenly  remembering  that  his  grandmother  had  not  been 
introduced,  he  now  presented  her  to  Durward.  The  Noble's 
blood  had  long  been  forgotten,  but  grandma  was  never  at  a 
loss  for  a  subject,  and  she  commenced  talking,  notwith¬ 
standing  Carrie’s  efforts  to  keep  her  still. 

‘  Now  I  think  on’t,  Car’line,’  said  she  at  last,  turning 
to  her  granddaughter,  ‘  Now,  I  think  on’t,  what  made  you 
propose  to  have  my  dinner  sent  up  to  my  room  P  I  hain’t 
et  there  but  once  this  great  while,  and  that  was  the  day 
General  Fontaine’s  folks  were  here,  and  Matilda  thought  I 
warn’t  able  to  come  down.’ 

Durward’s  half-conceited  smile  showed  that  he  understood 
it  all,  while  John  Jr.,  in  his  element  when  his  grandmother 
was  talking,  managed  to  lead  her  on  until  she  reached  her 
favourite  theme — Nancy  Scovandyke.  Here  a  look  from 
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her  son  silenced  her,  and  as  dinner  was  just  then  over, 
Durward  missed  of  hearing  that  remarkable  lady’s  history. 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  as  the  family  were  sitting  upon  the 
piazza,  ’Lena  joined  them.  Her  headache  had  passed  away, 
leaving  her  face  a  shade  whiter  than  usual.  The  flush  had 
gone  from  her  forehead  and  nose,  but  mindful  of  Durward’ s 
remark,  the  roses  deepened  on  her  cheek,  which  only  increas¬ 
ed  her  loveliness. 

‘  I  acknowledge  that  I  was  wrong — your  cousin  is  beauti¬ 
ful,’  whispered  Durward  to  Carrie,  who,  mentally  hating 
the  beauty  which  had  never  before  struck  her  so  forcibly, 
replied  in  her  softest  tones,  ‘  I  knew  you  would,  and  I  hope 
you’ll  be  equally  ready  to  forgive  her  for  winning  hearts  to 
break  them,  for  with  that  face  how  can  she  help  it  ?’ 

‘  Her  handsome  face  is  no  excuse  for  coquetry,’  answered 
Durward ;  ‘  neither  can  I  think  Miss  Rivers  guilty  of  it. 
At  all  events,  I  mean  to  venture  a  little  nearer,’  and  before 
Carrie  could  frame  a  reasonable  excuse  for  keeping  him  at 
her  side,  he  had  crossed  over  and  taken  a  seat  by  ’Lena,  with 
whom  he  was  soon  in  the  midst  of  an  animated  conversa¬ 
tion,  his  surprise  each  moment  increasing  at  the  depth  of 
intellect  she  displayed,  for  the  beauty  of  her  mind  was 
equal  to  that  of  her  person.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  re¬ 
membrance  of  Carrie’s  insinuations,  his  admiration  would 
have  been  complete.  But  anything  like  coquetry  he  heartily 
despised,  and  one  great  secret  of  his  liking  for  Carrie  was 
her  evident  freedom  from  that  fault.  As  yet,  he  had  seen 
nothing  to  condemn  in  ’Lena’s  conduct.  Wholly  unaffected, 
she  talked  with  him  as  she  would  have  talked  with  any 
stranger,  and  still  there  was  in  her  manner  a  certain  coldness 
for  which  he  could  not  account. 

‘  Perhaps  she  thinks  me  not  worth  the  winning,’  thought 
he,  and  in  spite  of  his  principles,  he  ere  long  found  himself 
exerting  all  his  powers  to  please  and  interest  her. 

About  tea-time,  Captain  Atherton  rode  into  the  yard, 
and  simultaneously  with  his  arrival,  Mr.  Everett  came  also. 
Immediately  remembering  what  he  had  heard,  Durward, 
in  his  eagerness  to  watch  ’Lena,  failed  to  note  the  crimson 
flush  on  Anna’s  usually  pale  cheek,  as  Malcolm  bent  over 
her  with  his  low-spoken,  tender  words  of  welcome,  and  when 
the  phthisicky  captain,  claiming  the  privilege  of  an  old 
friend,  kissed  the  blushing  Anna.  Durward  in  his  blindness 
attributed  the  scornful  expression  of  ’Lena’s  face  to  a  feel¬ 
ing  of  unwillingness  that  any  save  herself  should  share  the 
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attentions  even  of  the  captain  !  And  in  this  impression  he 
was  ere  long  confirmed. 

Drawing  his  chair  up  to  Anna,  Captain  Atherton  managed 
to  keep  Malcolm  at  a  distance,  while  he  himself  wholly 
monopolized  the  young  girl,  who  cast  imploring  glances 
towards  her  cousin,  as  if  asking  for  relief.  Many  a  time,  on 
similar  occasions,  had  ’Lena  claimed  the  attention  of  the 
captain,  for  the  sake  of  leaving  Anna  free  to  converse  with 
Malcolm,  and  now,  understanding  what  was  wanted  of  her, 
she  nodded  in  token  that  she  would  come  to  her  rescue. 
Just  then  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  had  kept  an  eye  upon  her 
niece,  drew  near,  and  as  she  seemed  to  want  a  seat,  ’Lena 
instantly  arose  and  offered  hers,  going  herself  to  the  place 
where  the  captain  was  sitting.  Ere  long,  her  lively  sallies 
and  the  captain’s  loud  laugh  began  to  attract  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone’s  attention,  and  observing  that  Durward’s  eyes  were 
frequently  drawn  that  way,  she  thought  proper  to  make 
some  remarks  concerning  the  impropriety  of  her  niece’s 
conduct. 

‘  I  do  wish,’  said  she,  apparently  speaking  more  to  herself 
than  to  Durward,  ‘  I  do  wish  ’Lena  would  learn  discretion, 
and  let  Captain  Atherton  alone,  when  she  knows  how  much 
her  behaviour  annoys  Mr.  Everett.’ 

‘  Is  Mr.  Everett  anything  to  her  ?’  asked  Durward,  half 
hoping  that  she  would  not  confirm  what  Carrie  had  before 
hinted. 

‘  If  he  isn’t  he  ought  to  be,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone, 
with  an  ominous  shake  of  the  head.  ‘  Eumour  says  they  are 
engaged,  and  though  when  questioned  she  denies  it,  she 
gives  people  abundant  reason  to  think  so,  and  yet  every 
chance  she  gets,  she  flirts  with  Captain  Atherton,  as  you 
see  her  doing  now.’ 

‘  What  can  she  or  any  other  young  girl  possibly  want  of 
that  old  man  ?’  asked  Durward,  laughing  at  the  very  idea. 

‘  He  is  rich.  ’Lena  is  poor,  proud,  and  ambitious — there 
lies  the  secret,’  was  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  reply,  and  thinking 
she  had  said  enough  for  the  present,  she  excused  herself, 
while  she  went  to  give  orders  concerning  supper. 

John  Jr.,  and  Carrie,  too,  had  disappeared,  and  thus  left 
to  himself,  Durward  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  watch  ’Lena, 
who,  as  she  saw  symptoms  of  desertion  in  the  anxious 
glances  which  the  captain  cast  towards  Anna,  redoubled  her 
exertions  to  keep  him  at  her  side,  thus  confirming  Durward 
in  the  belief  that  she  really  was  what  her  aunt  and  Carrie 
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had  represented  her  to  be.  ‘  Poor,  proud,  and  ambitious,’ 
rang  in  his  ears,  and  as  he  mistook  the  mischievous  look 
which  ’Lena  frequently  sent  towards  Anna  and  Malcolm, 
for  a  desire  to  see  how  the  latter  was  affected  by  her  con¬ 
duct,  he  thought,  ‘Fickle  as  fair,’  at  the  same  time  con¬ 
gratulating  himself  that  he  had  obtained  an  insight  into 
her  real  character  ere  her  exceeding  beauty  and  agreeable 
manners  had  made  any  particular  impression  upon  him. 

Knowing  she  had  done  nothing  to  offend  him,  and  feeling 
piqued  at  his  indifference,  ’Lena  in  turn  treated  him  so  coldly, 
that  even  Carrie  was  satisfied  with  the  phase  which  affairs 
had  assumed,  and  that  night,  in  the  privacy  of  her  mother’s 
dressing-room,  expressed  her  pleasure  that  matters  were 
progressing  so  finely. 

‘  You’ve  no  idea,  mother,’  said  she,  ‘  how  much  he  detests 
any  thing  like  coquetry.  Nellie  Douglass  thinks  it’s  a  kind 
of  monomania  with  him,  and  I  am  inclined  to  believe  it  is  so.’ 

‘  In  that  case,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  it  behoves 
you  in  his  presence  to  be  very  careful  how  you  demean 
yourself  towards  other  gentlemen.’ 

‘  I  hav’nt  lived  nineteen  years  for  nothing,’  said  Carrie, 
folding  her  soft  white  hands  complacently  one  over  the 
other. 

‘Speaking  of  Nellie  Douglass,’  continued  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  who  had  long  desired  this  interview  with  her  daugh¬ 
ter,  ‘  speaking  of  Nellie,  reminds  me  of  your  brother,  who 
seems  perfectly  crazy  about  her.’ 

‘  And  what  if  he  does  ?’  asked  Carrie,  her  thoughts 
far  more  intent  upon  Durward  Bellmont  than  her  brother. 
‘  Isn’t  Nellie  good  enough  for  him  ?’ 

‘Yes,  good  enough,  I  admit,’  returned  her  mother,  ‘  but  I 
think  I  can  find  a  far  more  suitable  match — Mabel  Ross,  for 
instance.  Her  fortune  is  said  to  be  immense,  while  Mr. 
Douglass  is  worth  little  or  nothing.’ 

‘  When  you  bring  about  a  union  between  John  Living¬ 
stone  Jr.  and  Mabel  Ross,  I  shall  have  full  confidence  in 
your  powers  to  do  anything,  even  to  the  marrying  of  Anna 
and  Grandfather  Atherton,’  answered  Carrie,  to  whom  her 
mother’s  schemes  were  no  secret. 

‘  And  that,  too,  I’ll  effect,  rather  than  see  her  thrown 
away  upon  a  low-bred  northener,  who  shall  never  wed  her — 
never;’  and  the  haughty  woman  pAced  up  and  down  her 
room,  devising  numerous  ways  by  which  her  long-cherished 
three-fold  plan  should  be  effected, 
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The  next  morning,  Durward  arose  much  earlier  than  was 
his  usual  custom,  and  going  out  into  the  garden  he  came 
suddenly  upon  ’Lena.  ‘  This,’  said  he,  ‘  is  a  pleasure  which 
I  did  not  expect  when  I  rather  unwillingly  tore  myself  from 

my  pillow.' 

All  the  coldness  of  the  night  before  was  gone,  but  ’Lena 
could  not  so  soon  forget,  and  quite  indifferently  she  answered, 
that  ‘  she  learned  to  rise  early  among  the  New  England 
hills.’ 

‘  An  excellent  practice,  and  one  which  more  of  our  young 
ladies  would  do  well  to  imitate,’  returned  Durward,  at  the 
same  time  speaking  of  the  beautifying  effect  which  the  morn¬ 
ing  air  had  upon  her  complexion. 

’Lena  reddened,  for  she  recalled  his  words  of  yesterday 
concerning  her  plainness,  and  somewhat  sharply  she  replied, 
that  ‘any  information  regarding  her  personal  appearance 
was  wholly  unnecessary,  as  she  knew  very  well  how  she 
looked.’ 

Durward  bit  his  lip,  and  resolving  never  to  compliment 
her  again,  walking  on  in  silence  at  her  side,  while  ’Lena, 
repenting  of  her  hasty  words,  and  desirous  of  making 
amends,  exerted  herself  to  be  agreeable ;  and  by  the  time 
the  breakfast-bell  rang,  Durward  mentally  pronounced  her 
‘  a  perfect  mystery,’  which  he  would  take  delight  in  unravel¬ 
ling  ! 


CHAPTER  X. 

ME.  AND  MRS.  GRAHAM. 

BREAKFAST  had  been  some  time  over,  when  the  roll  of 
carriage  wheels  and  a  loud  ring  at  the  door,  announced 
the  arrival  of  Mr.  Graham,  who,  true  to  his  appointment 
with  Durward,  had  come  up  to  meet  him,  accompanied  by 
Mrs.  Graham.  This  lady,  who  could  boast  of  having  once 
been  the  bride  of  an  English  lord,  to  say  nothing  of  belong¬ 
ing  to  the  ‘  very  first  family  of  Virginia,’  was  a  sort  of  bug¬ 
bear  to  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who,  haughty  and  overbearing  to 
her  equals,  was  nevertheless  cringing  and  cowardly  in  the 
presence  of  those  whom  she  considered  her  superiors.  Never 
having  seen  Mrs.  Graham,  her  ideas  concerning  her  were 
quite  elevated,  and  now  when  she  came  unexpectedly,  it 
quite  overcame  her.  Unfortunately,  too,  she  was  this  morn¬ 
ing  suffering  from  a  nervous  headache,  the  result  of  the 
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excitement  and  late  hours  of  the  night  before,  and  on 
learning  that  Mrs.  Graham  was  in  the  parlour,  she  fell  back 
in  her  rocking  chair,  and  between  a  groan  and  a  sigh,  de¬ 
clared  her  utter  inability  to  see  her  at  present,  saying  that 
Carrie  must  play  the  part  of  hostess  until  such  time  as 
she  felt  composed  enough  to  undertake  it. 

*  Oh,  I  can’t — I  shan't — that  ends  it !’  said  Carrie,  who, 
though  a  good  deal  dressed  on  Durward’s  account,  still  felt 
anxious  to  give  a  few  more  finishing  touches  to  her  toilet, 
and  to  see  if  her  hair  and  complexion  were  all  right,  ere 
she  ventured  into  the  august  presence  of  her  ‘  mother- 
in-law  elect,’  as  she  confidently  considered  Mrs.  Graham. 

‘  Anna  must  go  then,’  persisted  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who 
knew  full  well  how  useless  it  would  be  to  press  Carrie  far¬ 
ther.  ‘  Anna  must  go — where  is  she  ?  Call  her  ’Lena.’ 

But  Anna  was  away  over  the  fields,  enjoying  with  Mr. 
Everett  a  walk  which  had  been  planned  the  night  previous, 
and  when  ’Lena  returned  with  the  intelligence  that  she  was 
nowhere  to  be  found,  her  aunt  in  great  distress,  exclaimed 
‘  Mercy  me !  what  will  Mrs.  Graham  think — and  Mr. 
Livingstone,  too,  keeps  running  back  and  forth  for  some¬ 
body  to  entertain  her.  What  shall  I  do?  I  can’t  go  in 
looking  so  yellow  and  so  jaded  as  I  now  do !’ 

’Lena’s  first  thought  was  to  bring  her  aunt’s  powder-ball, 
as  the  surest  way  of  remedying  the  yellow  skin,  but  knowing 
that  such  an  act  would  be  deeply  resented,  she  quickly  re¬ 
pressed  the  idea,  offering  instead  to  go  herself  to  the  parlour. 

You  !  What  could  you  say  to  her  ?’  returned  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone,  to  whom  the  proposition  was  not  altogether  dis¬ 
pleasing. 

‘  I  can  at  least  answer  her  questions,’  returned  ’Lena, 
and  after  a  moment  her  aunt  consented,  wondering  all  the 
while  how  ’Lena,  in  her  plain  gingham  wrapper  and  linen 
collar,  could  be  willing  to  meet  the  fashionable  Mrs.  Graham. 

‘But  then,’  thought  she,  ‘she  has  so  little  sensibility,  I 
don’t  s’pose  she  cares !  and  why  should  she  ?  Mrs.  Graham 
will  of  course  look  upon  her  as  only  a  little  above  a  servant’ 
— and  with  this  complimentary  reflection  upon  her  niece, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  retired  to  her  dressing  room,  while  ’Lena, 
with  a  beating  heart  and  slightly  heightened  colour,  re¬ 
paired  to  the  parlour. 

On  a  sofa  by  the  window  sat  Mrs.  Graham,  and  the  mo¬ 
ment  ’Lena’s  eyes  fell  upon  her,  her  fears  vanished,  while 
she  could  hardly  repress  a  smile  at  the  idea  of  being  afraid 
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of  her.  She  was  a  short,  dumpy,  florid-looking  woman, 
showily,  and  as  ’Lena  thought,  over  dressed  for  morning,  as 
her  person  was  covered  with  jewelry,  which  flashed  and 
sparkled  with  every  movement.  Her  forehead  was  very  low, 
and  marked  by  a  scowl  of  discontent,  which  was  habitual, 
for  with  everything  to  make  her  happy,  Mrs.  Graham  was 
far  from  being  so.  Exceeding  nervous  and  fidgety,  she  was 
apt  to  see  only  the  darker  side,  and  when  her  husband  and 
son,  who  were  of  exactly  opposite  temperaments,  strove  to 
laugh  her  into  good  spirits,  they  generally  made  the  matter 
worse,  as  she  usually  reproached  them  with  having  no  feel¬ 
ing  or  sympathy  for  her. 

Accustomed  to  a  great  deal  of  attention,  she  had  fretted 
herself  into  quite  a  fever  at  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  apparent 
lack  of  courtesy  in  not  hastening  to  receive  her,  and  when 
’Lena’s  light  step  was  heard  in  the  hall,  she  turned  towards 
the  door  with  a  frown  which  seemed  to  ask  why  she  had  not 
come  sooner.  Durward,  who  was  present,  immediately  in¬ 
troduced  his  mother,  at  the  same  time  admiring  the  extreme 
dignity  of  ’Lena’s  manner  as  she  received  the  lady’s  greet¬ 
ing,  apologizing  for  her  aunt’s  non-appearance,  saying  ‘  she 
was  suffering  from  a  severe  head-ache,  and  begged  to  be 
excused  for  an  hour  or  so.’ 

‘  Quite  excusable,’  returned  Mrs.  Graham,  at  the  same 
time  saying  something  in  a  low  tone  about  it’s  not  being 
her  wish  to  stop  there  so  early,  as  she  knew  she  was  not  ex¬ 
pected. 

‘  But  perfectly  welcome,  nevertheless,’  ’Lena  hastened  to 
say,  thinking  that  for  the  time  being  the  reputation  of  her 
uncle’s  house  was  resting  upon  her  shoulders. 

‘  I  dare  say,’  was  Mrs.  Graham’s  ungracious  answer,  and 
then  her  little  gray,  deep-set  eyes  rested  upon  ’Lena,  won¬ 
dering  if  she  were  ‘  a  governess  or  what  ?’  and  thinking  it 
strange  that  she  should  seem  so  perfectly  possessed. 

Insensibly,  too,  ’Lena’s  manner  won  upon  her,  for  spite 
of  her  fretfulness,  Mrs.  Graham  at  heart  was  a  kindly- 
disposed  woman.  Ill  health  and  long  years  of  dissipation 
had  helped  to  make  her  what  she  was.  Besides  this,  she 
was  not  quite  happy  in  her  domestic  relations,  for  though 
Mr.  Graham  possessed  all  the  requisites  of  a  kind  and  affec¬ 
tionate  husband,  he  could  not  remove  from  her  mind  the 
belief  that  he  liked  others  better  than  he  did  herself !  ’Twas 
in  vain  that  he  alternately  laughed  at  and  reasoned  with 
her  on  the  subject.  She  was  not  to  be  convinced,  and  so 
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poor  Mr.  Graham,  who  was  really  exceedingly  polite  and 
affable  to  the  ladies,  was  almost  constantly  provoking  the 
green-eyed  monster  by  his  attentions  to  some  one  of  the  fair 
sex.  In  spite  of  his  mighty  ‘  Caudle’  lectures,  he  would 
transgress  again  and  again,  until  his  wife’s  patience  was 
exhausted,  and  now  she  affected  to  have  given  him  up, 
turning  for  comfort  and  affection  towards  Durward,  who 
was  her  special  delight,  ‘  the  very  apple  of  her  eye — he  was 
so  much  like  his  father,  Sir  Arthur,  who  during  the  whole 
year  that  she  lived  with  him  had  never  once  given  her  cause 
for  jealousy.’ 

Just  before  ’Lena  entered  the  parlour,  Mr.  Graham  had 
for  a  moment  stepped  out  with  Mr.  Livingstone,  but  soon 
returning,  he,  too,  was  introduced  to  the  young  lady.  It 
was  strange,  considering  ’Lena’s  uncommon  beauty,  that 
Mrs.  Graham  did  not  watch  her  husband’s  manner,  but  for 
once  in  her  life  she  felt  no  fears,  and  looking  from  the  win¬ 
dow,  she  failed  to  note  the  sudden  pallor  which  overspread 
his  face  when  Mr.  Livingstone  presented  to  him  ‘  Miss  Rivers 
— my  niece.’ 

Mr.  Graham  was  a  tall,  finely-formed  man,  with  a  broad, 
good-humoured  face,  whose  expression  instantly  demanded 
respect  from  strangers,  while  his  pleasant,  affable  deport¬ 
ment  universally  won  the  friendship  of  all  who  knew  him. 
And  ’Lena  was  not  an  exception  to  the  general  rule,  for  the 
moment  his  warm  hand  grasped  hers,  and  his  kindly  beam¬ 
ing  eye  rested  upon  her,  her  heart  went  towards  him  as  a 
friend,  while  she  wondered  why  he  looked  at  her  so  long 
and  earnestly,  twice  repeating  her  name — 4  Miss  Rivers — 
Ewers.' 

From  the  first,  ’Lena  had  recognized  him  as  the  same  gen¬ 
tleman  whom  Durward  had  called  father  in  the  cars  years 
ago,  and  when,  as  if  to  apologize  for  his  singular  conduct, 
he  asked  if  they  had  never  met  before,  she  referred  him  to 
that  time,  saying  4  she  thought  it  strange  that  he  should  re¬ 
member  her.’ 

4  Old  acquaintances — ah — indeed !’  and  little  Mrs.  Graham 
nodded  and  fanned,  while  her  round,  florid  face  grew  more 
florid,  and  her  linen  cambric  went  up  to  her  forehead  as  if 
trying  to  smooth  out  the  scowl  which  was  of  too  long  stand¬ 
ing  to  be  removed,  or  to  be  smoothed. 

4  Yes  my  dear,’  said  Mr.  Graham,  turning  towards  his  wife, 
‘  I  had  entirely  forgotten  the  circumstance,  but  it  seems  I  saw 
her  in  the  cars  when  we  took  our  eastern  tour  six  or  seven 
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years  ago.  You  were  quite  a  little  girl  tlien’ — turning  to 
’Lena. 

‘  Only  ten,’  was  the  reply,  and  Mrs.  Graham,  ashamed 
of  herself  and  anxious  to  make  amends,  softened  consider¬ 
ably  towards  ’Lena,  asking  ‘  how  long  she  had  lived  in  Ken¬ 
tucky — where  she  used  to  live — and  where  her  mother  was.’ 

At  this  question,  Mr.  Graham,  who  was  talking  with  Mr. 
Livingstone,  suddenly  stopped. 

‘  My  mother  is  dead,’  answered  ’Lena. 

‘  And  your  father  ?’ 

‘Gone  to  Canada!’  interrupted  Durward,  who  had  heard 
vague  rumours  of  ’Lena’s  parentage,  and  who  did  not  quite 
like  his  mother’s  being  so  inquisitive. 

Mrs.  Graham  laughed ;  she  always  did  at  whatever  Dur¬ 
ward  said ;  while  Mr.  Graham  replied  to  a  remark  made  by 
Mr.  Livingstone  some  time  before.  Here  John  Jr.  appeared, 
and  after  being  formally  introduced,  he  seated  himself  by  his 
cousin,  addressing  to  her  some  trivial  remark,  and  calling  her 
'Lena.  It  was  well  for  Mr.  Graham’s  after-peace  that  his 
wife  was  just  then  too  much  engrossed  with  Durward  to 
observe  the  effect  which  that  name  produced  upon  him. 

Abruptly  rising  he  turned  toward  Mr.  Livingstone,  saying, 
‘  You  were  telling  me  about  a  fine  species  of  cactus  which 
you  have  in  your  yard — suppose  we  go  and  see  it.’ 

The  cactus  having  been  duly  examined,  praised,  and  com¬ 
mented  upon,  Mr.  Graham  casually  remarked,  ‘  Your  niece 
is  a  fine-looking  girl — ’Lena,  I  think  your  son  called  her  ?’ 

‘  Yes,  or  Helena,  which  was  her  mother’s  name.’ 

*  And  her  mother  was  your  sister,  Helen  Livingstone  ?’ 

‘  No,  sir,  Nichols.  I  changed  my  name  to  gratify  a  fancy  of 
my  wife,’  returned  Mr.  Livingstone,  thinking  it  better  to  tell 
the  truth  at  once. 

Again  Mr.  Graham  bent  over  the  cactus,  inspecting  it 
minutely,  and  keeping  his  face  for  a  long  time  concealed  from 
his  friend,  whose  thoughts,  as  was  usually  the  case  when  his 
sister  was  mentioned,  were  far  back  in  the  past.  When  at 
last  Mr.  Graham  lifted  his  head,  there  were  no  traces  of  the 
stormy  emotions  which  had  shaken  his  very  heart-strings, 
and  with  a  firm,  composed  step  he  walked  back  to  the  par¬ 
lour,  where  he  found  both  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie  just 
paying  their  respects  to  his  lady. 

Nothing  could  be  more  marked  than  the  difference  between 
Carrie’s  and  ’Lena’s  manner  towards  Mrs.  Graham.  Even 
Durward  noticed  it,  and  while  he  could  not  sufficiently  ad- 
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mire  the  self-possession  of  the  latter,  who  in  her  simple 
morning  wrapper  and  linen  collar  had  met  his  mother  on 
perfectly  equal  terms,  he  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  felt  a 
kind  of  contempt,  (pity  he  called  it,)  for  Carrie,  who,  in  an 
elegantly  embroidered  double-gown  confined  by  a  rich  cord 
and  tassels,  which  almost  swept  the  floor,  treated  his  mother 
with  a  fawning  servility  as  disgusting  to  him  as  it  was  pleas 
ing  to  the  lady  in  question.  Accustomed  to  the  utmost  de¬ 
ference  on  account  of  her  wealth  and  her  husband’s  station, 
Mrs.  Graham  had  felt  as  if  something  were  withheld  from 
her,  when  neither  Mrs.  Livingstone  nor  her  daughters  rush¬ 
ed  to  receive  and  welcome  her ;  but  now  all  was  forgotten, 
for  nothing  could  be  more  flattering  than  their  attentions. 
Both  mother  and  daughter  having  the  son  in  view,  did  their 
best,  and  when  at  last  Mrs.  Graham  asked  to  be  shown  to 
her  room,  Carrie,  instead  of  ringing  for  a  servant,  offered  to 
conduct  her  thither  herself;  whereupon  Mrs.  Graham  laid 
her  hand  caressingly  upon  her  shoulders,  calling  her  a  ‘  dear 
little  pet,’  and  asking  ‘  where  she  stole  those  bright,  naughty 
eyes  ?’ 

A  smothered  laugh  from  J ohn  Jr.  and  a  certain  low  nasal 
sound  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  producing  when  desirous 
of  reminding  his  sister  of  her  nose ,  made  the  ‘  bright,  naughty 
eyes’  flash  so  angrily,  that  even  Durward  noticed  it,  and 
wondered  if  ’Lena’s  temper  had  not  been  transferred  to  her 
cousin. 

‘  That  young  girl — ’Lena,  I  think  you  call  her — is  a  relative 
of  yours,’  said  Mrs.  Graham  to  Carrie,  as  they  were  ascend¬ 
ing  the  stairs. 

‘  Ye-es,  our  cousin,  I  suppose,’  answered  Carrie. 

‘  She  bears  a  very  aristocratic  name,  that  of  Rivers — does 
she  belong  to  a  Virginia  family  ?’ 

Carrie  looked  mysterious  and  answered,  ‘  I  never  knew 
anything  of  her  father,  and  indeed,  I  reckon  no  one  does’ — 
then  after  a  moment  she  added,  ‘  Almost  every  family  has  , 
some  objectionable  relative,  with  which  they  could  willingly 
dispense.’ 

‘  Very  true,’  returned  Mrs.  Graham.  *  What  a  pity  we 
couldn’t  all  have  been  born  in  England !  There,  dear,  you 
can  leave  me  now.’ 

Accordingly  Carrie  started  for  the  parlour,  meeting  in  the 
hall  her  mother,  who  was  in  a  sea  of  trouble  concerning 
the  dinner.  ‘  Old  Milly,’  she  said,  ‘  had  gone  to  bed  out  of 
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pure  hatefulness,  pretending  she  had  got  a  collapse ,  as  she 
called  it.’ 

‘  Can’t  Hagar  do  ?’  asked  Carrie,  anxious  that  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham’s  first  dinner  with  them  should  he  in  style. 

‘  Yes,  hut  she  can’t  do  everything — somebody  must  super¬ 
intend  her,  and  as  for  burning  myself  brown  over  the  dishes 
and  then  coming  to  the  table,  I  won’t.’ 

‘  Why  not  make  ’Lena  go  into  the  kitchen — ’twon’t  hurt  her 
to-day  more  than  it  did  yesterday,’  suggested  Carrie. 

‘  A  good  idea,’  returned  her  mother,  and  stepping  to  the 
parlour  door  she  called  ’Lena  from  the  most  interesting  con¬ 
versation  with  Mr.  Graham,  who,  the  moment  his  wife  was 
gone,  had  taken  a  seat  by  her  side,  and  now  seemed  oblivious 
to  all  else  save  her. 

There  was  a  strange  tenderness  in  the  tones  of  his  voice  and 
in  the  expression  of  his  eyes  as  they  rested  upon  her,  and 
Durward,  who  well  knew  his  mother's  peculiarities,  felt  glad 
that  she  was  not  present,  while  at  the  same  time  he  wonder¬ 
ed  that  his  father  should  appear  so  deeply  interested  in  an 
entire  stranger. 

‘  ’Lena,  I  wish  to  speak  with  you,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone, 
appearing  at  the  door,  and  ’Lena,  gracefully  excusing  her¬ 
self,  left  the  room,  wliile  Mr.  Graham  commenced  pacing  the 
floor  in  a  slow,  abstracted  manner,  ever  and  anon  wiping 
away  the  beaded  drops  which  stood  thickly  on  his  forehead. 

Meantime,  ’Lena  having  learned  for  what  she  was  want¬ 
ed,  went  without  a  word  to  the  kitchen,  though  her  proud 
nature  rebelled,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  force 
down  the  bitter  spirit  she  felt  rising  within  her.  Had  her 
aunt  or  Carrie  shared  her  labours,  or  had  the  former  asked 
instead  of  commanded  her  to  go,  she  would  have  done  it 
willingly.  But  now  in  quite  a  perturbed  state  of  mind  she 
bent  over  pastry  and  pudding,  scarcely  knowing  which  was 
which,  until  a  pleasant  voice  at  her  side  made  her  start,  and 
looking  up  she  saw  Anna,  who  had  just  returned  from  her 
walk,  and  who  on  learning  how  matters  stood,  declared  her 
intention  of  helping  too. 

‘  If  there’s  anything  I  like,  it’s  being  in  a  muss,’  said  she, 
and  throwing  aside  her  leghorn  flat,  pinning  up  her  sleeves, 
and  fastening  back  her  curls  in  imitation  of  ’Lena,  she  was 
soon  up  to  her  elbows  in  cooking — her  dress  literally  cover¬ 
ed  with  flour,  eggs,  and  cream,  and  her  face  as  red  as  the 
currant  jelly  which  Hagar  brought  from  the  china  closet. 
‘There’s  a  pie  fit  for  a  queen  or  Lady  Graham  either,’ 
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said  she,  depositing  in  the  huge  oven  her  first  attempt  in 
the  pie  line. 

But  alas !  Malcolm  Everett’s  words  of  love  spoken  beneath 
the  wide-spreading  sycamore  were  still  ringing  in  Anna’s 
ears,  so  ’twas  no  wonder  she  salted  the  custard  instead  of 
sweetening  it.  But  no  one  noticed  the  mistake,  and  when 
the  pie  was  done,  both  ’Lena  and  Hagar  praised  its  white, 
uncurdled  appearance. 

‘Now  we  shall  just  have  time  to  change  our  dresses,’ 
said  Anna,  when  everything  pertaining  to  the  dinner  was  in 
readiness,  but  ’Lena,  knowing  how  flushed  and  heated  she 
was,  and  remembering  Durward’s  distaste  of  high  colours, 
announced  her  determination  of  not  appearing  at  the  table. 

1 1  shall  see  that  grandma  is  nicely  dressed,’  said  she,  ‘  and 
you  must  look  after  her  a  little,  for  I  shall  not  come  down.’ 

So  saying  she  ran  up  to  her  room,  where  she  found  Mrs. 
Nichols,  in  a  great  state  of  fermentation  to  know  ‘  who  was 
below,  and  what  the  doin’s  was.  I  should  of  gone  down,’ 
said  she,  ‘  but  I  know’d  ’Tilda  would  be  madder’ n  a  hornet.’ 

’Lena  commended  her  discretion  in  remaining  where  she 
was,  and  then  informing  her  that  Mr.  Bellmont’s  father 
and  mother  were  there,  she  proceeded  to  make  some  altera¬ 
tions  in  her  dress.  The  handsome  black  silk  and  neat  lace 
cap,  both  the  Christmas  gift  of  John  Jr.,  were  donned,  and 
then,  staff  in  hand,  the  old  lady  started  for  the  dining-room, 
’Lena  giving  her  numerous  charges  not  to  talk  much,  and  on 
no  account  to  mention  her  favourite  topic — Nancy  Scovan- 
dyke ! 

‘Nancy’s  as  good  any  day  as  Miss  Graham,  if  she  did 
marry  a  live  lord,’  was  grandma’s  mental  comment,  as  the 
last  mentioned  lady,  rustling  in  a  heavy  brocade  and  loaded 
down  with  jewelry,  took  her  place  at  the  table. 

Purposely,  Mrs.  Livingstone  omitted  an  introduction,  which 
her  husband,  through  fear  of  her,  perhaps,  failed  to  give. 
But  not  so  with  John  Jr.  To  be  sure,  he  cared  not  a  fig,  on 
his  grandmother’s  account,  whether  she  were  introduced  or 
not,  for  he  well  knew  she  would  not  hesitate  to  make  their 
acquaintance ;  but  knowing  how  it  would  annoy  his  mother 
and  Carrie,  he  called  out  in  a  loud  tone,  ‘  My  grandmother, 
Mrs.  Nichols— Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham.’ 

Mr.  Graham  started  so  quickly  that  his  wife  asked  ‘  if  any¬ 
thing  stung  him. 

‘  Yes — no,’  said  he,  at  the  same  time  indicating  that  ’twas 
not  worth  while  to  mind  it. 
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‘  Got  stung,  have  you  ?’  said  Mrs.  Nichols.  ‘  Mebby 
’twas  a  humble-bee — seems ’s  ef  I  smelt  one ;  but  like  enough 
it’s  the  scent  on  Car’line’s  handkercher.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  frowned  majestically,  but  it  was  entirely 
lost  on  grandma,  who,  after  a  time,  forgetful  of  ’Lena’s  cau¬ 
tion,  said,  ‘  I  b’lieve  they  say  you’re  from  Virginny !’ 

‘  Yes,  madam,  Virginia  is  my  native  state,’  returned  Mrs. 
Graham,  clipping  olf  each  word  as  if  it  were  burning  her 
tongue. 

‘  Anywheres  near  Richmond  ?’  continued  Mrs.  Nichols. 

‘  I  was  born  in  Richmond,  madam.’ 

‘  Law,  now !  who  knows  but  you’re  well  acquainted  with 
Nancy  Scovandyke’ s  kin  ?’ 

Mrs.  Graham  turned  as  red  as  the  cranberry  sauce  upon  her 
plate,  as  she  replied,  ‘  I’ve  not  the  honour  of  knowing  either 
Miss  Scovandyke  or  any  of  her  relatives.’ 

‘Wall,  she’s  a  smart,  likely  gal,  or  woman,  I  s’pose  you’d 
call  her,  bein’  she’s  just  the  age  of  my  son.’ 

Here  Mrs.  Nichols,  suddenly  remembering  ’Lena’s  charge, 
stopped,  but  John  Jr.,  who  loved  to  see  the  fun  go  on,  start¬ 
ed  her  again,  by  asking  what  relatives  Miss  Scovandyke  had 
in  Virginia. 

‘  ’Leny  told  me  not  to  mention  Nancy,  but  bein’  you’ve 
asked  a  civil  question,  ’tain’t  more’n  fair  for  me  to  answer  it. 
Better’n  forty  year  ago  Nancy’s  mother’s  aunt — ’ 

‘Which  would  be  Miss  Nancy’s  great-aunt,’  interrupted 
John  Jr. 

‘  Bless  the  boy,’  returned  the  old  lady,  ‘  he’s  got  the 
Nichols’  head  for  figgerin’.  Yes,  Nancy’s  great-aunt,  though 
she  was  six  years  and  two  months  younger’n  Nancy’s  mother. 
Wall,  as  I  was  sayin’,  she  went  off  to  Virginny  to  teach 
music.  She  was  prouder’ n  Lucifer,  and  after  a  spell  she 
married  a  southerner,  rich  as  a  Jew,  and  then  she  never  took 
no  more  notice  of  her  folks  to  hum,  than ’s  ef  they  hadn’t 
been.  But  the  poor  critter  didn’t  live  long  to  enjoy  it,  for 
when  her  first  baby  was  born,  she  died.  ’Twas  a  little  girl, 
but  her  folks  in  Massachusetts  have  never  heard  a  word 
whether  she’s  dead  or  alive.  Joel  Slocum,  that’s  Nancy’s 
nephew,  says  he  means  to  go  down  there  some  day,  and  look 
her  up,  but  I  wouldn’t  bother  with  ’em,  for  that  side  of  the 
house  always  did  feel  big,  and  above  Nancy’s  folks,  think¬ 
ing  Nancy’s  mother  married  beneath  her.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  must  have  enjoyed  her  dinner  very  much, 
for  during  grandma’s  recital  she  applied  herself  assiduously 
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to  her  plate,  never  once  looking  up,  while  her  face  and  neck 
were  literally  spotted,  either  with  heat,  excitement,  or  anger. 
These  spots  at  last  attracted  Mrs.  Nichols’  attention,  causing 
her  to  ask  the  lady  ‘  if  she  warn’t  pestered  with  erysipelas.’ 

‘  I  am  not  aware  of  it,  madam,’  answered  Mrs.  Graham ; 
and  grandma  replied,  *  It  looks  mighty  like  it  to  me,  and 
I’ve  seen  a  good  deal  on’t,  for  Nancy  Scovandyke  has  allers 
had  it  more  or  less.  Now  I  think  on’t,’  she  continued,  as  if 
bent  on  tormenting  her  companion,  *  now  I  think  on’t,  you 
look  quite  a  considerable  like  Nancy — the  same  forehead  and 
complexion — only  she’s  a  head  taller.  Hain’t  you  noticed  it, 
John  ?’ 

*  No,  I  have  not,’  answered  John,  at  the  same  time  propos¬ 
ing  a  change  in  the  conversation,  as  he  presumed  ‘  they  had 
all  heard  enough  of  Nancy  Scovandyke.’ 

At  this  moment  the  dessert  appeared,  and  with  it  Anna’s 
pie.  J ohn  J r.  was  the  first  to  taste  it,  and  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  disgust  he  exclaimed,  ‘Horror,  mother,  who  made 
this  pie  ?’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  needed  but  one  glance  at  her  guests  to 
know  that  something  was  wrong,  and  darting  an  angry 
glance  at  Hagar,  who  was  busy  at  a  side-table,  she  wonder¬ 
ed  ‘  if  there  was  any  one  who  had  so  much  trouble  with  ser¬ 
vants  as  herself.’ 

Anna  saw  the  gathering  storm,  and  knowing  full  well  that 
it  would  burst  on  poor  Hagar’ s  head,  spoke  out,  ‘Hagar  is 
not  in  the  fault,  mother — no  one  but  myself  is  to  blame.  I 
made  the  pie,  and  must  have  put  in  salt  instead  of  sugar.’ 

‘You  made  the  pie!’  repeated  Mrs.  Livingstone,  angrily. 

‘  What  business  had  you  in  the  kitchen  ?  Pity  we  hadn’t  a 
few  more  servants,  for  then  we  should  all  be  obliged  to  turn 
drudges.’ 

Anna  was  about  to  reply,  when  John  Jr.  prevented  her,  by 
asking,  ‘  if  it  hurt  his  sister  to  be  in  the  kitchen  any  more 
than  it  did* ’Lena,  who,’  he  said,  ‘  worked  there  both  yester¬ 
day  and  to-day,  burning  herself  until  she  is  ashamed  to  ap¬ 
pear  at  the  table.’ 

Mortified  beyond  measure  at  what  had  occurred,  Mrs. 
Livingstone  hastened  to  explain  that  her  servants  were  nearly 
all  sick,  and  that  in  her  dilemma,  ’Lena  had  volunteered  her 
services,  adding  by  way  of  compliment,  undoubtedly,  that 
‘  her  niece  seemed  peculiarly  adapted  to  such  work — indeed, 
that  her  forte  lay  among  pots  and  kettles.’ 

An  expression  of  scorn,  unusual  to  Mr.  Graham,  passed 
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over  his  face,  and  in  a  sarcastic  tone  he  asked  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  ‘if  she  thought  it  detracted  from  a  young  lady’s 
worth,  to  he  skilled  in  whatever  pertained  to  the  domestic 
affairs  of  a  family.’ 

Ready  to  turn  whichever  way  the  wind  did,  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  replied,  ‘  Not  at  all — not  at  all.  I  mean  that  my  daugh¬ 
ters  shall  learn  everything,  so  that  their  husbands  will  find 
in  them  every  necessary  qualification.’ 

‘Then  you  confidently  expect  them  to  catch  husbands 
sometime  or  other,’  said  John  Jr.,  whereupon  Carrie  blushed, 
and  looked  very  interesting,  while  Anna  retorted,  ‘  Of  course 
we  shall.  I  wouldn’t  be  an  old  maid  for  the  world — I’d  run 
away  first !’ 

And  amidst  the  laughter  which  this  speech  called  forth,  the 
company  retired  from  the  table.  For  some  time  past,  Mrs. 
Nichols  had  walked  with  a  cane,  limping  even  then.  Ob¬ 
serving  this,  Mr.  Graham,  with  his  usual  gallantry,  offered 
her  his  arm,  which  she  willingly  accepted,  casting  a  look  of 
triumph  upon  her  daughter-in-law,  who  apparently  was  not 
so  well  pleased.  So  thorough  had  been  grandma’s  training, 
that  she  did  not  often  venture  into  the  parlour  without  a 
special  invitation  from  its  mistress,  but  on  this  occasion,  Mr. 
Graham  led  her  in  there  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  placing 
her  upon  the  sofa,  seated  himself  by  her  side,  and  commenc¬ 
ed  questioning  her  concerning  her  former  home  and  history. 
Never  in  her  life  had  Mrs.  Nichols  felt  more  communicative, 
and  never  before  had  she  so  attentive  a  listener.  Particu¬ 
larly  did  he  hang  upon  every  word,  when  she  told  him  of 
her  Helena,  of  her  exceeding  beauty,  her  ultimate  death,  and 
rascally  husband. 

‘  Rivers — Rivers,’  said  he,  ‘  what  kind  of  a  looking  man 
was  he  ?’ 

‘  The  Lord  only  knows — I  never  see  him,’  returned  Mrs. 
Nichols.  ‘  But  this  much  I  do  know,  he  was  one  scandalous 
villain,  and  if  an  old  woman’s  curses  can  do  him  any  harm, 
he’s  had  mine  a  plenty  of  times.’ 

‘You  do  wrong  to  talk  so,’  said  Mr.  Graham,  ‘for  who 
knows  how  bitterly  he  may  have  repented  of  the  great  wrong 
done  to  your  daughter.’ 

‘  Then  why  in  the  name  of  common  sense  don't  he  hunt 
up  her  child,  and  own  her — he  needn’t  be  ashamed  of  ’Leny.’ 

‘Very  true,’  answered  Mr.  Graham.  ‘No  one  need  be 
ashamed  of  her.  I  should  be  proud  to  call  her  my  daughter. 
But  as  I  was  saying,  perhaps  this  Rivers  has  married  a 
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second  time,  keeping  his  first  marriage  a  secret  from  his  wife, 
who  is  so  proud  and  high-spirited  that  now,  after  the  lapse 
of  years,  he  dares  not  tell  her  for  fear  of  what  might  follow.’ 

*  Then  she’s  a  good-for-nothing,  stuck-up  thing,  and  he’s 
a  coward  puppy !  That’s  my  opinion  on  ’em,  and  I’ll  tell 
’em  so,  if  ever  I  see  ’em  !’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Nichols,  her  wrath 
waxing  warmer  and  warmer  towards  the  destroyer  of  her 
daughter. 

Pausing  for  breath,  she  helped  herself  to  a  pinch  of  her 
favourite  Maccaboy,  and  then  passing  it  to  Mr.  Graham, 
who,  to  her  astonishment,  took  some,  slily  casting  it  aside 
when  she  did  not  see  him.  This  emboldened  the  old  lady  to 
offer  it  to  Mrs.  Graham,  who,  languidly  reclining  upon  the 
end  of  the  sofa,  sat  talking  to  Carrie,  who,  on  a  low  stool  at 
her  feet,  was  looking  up  into  her  face  as  if  in  perfect  admira¬ 
tion.  Without  deigning  other  reply  than  a  haughty  shake  of 
her  head,  Mrs.  Graham  cast  a  deprecating  glance  towards 
Carrie,  who  muttered,  ‘How  disgusting!  But  for  pa’s  sake 
we  tolerate  it.’ 

Here  ’Lena  entered  the  parlour,  very  neatly  dressed, 
and  looking  fresh  and  blooming  as  a  rose.  There  was  no 
vacant  seat  near  except  one  between  Durward  and  John  Jr., 
which,  at  the  invitation  of  the  latter,  she  accepted.  A  pecu¬ 
liar  smile  flitted  over  Carrie’s  face,  which  was  noticed  by 
Mrs.  Graham,  and  attributed  to  the  right  cause.  Ere  long 
Durward,  John  Jr.,  ’Lena,  and  Anna,  who  had  joined  them, 
left  the  house,  and  from  the  window  Carrie  saw  that  they 
were  amusing  themselves  by  playing  ‘  Graces.’  Gradually, 
the  sound  of  their  voices  increased,  and  as  'Lena’s  clear, 
musical  laugh  rang  out  above  the  rest,  Mrs.  Graham  and 
Carrie  looked  out  just  in  time  to  see  Durward  holding  the 
struggling  girl,  while  John  Jr.  claimed  the  reward  of  his 
having  thrown  the  ‘  grace  hoop’  upon  her  head. 

Inexpressibly  shocked,  the  precise  Mrs.  Graham  asked, 

‘  What  kind  of  a  girl  is  your  cousin  ?’  to  which  Carrie 
replied,  ‘  You  have  a  fair  sample  of  her,’  at  the  same  time 
nodding  towards  ’Lena,  who  was  unmercifully  pulling  John 
Jr.’s  ears  as  a  reward  for  his  presumption. 

‘  Rather  hoydenish,  I  should  think,’  returned  Mrs.  Graham, 
secretly  hoping  Durward  would  not  become  enamoured  of 
her. 

At  length  the  party  left  the  yard,  and  repairing  to  the 
garden,  sat  down  in  one  of  tlio  arbour  bridges,  where  they 
were  joined  by  Malcolm  Everett,  who  naturally,  as  a  matter 
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of  course,  appropriated  Anna  to  himself.  Durward  obseved 
this,  and  when  he  saw  them  walk  away  together,  while 
’Lena  appeared  wholly  unconcerned,  he  began  to  think  that 
possibly  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  mistaken  when  she  hinted  of 
an  engagement  between  her  niece  and  Mr.  Everett.  Know¬ 
ing  John  Jr.’s  straightforward  way  of  speaking,  he  de¬ 
termined  to  sound  him,  so  he  said,  ‘  Your  sister  and  Mr. 
Everett  evidently  prefer  each  other’s  society  to  ours.’ 

‘  Oh,  yes,’  answered  John.  ‘I  saw  that  years  ago,  when 
Anna  wasn’t  knee-high  ;  and  I’m  glad  of  it,  for  Everett  is 
a  mighty  fine  fellow.’ 

’Lena,  too,  united  in  praising  her  teacher,  until  Durward 
felt  certain  that  she  never  had  entertained  for  him  any 
stronger  feeling  than  that  of  friendship  :  and  as  to  her 
flirting  seriously  with  Captain  Atherton,  the  idea  was  too 
preposterous  to  be  harboured  for  a  single  moment.  Once 
exonerated  from  these  charges,  it  was  strange  how  fast 
’Lena  rose  in  his  estimation,  and  when  John  Jr.,  with  a 
loud  yawn,  asked  if  they  did  not  wish  he  would  leave 
them  alone,  more  in  earnest  than  in  fun,  Durward  re¬ 
plied,  ‘  Yes,  yes,  do.’ 

‘  I  reckon  I  will,’  said  John,  shaking  down  his  tight 
pants,  and  pulling  at  his  long  coat  sleeves.  ‘  I  never  want 
anybody  round  when  I’m  with  Nellie  Douglass. 

So  saying,  he  walked  off,  leaving  Durward  and  ’Lena 
alone.  That  neither  of  them  felt  at  all  sorry,  was  proved  by 
the  length  of  time  which  they  remained  together,  for  when 
more  than  an  hour  afterward,  Mrs.  Graham  proposed  to 
Carrie  to  take  a  turn  in  the  garden,  she  found  the  young 
couple  still  in  the  arbour,  so  wholly  engrossed  that  they 
neither  saw  nor  heard  her  until  she  stood  before  them. 

’Lena  was  an  excellent  horsewoman,  and  Durward 
had  just  proposed  a  ride  early  next  morning,  when  his 
mother  forcing  down  her  wrath,  laid  her  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  and  as  if  the  proposition  had  come  from  ’Lena, 
instead  of  her  son,  she  said,  ‘  No,  no,  Miss  Rivers,  Durward 
can’t  go — he  has  got  to  drive  me  over  to  Woodlawn,  to¬ 
gether  with  Carrie  and  Anna,  whom  I  have  asked  to  accom¬ 
pany  me ;  so  you  see  ’twill  be  impossible  for  him  to  ride 
with  you.’ 

‘  Unless  she  goes  with  us,’  interrupted  Durward.  ‘  You 
would  like  to  visit  Woodlawn,  would  you  not,  Miss  Rivers?’ 

‘  Oh,  very  much,’  was  ’Lena’s  reply,  while  Mrs.  Graham 
continued,  ‘  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  extend  my  invitation  to 
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Miss  Rivers,  but  our  carriage  will  be  full,  and  I  cannot 
endure  to  be  crowded.’ 

‘  It  has  carried  six  many  a  time,’  said  Durward,  ‘  and  if 
she  will  go,  I  will  take  you  on  my  lap,  or  any  where.’ 

Of  course  'Lena  declined — he  knew  she  would — and  deter¬ 
mined  not  to  be  outwitted  by  his  mother,  whose  aim  he  saw, 
he  continued,  ‘  I  shan’t  release  you  from  your  engagement 
to  ride  with  me.  We  will  start  early  and  get  back  before 
mother  is  up,  so  our  excursion  will  in  no  way  interfere  with 
my  driving  her  to  Woodlawn  after  breakfast.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  was  too  polite  to  raise  any  further  objection, 
but  resolving  not  to  leave  them  to  finish  their  tete-a-tete ,  she 
threw  herself  upon  one  of  the  seats,  and  commenced  talking 
to  her  son,  while  Carrie,  burning  with  jealousy  and  vexation, 
started  for  the  house,  where  she  laid  all  her  grievances  be¬ 
fore  her  mother,  who  equally  enraged,  declared  her  intention 
of  ‘  hereafter  watching  the  vixen  pretty  closely.’ 

‘  And  she’s  going  to  ride  with  him  to-morrow  morning, 
you  say.  Well,  I  fancy  I  can  prevent  that.’ 

‘  How  ?’  asked  Carrie  eagerly ;  and  her  mother  replied, 

‘  You  know  she  always  rides  Fleetfoot,  which  now,  with 
the  other  horses,  is  in  the  Grattan  woods,  two  miles  away. 
Of  course  she’ll  order  Caesar  to  bring  him  up  to  the  stable, 
but  I  shall  countermand  that  order,  bidding  him  say  no¬ 
thing  to  her  about  it.  He  dare  not  disobey  me,  and  when  in 
the  morning  she  asks  for  the  pony,  he  can  tell  her  just  how 
it  is. 

‘  Capital !  capital !’  exclaimed  Carrie,  never  suspecting 
that  there  had  been  a  listener,  even  John  Jr.,  who  all  the 
while  was  sitting  in  the  back  parlour. 

‘Whew!’  thought  the  young  man.  ‘  Plotting,  are  they? 
Well,  I’ll  see  how  good  I  am  at  counterplotting.’ 

So  slipping  quietly  out  of  the  house,  he  went  in  quest  of 
his  servant,  Bill,  telling  him  to  go  after  Fleetfoot,  whom  he 
was  to  put  in  the  lower  stable  instead  of  the  one  where  she 
was  usually  kept ;  ‘  and  then  in  the  morning,  long  before 
the  sun  is  up,’  said  he,  ‘  do  you  have  her  at  the  door  for  one 
of  the  young  ladies  to  ride. 

‘  Yes,  marster,’  answered  Bill,  looking  around  for  his  old 
straw  hat. 

‘Now,  see  how  quick  you  can  go,’  John  Jr.  continued, 
adding  as  an  incentive  to  haste,  that  if  Bill  would  get  the 
pony  stabled  before  old  Ctesar,  who  had  gone  to  Versailles, 
should  return,  he  would  give  him  ten  cents. 


102 


LENA  RIVERS 


Bill  needed  no  other  inducement  than  the  promise  of 
money,  and  without  stopping  to  find  his  hat,  he  started 
off  bare-headed,  upon  the  run,  returning  in  the  course  of 
an  hour  and  claiming  his  reward,  as  Csesar  had  not  yet  got 
home. 

‘All  right,’  said  John  Jr.,  tossing  him  the  silver.  ‘And 
now  remember  to  keep  your  tongue  between  your  teeth.’ 

Bill  had  kept  too  many  secrets  for  his  young  master  to 
think  of  tattling  about  something  which  to  him  seemed  of 
no  consequence  whatever,  and'  he  walked  off,  eyeing  his 
dime,  and  wishing  he  could  earn  one  so  easily  every  day. 

Meantime  John  Jr.  sought  out  ’Lena,  to  whom  he  said, 

‘  And  so  you  are  going  to  ride  to-morrow  morning  ?’ 

‘  How  did  you  know  ?’  she  asked,  and  John,  looking  very 
wise,  replied,  that  ‘  little  girls  should  not  ask  too  many 
questions,’  adding,  that  as  he  supposed  she  would  of  course 
want  Fleetfoot,  he  had  ordered  Bill  to  have  her  at  the  door 
early  in  the  morning. 

‘  Much  obliged,’  answered  ’Lena.  ‘  I  was  about  giving  it 
up  when  I  heard  the  pony  was  in  the  Grattan  woods,  for 
Csesar  is  so  cross  that  I  hated  to  ask  him  to  go  for  her ;  but 
now  I’ll  say  nothing  to  him  about  it,’ 

That  night  when  Csesar  was  eating  his  supper  in  the  kit¬ 
chen,  his  mistress  suddenly  appeared,  asking  ‘  if  he  had  re¬ 
ceived  any  orders  to  go  for  Fleetfoot.’ 

The  old  negro,  who  was  naturally  cross,  began  to  scowl. 

‘  No,  miss,  and  Lord  knows  I  don’t  want  to  tote  clar  off  to 
the  Grattan  woods  to  night.’ 

‘  You  needn’t  either,  and  if  any  one  tells  you  to  go,  don’t 
do  it,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘  Somebody’s  playin’  possum,  that’s  certain,’  thought  Bill, 
who  was  present,  and  began  putting  things  together. 
‘  Somebody’s  playin’  possum,  but  they  don’t  catch  this  child 
leakin’.’ 

‘  Have  you  told  him  ?’  whispered  Carrie,  meeting  her  mo¬ 
ther  in  the  hall. 

Mrs.  Livingstone  nodded,  adding  in  an  undertone  that,  she 
presumed  the  ride  was  given  up,  as  ’Lena  had  said  nothing 
to  Caesar  about  the  pony.’ 

With  her  mind  thus  at  ease,  Carrie  returned  to  the  par¬ 
lour,  where  she  commenced  talking  to  Mrs.  Graham  of  theii 
projected  visit  to  Woodlawn,  dwelling  upon  it  as  if  it  had 
been  a  tour  to  Europe,  and  evidently  exulting  that  ’Lena 
was  to  be  left  behind. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

WOODLAWN. 

NEXT  morning,  long  before  the  sun  appeared  above  the 
eastern  horizon,  Fleetfoot,  attended  by  Bill,  stood  be¬ 
fore  the  door,  saddled  and  waiting  for  its  young  rider,  while 
near  by  it  was  Firelock,  which  Durward  had  borrowed  of 
John  Jr.  At  last  ’Lena  appeared,  and  if  Durward  had  ad¬ 
mired  her  beauty  before,  his  admiration  was  now  greatly 
increased  when  he  saw  how  well  she  looked  in  her  neatly- 
fitting  riding  dress  and  tasteful  straw  hat.  After  bidding  her 
good  morning,  he  advanced  to  assist  her  in  mounting,  but 
declining  his  offer,  she  with  one  bound  sprang  into  the 
saddle. 

‘  Jumps  like  a  toad,’  said  Bill.  ‘  Ain’t  stiff  and  clumsy 
like  Miss  Carrie,  who  alius  has  to  be  done  sot  on.’ 

At  a  word  from  Durward  they  galloped  briskly  away,  the 
clatter  of  their  horses’  hoofs  arousing  and  bringing  to  the 
window  Mrs.  Graham,  who  had  a  suspicion  of  what  was 
going  on.  Pushing  aside  the  silken  curtain,  she  looked  un¬ 
easily  after  them,  wondering  if  in  reality  her  son  cared 
aught  for  the  graceful  creature  at  his  side,  and  thinking  if 
he  did,  how  hard  she  would  labour  to  overcome  his  liking. 
Mrs.  Graham  was  not  the  only  one  who  watched  them,  for 
fearing  lest  Bill  should  not  awake,  John  Jr.  had  foregone 
his  morning  nap,  himself  calling  uj)  the  negro,  and  now 
from  his  window  he,  too,  looked  after  them  until  they  entered 
upon  the  turnpike  and  were  lost  to  view.  Then  with  some 
very  complimentary  reflections  upon  ’Lena’s  riding,  he  re¬ 
turned  to  his  pillow,  thinking  to  himself,  ‘There’s  a  girl 
worth  having.  By  Jove,  if  I’d  never  seen  Nellie  Douglass, 
and  ’Lena  wasn’t  my  cousin,  wouldn’t  I  keep  mother  in  the 
hysterics  most  of  the  time  ?’ 

On  reaching  the  turnpike,  Durward  halted,  while  he  asked 
’Lena  ‘  where  she  wished  to  go.’ 

‘  Anywhere  you  please,’  said  she,  when,  for  reasons  of  his 
own,  he  proposed  that  they  should  ride  over  to  Woodlawn. 

’Lena  was  certainly  excusable  if  she  felt  a  secret  feeling  of 
satisfaction  in  thinking  she  was  after  all  the  first  of  the 
family  to  visit  Woodlawn,  of  which  she  had  heard  so  much, 
that  it  seemed  like  a  perfect  Elderado.  It  was  a  grand  old 
building,  standing  on  a  cross  road  about  three  miles  from  the 
turnpike,  and  commanding  quite  an  extensive  view  of  the 
country  around.  It  was  formerly  owned  by  a  wealthy 
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Englishman,  who  spent  his  winters  in  New  Orleans  and  his 
summers  in  the  country.  The  year  before  he  had  died  insol¬ 
vent,  Woodlawn  falling  into  the  hands  of  his  creditors,  who 
now  offered  it  for  sale,  together  with  the  gorgeous  furniture 
which  still  remained  just  as  the  family  had  left  it.  To  the 
left  of  the  building  wa3  a  large,  handsome  park,  in  which 
the  former  owner  had  kept  a  number  of  deer,  and  now  as 
Durward  and  ’Lena  rode  up  and  down  the  shaded  avenues, 
these  graceful  creatures  would  occasionally  spring  up  and 
bound  away  with  the  fleetness  of  the  wind. 

The  garden  and  yard  in  front  were  laid  out  with  perfect 
taste,  the  former  combining  both  the  useful  and  the  agreeable. 
A  luxurious  grape-vine  wreathed  itself  over  the  arched  en¬ 
trance,  while  the  wide,  gravelled  walks  were  bordered,  some 
with  box,  and  others  with  choice  flowers,  now  choked  and 
over-grown  with  weeds,  but  showing  marks  of  great  beauty, 
when  properly  tended  and  cared  for.  At  the  extremity  of 
the  principal  walk,  which  extended  the  entire  length  of  the 
garden,  was  a  summer  house,  fitted  up  with  everything 
which  could  make  it  attractive,  during  the  sultry  heat  of 
summer,  while  farther  on  through  the  little  gate  was  a  hand¬ 
some  grove  or  continuation  of  the  park,  with  many  well- 
beaten  paths  winding  through  it,  and  terminating  finally  at 
the  side  of  a  tiny  sheet  of  water  which  within  a  few  years 
had  forced  itself  through  the  limestone  soil  natural  to  Ken¬ 
tucky. 

Owing  to  some  old  feud,  the  English  family  had  not  been 
on  visiting  terms  with  the  Livingstones ;  consequently,  ’Lena 
had  never  before  been  at  Woodlawn,  and  her  admiration 
increased  with  every  step,  and  when  at  last  they  entered  the 
house  and  stood  within  the  elegant  drawing  rooms,  it  knew 
no  bounds.  She  had  remembered  the  time  when  she  had 
thought  her  uncle’s  furniture  splendid  beyond  anything  in 
the  world,  but  it  could  not  compare  with  the  magnificence 
around  her,  and  for  a  few  moments  she  stood  as  if  transfixed 
with  astonishment.  Durward  had  been  highly  amused  at 
her  enthusiastic  remarks  concerning  the  grounds,  and  now 
noticing  her  silence,  he  asked  ‘  what  was  the  matter  ?’ 

‘  Oh,  I  am  half-afraid  to  speak,  lest  this  beautiful  room 
should  prove  an  illusion  and  fade  away,’  said  she. 

‘  Is  it  then  so  much  more  beautiful  than  any  tiling  you  ever 
saw  before  ?’  lie  asked  ;  and  she  replied,  i  Oh,  yes,  far  more 
so,’  at  the  same  time  giving  him  a  laughable  descrintion  of 
her  amazement  when  she  first  saw  the  inside  of  her  uncle’s 
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house,  and  ending  by  saying,  1  But  you  can  imagine  it  all, 
for  you  saw  me  in  the  cars,  and  can  judge  pretty  well 
what  were  my  ideas  of  the  world.’ 

Wishing  to  see  if  ’Lena  would  attempt  to  conceal  her  for¬ 
mer  humble  mode  of  living,  Durward  said,  ‘  I  have  never 
heard  anything  concerning  your  eastern  home  and  how  you 
lived  there — will  you  please  to  tell  me  ?’ 

‘  There’s  nothing  to  tell  which  will  interest  you,’  answered 
'Lena ;  but  Durward  thought  there  was,  and  leading  her 
to  a  sofa,  he  bade  her  commence. 

Durward  had  a  peculiar  way  of  making  people  do  what 
he  pleased,  and  now  at  his  bidding  ’Lena  told  him  of  her 
mountain-home,  with  its  low  roof,  bare  walls,  and  oaken 
floors — of  herself,  when,  a  bare-footed  little  girl,  she  picked 
huckleberries  with  Joel  Slocum  !  And  then,  in  a  lower  and 
more  subdued  tone,  she  spoke  of  her  mother’s  grave  in  the 
valley,  near  which  her  beloved  grandfather — the  only  father 
she  had  ever  known — was  now  sleeping.  ’Lena  never  spoke 
of  her  grandfather  without  weeping.  She  could  not  help 
it.  Her  tears  came  naturally,  as  they  did  when  first  they 
told  her  he  was  dead,  and  now  laying  her  head  upon  the 
arm  of  the  sofa,  she  sobbed  like  a  child. 

Durward’s  sympathies  were  all  enlisted,  and  without  stop¬ 
ping  to  consider  the  propriety  or  impropriety  of  the  act  he 
drew  her  gently  towards  him,  trying  to  soothe  her  grief, 
calling  her  'Lena,  and  smoothing  back  the  curls  which  had 
fallen  over  her  face.  As  soon  as  possible,  ’Lena  released  her¬ 
self  from  him,  and  drying  her  tears,  proposed  that  they 
should  go  over  the  house,  as  it  was  nearly  time  for  them  to 
return  home.  Accordingly,  they  passed  on  through  room 
after  room,  ’Lena’s  quick  eye  taking  in  and  appreciating 
everything  wliich  she  saw,  while  Durward  was  no  less  lost 
in  admiration  of  her,  for  speaking  of  herself  so  frankly  as 
she  had  done.  Many  young  ladies,  he  well  knew,  would 
shrink  from  acknowledging  that  their  home  was  once  in  a 
brown,  old-fashioned  house,  among  the  wild  and  rugged 
mountains  :  and  ’Lena’s  truthfulness  in  speaking  not  only  of 
this,  but  many  similar  things  connected  with  her  early  his¬ 
tory  inspired  him  with  a  respect  for  her  which  he  had 
never  before  felt  for  any  young  lady  of  his  acquaintance. 

But  little  was  said  by  either  of  them  as  they  went  over  the 
house,  until  Durward,  prompted  by  something  he  could  not 
resist,  suddenly  asked  his  companion  ‘  how  she  would  like 
to  be  mistress  of  Woodlawn  ?’ 
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Had  it  been  Carrie  to  whom  this  question  was  put,  she 
would  have  blushed  and  simpered,  expecting  nothing  short 
of  an  immediate  offer,  but  ’Lena  quickly  replied,  ‘  Not  at 
all,’  laughingly  giving  as  an  insuperable  objection,  ‘the 
size  of  the  house  and  the  number  of  windows  she  would 
have  to  wash !’ 

With  a  loud  laugh  Durward  proposed  that  they  should 
now  return  home,  and  again  mounting  their  horses,  they 
started  for  Maple  Grove,  which  they  reached  just  after  the 
family  had  finished  breakfast.  With  the  first  ring  of  the 
bell,  John  Jr.,  eager  not  to  lose  an  iota  of  what  might  occur, 
was  at  the  table,  and  when  his  mother  and  Carrie,  anxious 
at  the  non-appearance  of  Durward  and  ’Lena,  cast  wist¬ 
ful  glances  towards  each  other,  he  very  indifferently  asked 
Mrs.  Graham  ‘  if  her  son  had  returned  from  his  ride.’ 

‘  I’ve  not  seen  him,’  answered  the  lady,  her  scowl  deepen¬ 
ing  and  her  lower  jaw  dropping  slightly,  as  it  usually  did 
when  she  was  ill  at  ease. 

‘  Who’s  gone  to  ride  ?’  asked  Mr.  Graham  ;  and  John  Jr. 
replied  that  Durward  and  ’Lena  had  been  riding  nearly  two 
hours,  adding,  that  ‘  they  must  find  each  other  exceedingly 
interesting  to  be  gone  so  long.’ 

This  last  was  for  the  express  benefit  of  his  mother,  whose 
frown  kept  company  with  Mrs.  Graham’s  scowl.  Chopping 
her  steak  into  mince-meat,  and  almost  biting  a  piece  from  her 
cup  as  she  sipped  her  coffee,  she  at  last  found  voice  to  ask, 
‘  what  horse  ’Lena  rode  ?’ 

‘  Fleetfoot,  of  course,’  said  John  Jr.,  at  the  same  time 
telling  his  father  he  thought  ‘  he  ought  to  give  ’Lena  a  pony 
of  her  own,  for  she  was  accounted  the  best  rider  in  the 
country,  and  Fleetfoot  was  getting  old  and  clumsy.’ 

The  moment  breakfast  was  over,  Mrs.  Livingstone  went  in 
quest  of  Caesar,  whom  she  abused  for  disobeying  her  orders, 
threatening  him  with  the  calaboose,  and  anything  else  which 
came  to  her  mind.  Old  Caesar  was  taken  by  surprise,  and 
being  rather  slow  of  speech,  was  trying  to  think  of  some¬ 
thing  to  say,  when  John  Jr.,  who  had  followed  his  mother, 
came  to  his  aid,  saying  that  ‘  he  himself  had  sent  Bill  for 
Fleetfoot,’  and  adding  aside  to  his  mother,  that  ‘  the  next 
time  she  and  Cad  were  plotting  mischief,  he’d  advise  them 
to  see  who  was  in  the  back  parlour  !’ 

Always  ready  to  suspect  ’Lena  of  evil,  Mrs.  Livingstone 
immediately  supposed  it  was  she  who  had  listened;  but 
before  she  could  frame  a  reply,  John  Jr.  walked  off,  leaving 
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her  undecided  whether  to  cowhide  Caesar,  ’Lena,  or  her  son, 
the  first  of  whom,  taking  advantage  of  the  pause,  followed 
the  example  of  his  young  master  and  stole  away.  The  tramp 
of  horses’  feet  was  now  heard,  and  Mrs.  Livingstone,  men¬ 
tally  resolving  that  Fleetfoot  should  be  sold,  repaired  to  the 
door  in  time  to  see  Durward  carefully  lift  ’Lena  from  her 
pony  and  place  her  upon  the  ground.  Mrs.  Graham,  Carrie, 
and  Annie  were  all  standing  upon  the  piazza,  and  as  ’Lena 
came  up  the  walk,  her  eyes  sparkling  and  her  bright  face 
glowing  with  exercise,  Anna  exclaimed,  ‘  Isn’t  she  beautiful  ?’ 
at  the  same  asking  her  ‘  where  she  had  been.  ’ 

‘To  Woodlawn,’  answered  ’Lena. 

‘  To  Woodlawn !’  repeated  Mrs.  Graham. 

‘  To  Woodlawn !’  echoed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  while  Carrie 
brought  up  the  rear  by  exclaiming,  ‘  To  Woodlawn  !  pray 
what  took  you  there  ?’ 

‘  The  pony,’  answered  ’Lena,  as  she  passed  into  the  house. 

Thinking  it  best  to  put  Mrs.  Graham  on  her  guard,  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone  said  to  her,  in  a  low  tone,  ‘  I  would  advise  you  to 
keep  an  eye  upon  your  son,  if  he  is  at  all  susceptible,  for 
there  is  no  bound  to  ’Lena’s  ambition.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  made  no  direct  reply,  but  the  flashing 
of  her  little  gray  eyes  was  a  sufficient  answer,  and  satisfied 
with  the  result  of  her  caution  Mrs.  Livingstone  re-entered 
the  house.  Two  hours  afterwards,  the  carriage  stood  at  tho 
door  waiting  to  convey  the  party  to  Woodlawn.  It  had 
been  arranged  that  Mrs.  Graham,  Carrie,  Anna,  and  Dur¬ 
ward  should  ride  in  the  carriage,  while  Mr.  Graham  went  on 
horseback.  Purposely,  Carrie  loitered  behind  her  compa¬ 
nions,  who  being  first,  of  course  took  the  back  seat,  leaving 
her  the  privilege  of  riding  by  the  side  of  Durward.  This 
was  exactly  what  she  wanted,  and  leaning  back  on  her 
elbow  she  complacently  awaited  his  coming.  But  how 
was  she  chagrined,  when,  in  his  stead,  appeared  Mr.  Gra¬ 
ham,  who  sprang  into  the  carriage  and  took  a  seat  beside  her, 
saying  to  his  wife’s  look  of  inquiry,  that  as  John  Jr.  had  con¬ 
cluded  to  go,  Durward  preferred  riding  on  horseback  with 
him,  adding,  in  his  usually  polite  way,  ‘  And  I,  you  know, 
would  always  rather  go  with  the  ladies.  But  where  is 
Miss  Bivers  r  he  continued.  ‘  Why  isn’t  she  here  ?’ 

‘  Simply  because  she  wasn’t  invited,  I  suppose,’  returned 
his  wife,  detecting  the  disappointment  in  his  face. 

‘  Not  invited!’  he  repeated ;  ‘I  didn’t  know  as  this  trip 
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was  of  sufficient  consequence  to  need  a  special  invitation. 
I  thought  of  course  she  was  here — ’ 

‘  Or,  you  would  have  gone  on  horseback,’  suggested  his 
wife,  ever  ready  to  catch  at  straws. 

Mr.  Graham  saw  the  rising  jealousy  in  time  to  repress 
the  truthful  answer — ‘  Yes’ — while  he  compromised  the  mat¬ 
ter  by  saying  that  ‘  the  presence  of  three  fair  ladies  ought 
to  satisfy  him.’ 

Carrie  was  too  much  disappointed  even  to  smile,  and  dur¬ 
ing  all  the  ride  she  was  extremely  taciturn,  hardly  replying 
at  all  to  Mr.  Graham’s  lively  sallies,  and  winning  golden 
laurels  in  the  opinion  of  Mrs.  Graham,  who  secretly  thought 
her  husband  altogether  too  agreeable.  As  they  turned 
into  the  long  avenue  which  led  to  Woodlawn,  and  Carrie 
thought  of  the  ride  which  ’Lena  had  enjoyed  along  with  its 
owner — for  such  was  Durward  reported  to  be — her  heart 
swelled  with  bitterness  towards  her  cousin,  in  whom  she  saw 
a  dreaded  rival.  But  when  they  reached  the  house,  and 
Durward  assisted  her  to  alight,  keeping  at  her  side  while 
they  walked  over  the  grounds,  her  jealousy  vanished,  and 
with  her  sweetest  smile  she  looked  up  into  his  face,  affecting 
a  world  of  childlike  simplicity,  and  making,  as  she  believed, 
a  very  favourable  impression. 

‘I  wonder  if  you  are  as  much  pleased  with  Woodlawn 
as  your  cousin,’  said  Durward,  noticing  that  her  mind  seem¬ 
ed  to  be  more  intent  on  foreign  subjects  than  the  scenery 
around  her. 

‘  Oh,  no,  I  dare  say  not,’  returned  Carrie.  ‘  ’Lena  was  never 
accustomed  to  anything  until  she  came  to  Kentucky,  and 
now  I  suppose  she  thinks  she  must  go  into  ecstasies  over 
everything,  though  I  sometimes  wish  she  wouldn’t  betray 
her  ignorance  quite  so  often.’ 

‘  According  to  her  description,  her  home  in  Massachusetts 
was  widely  different  from  her  present  one,’  said  Durward ; 
and  Carrie  quickly  replied,  ‘  I  wonder  now  if  she  bored  you 
with  an  account  of  her  former  home !  You  must  have  been 
edified,  and  had  a  delightful  ride,  I  declare.’ 

‘  And  I  assure  you  I  never  had  a  pleasanter  one,  for  Miss 
Divers  is,  I  think,  an  exceedingly  agreeable  companion,’  re¬ 
turned  Durward,  beginning  to  see  the  drift  of  her  remarks. 

Here  Mr.  Graham  called  to  his  son,  and  excusing  himself 
from  Carrie,  he  did  not  again  return  to  her  until  it  was  time 
to  go  home.  Meantime,  at  Maple  Grove,  Mrs.  Livingstone, 
in  the  worst  possible  humour,  was  finding  fault  with  poor 
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’Lena,  accusing-  her  of  eaves-dropping,  and  asking  her  if  she 
did  not  begin  to  believe  the  old  adage,  that  listeners  never 
heard  any  good  of  themselves.  In  perfect  astonishment  ’Lena 
demaded  what  she  meant,  saying  she  had  never,  to  her  know¬ 
ledge,  been  guilty  of  listening.’ 

Without  any  explanation  whatever,  Mrs.  Livingstone  de¬ 
clared  herself  1  satisfied  now,  for  a  person  who  would  listen 
and  then  deny  it,  was  capable  of  almost  anything.’ 

‘What  do  you  mean,  madam?’  said  ’Lena,  her  temper 
getting  the  ascendancy.  ‘  Explain  yourself,  for  no  one  shall 
accuse  me  of  lying  without  an  attempt  to  prove  it.’ 

With  a  sneer  Mrs.  Livingstone  replied,  ‘  I  wonder  what  you 
can  do !  Will  you  bring  to  your  assistance  some  of  your  num¬ 
erous  admirers  ?’ 

‘  Admirers !  What  admirers  ?’  asked  ’Lena,  and  her  aunt 
replied,  ‘  I’ll  give  you  credit  for  feigning  the  best  of  any 
one  I  ever  saw,  but  you  can’t  deceive  me.  I  know  very 
well  of  your  intrigues  to  entrap  Mr.  Bellmont.  But  it  is  not 
strange  that  you  should  inherit  something  of  your  mother’s 
nature,  and  you  know  what  she  was  !’ 

This  was  too  much,  and  with  eyes  flashing  fire  through 
the  glittering  tears,  wliich  shone  like  diamonds,  ’Lena  sprang 
to  her  feet,  exclaiming,  ‘  Yes,  I  do  know  what  she  was.  She 
was  a  far  more  worthy  woman  than  you,  and  if  in  my  pre¬ 
sence  you  dare  again  breathe  aught  against  her  name,  you 
shall  rue  it — ’ 

‘  That  she  shall,  so  help  me  heaven,’  murmured  a  voice 
near,  which  neither  Mrs.  Livingstone  nor  ’Lena  heard,  nor 
were  they  aware  of  any  one’s  presence  until  Mr.  Graham 
suddenly  appeared  at  the  doorway. 

At  his  wife’s  request  he  had  exchanged  places  with  his 
son,  and  riding  on  before  the  rest,  had  reached  home  first, 
being  just  in  time  to  overhear  the  last  part  of  the  conversa¬ 
tion  between  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  ’Lena.  Instantly  chang¬ 
ing  her  manner,  Mrs.  Livingstone  motioned  her  niece  from 
the  room,  heaving  a  deep  sigh  as  the  door  closed  after  her, 
and  saying,  that  ‘  none  but  those  who  have  tried  it  knew  what 
a  thankless  job  it  was  to  rear  the  offspring  of  others.’ 

There  was  a  peculiar  look  in  Mr.  Graham’s  eyes,  as  he  an¬ 
swered,  ‘  In  your  case  I  will  gladly  relieve  you,  if  my  wife 
is  willing.  I  have  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Miss  Livers,  and 
would  like  to  adopt  her  as  my  daughter.  I  will  speak  to  Mrs. 
Graham  to-night.’ 

Much  as  she  disliked  ’Lena,  Mrs.  Livingstone  would  not 
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for  the  world  have  her  "become  an  inmate  of  Mr.  Graham’s 
family,  where  she  would  be  constantly  thrown  in  Durward’s 
way ;  and  immediately  changing  her  tactics,  she  replied,  ‘  I 
thank  you  for  your  kind  offer,  but  I  know  my  husband  would 
not  think  of  such  a  thing ;  neither  should  I  be  willing  for 
her  to  leave  us,  much  as  she  troubles  me.’ 

Mr.  Graham  bowed  stiffly,  and  left  the  house.  That 
night,  after  he  had  retired  to  his  room,  he  seemed  un¬ 
usually  distracted,  pacing  up  and  down  the  apartment,  occa¬ 
sionally  pausing  to  gaze  out  into  the  moon-lit  sky,  and  then 
resuming  his  measured  tread.  At  last  nerving  himself  to 
brave  the  difficulty,  he  stopped  before  his  wife,  to  whom  he 
made  known  his  plan  of  adopting  ’Lena. 

‘  It  seems  hasty,  I  know,’  said  he,  ‘  but  she  is  just  the  kind 
of  person  I  would  like  to  have  round — just  such  an  one  as  I 
would  wish  my  daughter  to  be  if  I  had  one.  In  short,  I  like 
her,  and  with  your  consent  I  will  adopt  her  as  my  own,  and 
take  her  from  this  place  where  I  know  she’s  not  wanted. 
What  say  you,  Lucy  ?’ 

‘  Will  you  adopt  the  old  woman  too  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Graham, 
whose  face  was  turned  away  so  as  to  hide  its  expression. 

‘That  is  an  after  consideration,’  returned  her  husband, 
‘  But  if  you  are  willing,  I  will  either  take  her  to  our  home, 
or  provide  for  her  elsewhere — but  come,  what  do  you  say  ? 

All  this  time  Mrs.  Graham  had  sat  bolt  upright,  her  little 
dumpling  hands  folded  one  within  the  other,  the  long  trans- 
parent  nails  making  deep  indentures  in  the  soft  flesh,  and 
her  gray  eyes  emitting  green  gleams  of  scorn.  The  answer 
her  husband  sought  came  at  length,  and  was  characteristic 
of  the  woman.  Hissing  out  the  words  from  between  her 
teeth,  she  replied,  ‘  When  I  take  ’Lena  Rivers  into  my  family 
for  my  husband  and  son  to  make  love  to,  alternately,  I  shall 
be  ready  for  the  lunatic  asylum  at  Lexington.’ 

‘  And  what  objection  have  you  to  her  ?’  asked  Mr.  Graham ; 
to  which  his  wife  replied,  ‘  The  very  fact,  sir,  that  you  wish 
it,  is  a  sufficient  reason  why  I  will  not  have  her ;  besides  that, 
you  must  misjudge  me  strangely  if  you  think  I’d  be  willing 
for  my  son  to  come  daily  in  contact  with  a  girl  of  her  doubt¬ 
ful  parentage.’ 

‘What  know  you  of  her  parentage?’  said  Mr.  Graham, 
his  lips  turning  slightly  pale. 

‘  Yes,  what  do  I  know  ?’  answered  his  wife.  ‘  Her  father,  if 
she  has  any,  is  a  rascal,  a  villain — ’ 

‘  Yes,  yes,  all  of  that.’  muttered  Mr.  Graham,  while  his 
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wife  continued,  £  And  her  mother  a  poor,  low,  mean,  ignor¬ 
ant — ’  , 

‘  Hold !’  thundered  Mr.  Graham.  ‘  You  shall  not  speak  so 
of  any  woman  of  whom  you  know  nothing,  much  less  of 
’Lena  Rivers’  mother.’ 

‘  And  pray  what  do  you  know  of  her — is  she  an  old  ac¬ 
quaintance  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Graham,  throwing  into  her  manner 
as  much  of  insolence  as  possible. 

‘  I  know,’  returned  Mr.  Graham,  £  that  ’Lena’s  mother 
could  be  nothing  else  than  respectable.’ 

£  Undoubtedly :  but  of  this  be  assured — the  daughter  shall 
never,  by  my  permission,  darken  my  doors,’  said  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham,  growing  more  and  more  excited,  and  continuing — £I 
know  you  of  old,  Harry  Graham;  and  I  know  now  that 
your  great  desire  to  secure  Woodlawn  was  so  as  to  be  near 
her,  but  it  shan’t  be.’ 

In  her  excitement,  Mrs.  Graham  forgot  that  it  was  herself 
who  had  first  suggested  Woodlawn  as  a  residence,  and  that 
until  within  a  day  or  two  her  husband  and  ’Lena  were  entire 
strangers.  But  this  made  no  difference.  She  was  bent  upon 
being  unreasonable,  and  for  nearly  an  hour  she  fretted  and 
cried,  declaring  herself  the  most  abused  of  her  sex,  and  wish¬ 
ing  she  had  never  seen  her  husband,  who,  in  his  heart, 
warmly  seconded  that  wish,  wisely  resolving  not  to  mention 
the  offending  ’Lena  again  in  the  presence  of  his  wife. 

The  next  day  the  bargain  for  Woodlawn  was  completed : 
after  which,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham,  together  with  Durward, 
returned  to  Louisville,  intending  to  take  possession  of  their 
new  home  about  the  first  of  October. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

MRS.  GRAHAM  AT  HOME. 

AS  the  summer  advanced,  extensive  preparations  were 
commenced  for  repairing  Woodlawn,  which  was  to  be 
fitted  up  in  a  style  suited  to  the  luxurious  taste  of  its  right¬ 
ful  owner,  who,  as  report  said,  was  in  reality  Durward.  He 
had  conceived  a  fancy  for  the  place  five  years  before,  when 
visiting  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  on  learning  that  it  was 
for  sale,  he  had  purchased  it,  at  the  suggestion  of  his  mother, 
proposing  to  his  father  that  for  a  time,  at  least,  he  should  be 
its  nominal  possessor.  What  reason  he  had  for  this  he  hardly 
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knew  himself,  unless  it  was  that  he  disliked  being  flattered 
as  a  man  of  great  wealth,  choosing  rather  to  be  esteemed  for 
what  he  really  was. 

And,  indeed,  few  of  his  age  were  more  generally  beloved 
than  was  he.  Courteous,  kind-hearted,  and  generous  almost 
to  a  fault,  he  gained  friends  wherever  he  went,  and  it  was 
with  some  reason  that  Mrs.  Graham  thought  herself  blessed 
above  mothers,  in  the  possession  of  such  a  son.  ‘  He  is  so  like 
me,’  she  would  say,  in  speaking  of  his  many  virtues,  when, 
in  fact,  there  was  scarcely  anything  in  common  between 
them,  for  nearly  all  of  Durward’s  sterling  qualities  were 
either  inherited  from  his  own  father,  or  the  result  of  many 
years’  companionship  with  his  step-father.  Possessed  of  the 
most  exquisite  taste,  he  exercised  it  in  the  arrangement  of 
Woodlawn,  which,  under  his  skilful  management,  began  in 
a  few  weeks  to  assume  a  more  beautiful  appearance  than  it 
had  ever  before  worn. 

Once  in  two  weeks  either  Mr.  Graham  or  Durward  came 
out  to  see  how  matters  were  progressing,  the  latter  usually 
accepting  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  pressing  invitation  to  make  her 
house  his  home.  This  he  was  more  willing  to  do,  as  it  threw 
him  into  the  society  of  ’Lena,  who  was  fast  becoming  an 
object  of  absorbing  interest  to  him.  The  more  he  saw  of 
her,  the  more  was  his  admiration  increased,  and  oftentimes, 
when  joked  concerning  his  preference  for  Carrie,  he  smiled 
to  think  how  people  were  deceived,  determining,  however, 
to  keep  his  own  secret  until  such  time  as  he  should  be  con¬ 
vinced  that  ’Lena  was  all  he  could  desire  in  a  wife.  For 
her  poverty  and  humble  birth  he  cared  nothing.  If  she  were 
poor,  he  was  rich,  and  he  possessed  too  much  good  sense  to 
deem  himself  better  than  she,  because  the  blood  of  a  noble¬ 
man  flowed  in  his  veins.  He  knew  that  she  was  highly 
gifted  and  beautiful,  and  could  he  be  assured  that  she  was 
equally  true-hearted,  he  would  not  hesitate  a  moment. 

But  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  insinuation  that  she  was  a  heart¬ 
less  coquette  troubled  him,  and  though  he  could  not  believe 
it  'without  more  proof  than  he  had  yet  received,  he  determin¬ 
ed  to  wait  and  watch,  studying  her  character  the  while,  to 
see  if  there  was  m  her  aught  of  evil.  In  this  state  of  affairs, 
it  was  hardly  more  than  natural  that  his  manner  towards  her 
should  be  rather  more  reserved  than  that  which  he  assumed 
towards  Carrie,  for  whom  he  cared  nothing,  and  with  whom 
he  talked,  laughed,  and  rode,  forgetting  her  the  moment  she 
was  out  of  his  sight,  and  never  suspecting  how  much  impor- 
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tance  she  attached  to  his  every  word  and  look,  construing 
into  tokens  of  admiration  the  most  casual  remark,  such  as 
he  would  utter  to  any  one.  This  was  of  advantage  to  ’Lena, 
for,  secure  of  their  prize,  "both  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie, 
for  a  time,  at  least  ceased  to  persecute  her,  seldom  speaking 
of  her  in  Durward’s  presence,  and,  as  a  general  thing,  acting 
as  though  she  were  not  in  existence, 

John  Jr.,  too,  who  had  imposed  upon  himself  the  duty  of 
watching  his  mother  and  sister,  seeing  no  signs  of  hostility, 
now  withdrew  his  espionage,  amusing  himself,  instead,  by 
galloping  three  times  a  week  over  to  Frankfort,  the  home  of 
Nellie  Douglass,  and  by  keeping  an  eye  upon  Captain  Ather¬ 
ton,  who,  as  a  spider  would  watch  a  fly,  was  lying  in  wait 
for  the  unsuspecting  Anna. 

At  last  all  was  in  readiness  at  Woodlawn  for  the  reception 
of  Mrs.  Graham,  who  came  up  early  in  October,  bringing 
with  her  a  larger  train  of  house  servants  than  was  often  seen 
in  Woodford  county.  About  three  weeks  after  her  arrival, 
invitations  were  issued  for  a  party,  or  ‘  house-worming,’  as 
the  negroes  termed  it.  Nero,  Durward’s  valet,  brought  the 
tiny  notes  to  Mr.  Livingstone’s,  giving  them  into  the  care 
of  Carrie,  who  took  them  immediately  to  her  mother’s  room. 

‘It’s  Durward’s  handwriting,’  said  she  glancing  at  the 
superscriptions,  and  reading  as  she  did  so — ‘  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Livingstone’ — ‘Mr.  John  Livingstone,  Jr.’ — ‘Miss  Carrie 
Livingstone’ — ‘Miss  Anna  Livingstone’ — 1  Miss  ’ Lena  Riv¬ 
ers  and  here  she  stopped,  in  utter  dismay,  continuing,  as 
her  mother  looked  up  inquiringly — ‘  And,  as  I  live,  one  for 
grandma ,  ‘  Mbs.  Martha  Nichols  !’  ’ 

‘Impossible!’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  reaching  out 
her  hand  for  the  billet.  ‘Yes,  ’tis  Mrs.  Martha  Nichols! 
— what  can  it  mean  ?’ 

A  peep  behind  the  scenes  would  have  told  her  what  it 
meant.  For  once  in  his  life  Mr.  Graham  had  exercised  the 
right  of  being  master  in  his  own  house,  declaring  that  if 
Mrs.  Nichols  were  not  invited  with  the  family,  there  should 
be  no  party  at  all.  Mrs.  Graham  saw  that  he  was  in  earn¬ 
est,  and  yielded  the  point,  knowing  that  in  all  probability 
the  old  lady  would  not  be  permitted  to  attend.  Her  husband 
had  expected  a  like  opposition  with  regard  to  ’Lena,  but  he 
was  disappointed,  for  his  wife,  forgetting  her  declaration  that 
’Lena  should  never  darken  her  doors,  and  thinking  it  would 
not  do  to  slight  her,  consented  that,  on  her  uncle’s  account, 
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she  should  be  invited.  Accordingly,  the  notes  were  de¬ 
spatched,  producing  the  effect  we  have  seen. 

‘  How  perfectly  ridiculous  to  invite  grandma !’  said  Carrie. 
‘It’s  bad  enough  to  have  ’Lena  stuck  in  with  us,  for  of 
course  she'll  go.’ 

‘  Why  of  course  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Livingstone.  ‘  The  invita¬ 
tions  are  at  my  disposal  now ;  and  if  I  choose  to  withhold 
two  of  them,  no  one  will  be  blamed  but  Nero,  who  was  care¬ 
less  and  dropped  them !  ’Lena  has  nothing  decent  to  wear, 
and  I  don’t  feel  like  expending  much  more  for  a  person  so 
ungrateful  as  she  is.  You  ought  to  have  heard  how  impu¬ 
dent  she  was  that  time  you  all  went  to  Woodlawn.’ 

Then  followed  a  one-sided  description  of  that  morning’s 
occurrence,  Mrs.  Livingstone  working  herself  up  to  such  a 
pitch  of  excitement,  that  before  her  recital  was  finished,  she 
had  determined  at  all  events  to  keep  back  ’Lena’s  invitation, 
as  a  method  of  punishing  her  for  her  ‘insolence,’  as  she 
termed  it. 

‘  Mrs.  Graham  will  thank  me  for  it,  I  know,’  said  she,  ‘  for 
she  cannot  endure  her;  and  besides  that,  I  don’t  think  ’Lena 
expects  to  be  invited,  so  there’s  no  harm  done.’ 

Carrie  was  not  yet  quite  so  hardened  as  her  mother,  and  for 
a  moment  her  better  nature  shrank  from  so  mean  a  transac¬ 
tion,  which  might,  after  all  be  found  out,  involving  them  in 
a  still  worse  difficulty ;  but  as  the  thought  flashed  upon  her 
that  possibly  ’Lena  might  again  attract  Durward  towards 
her,  she  assented,  and  they  were  about  putting  the  notes 
aside,  when  John  Jr.  came  in,  catching  up  his  grandmother’s 
note  the  first  thing,  and  exclaiming,  ‘  Oh,  rich  ! — capital !  I 
hope  she’ll  go !’  Then,  before  his  mother  could  interpose  a 
word,  he  darted  away  in  quest  of  Mrs.  Nichols,  whose  sur¬ 
prise  was  fully  equal  to  that  of  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie. 

*  Now  you  don’t  say  I’ve  got  an  invite,’  said  she,  leaving 
the  darning-needle  in  the  stocking  heel  which  she  was  mend¬ 
ing,  and  wiping  her  steel-bowed  spectacles.  ‘  Come,  ’Leny, 
you  read  it,  that’s  a  good  girl.’ 

’Lena  complied,  and  taking  the  note  from  her  cousin’s 
hand,  read  that  Mrs.  Graham  would  be  at  home  Thursday 
evening,  &c. 

‘  But  where’s  the  invite  F  That  don’t  say  anything  about 
me  F  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  beginning  to  fear  that  it  was  a  hum¬ 
bug  after  all. 

As  well  as  they  could,  ’Lena  and  John  Jr.  explained  it  to 
her,  and  then  fully  convinced  that  she  was  really  invited, 
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Mrs.  Nichols  began  to  wonder  what  she  should  wear,  and 
how  she  should  go,  asking  John  ‘if  he  couldn’t  tackle  up 
and  carry  her  in  the  shay,’  as  she  called  the  single  buggy. 

‘  Certainly  answered  John  Jr.,  willing  to  do  anything  for 
the  sake  of  the  fun  wdiich  he  knew  would  ensue  from  his 
gx’andmother’s  attendance. 

’Lena  thought  otherwise,  for  much  as  she  desired  to  gratify 
her  grandmother,  she  would  not  for  the  world  expose  her 
to  the  ridicule  which  her  appearance  at  a  fashionable  party 
would  call  forth.  Glancing  reprovingly  at  her  cousin,  she 
said,  ‘  I  wouldn’t  think  of  going,  grandma,  for  you  are  lame 
and  old,  and  there’ll  be  so  many  people  there,  all  strangers, 
too,  that  you  won’t  enjoy  it  at  all.  Besides  that,  we’ll  have 
a  nice  time  at  home  together — I’ll  read  to  you  all  the  even¬ 
ing.’ 

‘  We,’  repeated  John  Jr.  ‘Pray,  are  you  not  going?’ 

‘Not  without  an  invitation,’  said  ’Lena,  smilingly. 

‘True,  true,’  returned  her  cousin.  ‘It’s  down  stairs,  I 
dare  say.  I  only  stopped  to  look  at  this.  I’ll  go  and  get 
yours  now.’ 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  descended  to  his  mo¬ 
ther’s  room,  asking  for  ‘  ’Lena’s  card.’ 

‘’Lena’s  card!  What  do  you  mean?’  said  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  looking  up  from  the  book  she  was  reading,  while  Carrie 
for  a  moment  suspended  her  needlework. 

‘  ’Lena’s  invitation ;  you  know  well  enough  what  I  mean,’ 
returned  John  Jr.,  tumbling  over  the  notes  which  lay  upon 
the  table,  and  failing  to  find  the  one  for  which  he  was  seek¬ 
ing. 

‘  You’ll  have  to  ask  Mrs.  Graham  for  it,  I  presume,  as  it’s 
not  here,’  was  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  quiet  answer. 

‘  Thunder !’  roared  John  Jr.  ‘  ’Lena  not  invited !  That’s 
a  smart  caper.  But  there’s  some  mistake  about  it,  I  know. 
Who  brought  them  ?’ 

‘  Nero  brought  them,’  said  Carrie,  ‘  and  I  think  it  is  strange 
that  grandmother  should  be  invited  and  ’Lena  left  out.  But 
I  suppose  Mrs.  Graham  has  her  reasons.  She  don’t  seem  to 
fancy  ’Lena  much.’ 

‘Mrs.  Graham  go  to  grass,’  muttered  John  Jr.,  leaving 
the  room  and  slamming  the  door  after  him  with  great  vio¬ 
lence. 

’Twas  a  pity  he  did  not  look  in  one  of  the  drawers  of  his 
mother’s  work-box,  for  there,  safe  and  sound,  lay  the  missing 
note !  But  he  did  not  think  of  that.  He  only  knew  that 
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’Lena  was  slighted,  and  for  the  next  two  hours  he  raved  and 
fretted,  sometimes  declaring  he  would  not  go,  and  again 
wishing  Mrs.  Graham  in  a  temperature  hut  little  suited  to 
her  round  fat  proportions. 

‘  Wall,  if  they  feel  too  big  to  invite  ’Leny,  they  needn’t 
expect  to  see  me  there,  that’s  just  all  there  is  about  it,’  said 
grandma,  settling  herself  in  her  rocking-chair,  and  telling 
’Lena  ‘  she  wouldn’t  care  an  atom  if  she’s  in  her  place.’ 

But  ’Lena  did  care.  No  one  likes  to  be  slighted,  and  she 
was  not  an  exception  to  the  general  rule.  Owing  to  her 
aunt’s  skilful  management  she  had  never  yet  attended  a 
large  party,  and  it  was  but  natural  that  she  should  now 
wish  to  go.  But  it  could  not  be,  and  she  was  obliged  to  con¬ 
tent  herself  with  the  hopes  of  a  minute  description  from 
Anna ;  Carrie  she  would  not  trust,  for  she  well  knew  that 
whatever  she  told  would  be  greatly  exaggerated. 

Mrs.  Graham  undoubtedly  wished  to  give  her  friends 
ample  time  to  prepare,  for  her  invitations  were  issued  nearly 
a  week  in  advance.  This  suited  Carrie,  who  had  a  longer 
time  to  decide  upon  what  would  be  becoming,  and  when  at 
last  a  decision  was  made,  she  could  do  nothing  but  talk  about 
her  dress,  which  really  was  beautiful,  consisting  of  a  pink 
and  white  silk,  with  an  over-skirt  of  soft,  rich  lace.  This, 
after  it  was  completed,  was  tried  on  at  least  half  a  dozen 
times,  and  the  effect  carefully  studied  before  the  long  mirror. 
Anna,  who  cared  much  less  for  dress  than  her  sister,  decided 
upon  a  black  flounced  skirt  and  velvet  basque.  This  was 
Mr.  Everett’s  taste,  and  whatever  suited  him  suited  her. 

‘  I  do  think  it’s  too  bad  that  ’Lena  is  not  invited,’  said  she 
one  day,  when  Carrie,  as  usual,  was  discussing  the  party. 
‘She  would  enjoy  it  so  much.  I  don’t  understand,  either, 
why  she  is  omitted,  for  Mr.  Graham  seemed  to  like  her,  and 
Durward  too — ’ 

‘  A  great  ways  off,  you  mean,’  interrupted  Carrie.  ‘  For 
my  part,  I  see  nothing  strange  in  the  omission.  It  is  no 
worse  to  leave  her  out  than  scores  of  others  who  will  not  be 
invited.’ 

‘But  to  come  into  the  house  and  ask  all  but  her,’  said 
Anna.  ‘  It  does  not  seem  right.  She  is  as  good  as  we  are.’ 

‘  That’s  as  people  think,’  returned  Carrie,  while  John  Jr., 
who  was  just  going  out  to  ride,  and  had  stopped  a  moment 
at  the  door,  exclaimed,  ‘  Zounds,  Cad,  I  wonder  if  you  fancy 
yourself  better  than  ’Lena  Rivers.  If  you  do,  you  are  the 
only  one  that  thinks  so.  Why,  you  can’t  begin  to  compare 
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with  her,  and  it’s  a  confounded  shame  that  she  isn’t  invited, 
and  so  I  shall  tell  them,  if  I  have  a  good  chance.’ 

4  You’ll  look  smart  fishing  for  an  invitation,  won’t  you  ?’ 
said  Carrie,  her  fears  instantly  aroused,  hut  John  Jr.  was 
out  of  her  hearing  almost  before  the  words  were  uttered. 

Mounting  Firelock,  he  started  off  for  Versailles,  falling  in 
with  Durward,  who  was  bound  for  the  same  place.  After 
the  usual  greetings  were  exchanged,  Durward  said,  ‘  I  sup¬ 
pose  you  are  all  coming  on  Thursday  night  ?’ 

‘  Yes,’  returned  John  Jr.,  ‘  I  believe  the  old  folks,  Cad,  and 
Anna  intend  doing  so.’ 

‘ But  where’s  Miss  Rivers?  Doesn’t  she  honour  us  with 
her  presence  ?’  asked  Durward,  in  some  concern. 

John  Jr.’s  first  impulse,  as  he  afterwads  said,  was  ‘to 
knock  him  off  his  horse,’  but  a  second  thought  convinced 
him  there  might  be  some  mistake ;  so  he  replied  that  ‘  it  was 
hardly  to  be  supposed  Miss  Rivers  would  attend  without 
an  invitation — she  wasn’t  quite  so  verdant  as  that!’ 

‘  Without  an  invitation !’  repeated  Durward,  stopping  shoi  t 
in  the  road.  ‘  ’Lena  not  invited.  It  isn’t  so !  I  directed  one 
to  her  myself,  and  gave  it  to  Nero,  together  with  the  rest 
which  were  designed  for  your  family.  He  must  have  lost  it. 
I’ll  ask  him  the  moment  I  get  home,  and  see  that  it  is  all 
made  right.  She  must  come,  any  way,  for  I  wouldn’t 
give — ’ 

Here  he  stopped,  as  if  he  had  said  too  much,  but  John  Jr. 
finished  the  sentence  for  him. 

*  Wouldn’t  give  a  picayune  for  the  whole  affair  without 
her — that’s  what  you  mean,  and  why  not  say  so  ?  I  speak 
right  out  about  Nellie,  and  she  isn’t  one  half  as  handsome  as 
’Lena.’ 

‘It  isn’t  ’Lena’s  beauty  I  admire  altogether,’  returned 
Durward.  ‘  I  like  her  for  her  frankness,  and  because  I  think 
her  conduct  is  actuated  by  the  best  of  principles ;  perhaps  I 
am  mistaken — ’ 

‘No,  you  are  not,’  again  interrupted  John  Jr*.  ‘’Lena 
is  just  what  she  seems  to  be.  There’s  no  deception  in  her. 
She  isn’t  one  thing  to-day  and  another  to-morrow.  Spunky 
as  the  old  Nick,  you  know,  but  still  she  governs  her  temper 
admirably,  and  between  you  and  me,  I  know  I’m  a  better 
man  than  I  should  have  been  had  she  never  come  to  live 
with  us.  How  well  I  remember  the  first  time  I  saw  her,’  he 
continued,  repeating  to  Durward  the  particulars  of  their  in¬ 
terview  in  Lexington,  and  describing  her  introduction  to  his 
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sisters.  ‘  From  the  moment  she  refused  to  tell  that  lie  for 
me,  I  liked  her,’  said  he,  ‘  and  when  she  dealt  me  that  blow 
in  my  face,  my  admiration  was  complete.’ 

Durward  thought  he  could  dispense  with  the  blow,  but  he 
laughed  heartily  at  J olm’s  description  of  his  spirited  cousin, 
thinking,  too,  how  different  was  his  opinion  of  her  from  that 
which  his  mother  evidently  entertained.  Still,  if  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone  was  prejudiced,  John  Jr.  might  also  be  somewhat 
biased,  so  he  would  not  yet  make  up  his  mind  ;  but  on  one 
thing  he  was  resolved — she  should  be  invited,  and  for  fear 
of  contingencies,  he  would  carry  the  card  himself. 

Accordingly,  on  his  return  home,  Nero  was  closely  ques¬ 
tioned,  and  negro-like,  called  down  all  manner  of  evil  upon 
himself  ‘  if  he  done  dropped  the  note  any  whar.  ’Strue  as 
I  live  and  breathe,  Mas’r.  Bellmont,’  said  he,  ‘  I  done  car- 
ryied  Miss  Leny’s  invite  with  the  rest,  and  guv  ’em  all  to 
the  young  lady  with  the  big  nose !’ 

Had  Durward  understood  Mrs.  Livingstone  a  little  better 
he  might  have  believed  him ;  but  now  it  was  but  natural  for 
him  to  suppose  that  Nero  had  accidentally  dropped  it.  So 
he  wrote  another,  taking  it  himself,  and  asking  for  ‘  Miss 
ltivers.’  Carrie,  who  was  in  the  parlour,  and  saw  him  com¬ 
ing  up  to  the  house,  instantly  flew  to  the  glass,  smoothing 
her  collar,  puffing  out  her  hair  a  little  more,  pinching  her 
cheek,  which  was  not  quite  so  red  as  usual,  and  wishing 
that  she  was  alone.  But  unfortunately,  both  Anna  and 
’Lena  were  present,  and  as  there  was  no  means  of  being 
rid  of  them,  she  retained  her  seat  at  the  piano,  carelessly 
turning  over  the  leaves  of  her  music  book,  when  the  door 
opening,  and  Corinda,  not  Durward,  appeared. 

‘  If  you  please,  Miss  Lena,’  said  the  girl,  ‘  Marster  Bcll- 
mont  wants  to  speak  with  you  in  the  hall.’ 

‘  With  ’Lena  !  How  funny  !’  exclaimed  Carrie.  ‘  Are  you 
sure  it  was  ’Lena  ?’ 

‘  Yes  sure — he  done  ask  for  Miss  Rivers.’ 

‘  Ask  him  in,  why  don’t  you  ?’  said  Carrie,  suspecting  his 
errand,  and  thinking  to  keep  herself  from  all  suspicion  by 
appearing  ‘wonderfully  pleased’  that  ’Lena  was  not  inten¬ 
tionally  neglected.  Before  Corinda  could  reply,  ’Lena  had 
stepped  into  the  hall,  and  was  standing  face  to  face  with 
Durward,  who  retained  her  hand,  while  he  asked  if  ‘  she. 
really  believed  they  intended  to  slight  her,’  at  the  same  time 
explaining  how  it  came  to  his  knowledge,  and  saying,  ‘  he 
hoped  she  would  not  fail  to  attend.’ 
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’Lena  hesitated,  but  he  pressed  her  so  hard,  saying  he 
should  surely  think  she  distrusted  them  if  she  ref  usedr  that 
she  finally  consented,  and  he  took  his  leave,  playfully  threat 
ening  to  come  for  her  himself  if  she  were  not  there  with 
the  rest. 

‘You  feel  better,  now,  don’t  you  F’  said  Carrie,  with  a 
sneer,  as  ’Lena  re-entered  the  parlour’. 

‘  Yes,  a  great  deal,’  was  Lena’s  truthful  answer. 

‘  Oh,  I’m  real  glad !’  exclaimed  Anna.  ‘  I  ’most  knew 
’twas  a  mistake  all  the  time,  and  I  did  so  want  you  to  go. 
What  will  you  wear  ?  Let  me  see.  Why,  you  havn’t  got 
anything  suitable,  have  you  ?’ 

This  was  true,  for  ’Lena  had  nothing  fit  for  the  occasion, 
and  she  was  beginning  to  wish  she  had  not  been  invited, 
when  her  uncle  came  in,  and  to  him  Anna  forthwith  stated 
the  case,  saying  ’Lena  must  have  a  new  dress,  and  suggest¬ 
ing  embroidered  muslin. 

‘  How  ridiculous  !’  muttered  Carrie,  thrumming  away  at 
the  piano.  ‘  There’s  no  time  to  make  dresses  now.  They 
should  have  invited  her  earlier.’ 

‘  Isn’t  Miss  Simpson  here  still  ?’  asked  her  father. 

Anna  replied  that  she  was,  and  then  turning  to  ’Lena, 
Mr.  Livingstone  asked  if  *  she  wanted  to  go  very  much.’ 

The  tears  which  shone  in  her  eyes  were  a  sufficient  answer, 
and  when  at  supper  that  night,  inquiry  was  made  for  Mr. 
Livingstone,  it  was  said  that  he  had  gone  to  Frankfort. 

‘  To  Frankfort !’  repeated  his  wife.  ‘  What  has  he  gone 
there  for  ?’ 

No  one  knew  until  late  in  the  evening,  when  he  returned 
home,  bringing  with  him  ’Lena’s  dress,  which  Anna  pro¬ 
nounced  ‘  the  sweetest  thing  she  ever  saw,’  at  the  same 
time  running  with  it  to  her  cousin.  There  was  company  in 
the  parlour,  which  for  a  time  kept  down  the  gathering 
storm  in  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  face,  but  the  moment  they  were 
gone,  and  she  was  alone  with  her  husband  in  their  room,  it 
burst  forth,  and  in  angry  tones  she  demanded  ‘what  he 
meant  by  spending  her  money  in  that  way,  and  without 
her  consent  ?’ 

Before  making  any  reply,  Mr.  Livingstone  stepped  to  her 
work-box,  and  opening  the  little  drawer,  held  to  view  the 
missing  note.  Then  turning  to  his  wife,  whose  face  was  very 
pale,  he  said,  ‘This  morning  I  made  a  discovery  which 
exonerates  Nero  from  all  blame.  I  understand  it  fully,  and 
while  I  knew  you  were  capable  of  almost  everything,  I  must 
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say  I  did  not  think  you  would  be  guilty  of  quite  so  mean 
an  act.  Stay,’  he  continued,  as  he  saw  her  about  to  speak, 
‘  You  are  my  wife,  and  as  ’Lena  is  at  last  invited,  your 
secret  is  safe,  but  remember,  it  must  not  be  repeated.  You 
understand  me,  do  you  ?’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  was  struck  dumb  with  mortification  and 
astonishment — the  first,  that  she  was  detected,  and  the  last, 
that  her  husband  dare  assume  such  lauguage  towards  her. 
But  he  had  her  in  his  power — she  knew  that — and  for  a  time 
it  rendered  her  very  docile,  causing  her  to  consult  with 
Miss  Simpson  concerning  the  fitting  of  Lena’s  dress,  herself 
standing  by  when  it  was  done,  and  suggesting  one  or  two 
improvements,  until  ’Lena,  perfectly  bewildered,  wondered 
what  had  come  over  her  aunt,  that  she  should  be  so  un¬ 
usually  kind.  Carrie,  too,  learning  from  her  mother  how 
matters  stood,  thought  proper  to  change  her  manner,  and 
while  in  her  heart  she  hoped  something  would  occur  to  keep 
’Lena  at  home,  she  loudly  expressed  her  pleasure  that  she 
was  going,  offering  to  lend  her  several  little  ornaments, 
and  doing  many  things,  which  puzzled  ’Lena,  who  readily 
saw  that  she  was  feigning  what  she  did  not  feel. 

Meanwhile,  grandma,  learning  that  ’Lena  was  invited, 
declared  her  intention  of  going.  ‘  I  shouldn’t  of  gin  up  in  the 
first  on’t,’  said  she,  ‘  only  I  wanted  to  show  ’em  proper  re¬ 
sentment;  but  now  it’s  different,  and  I’ll  go,  anyway — ’Tilda 
may  say  what  she’s  a  mind  to.’ 

It  was  all  in  vain  that  ’Lena  reasoned  the  case.  Grand¬ 
ma  was  decided,  and  it  was  not  until  both  her  son  and  daugh¬ 
ter  interfered,  the  one  advising  and  the  other  commanding 
her  to  stay  at  home,  that  she  yielded  with  a  burst  of  tears, 
for  grandma  was  now  in  her  second  childhood,  and  easily 
moved.  It  was  terrible  to  ’Lena  to  see  her  grandmother 
weep,  and  twining  her  arms  around  her  neck,  she  tried  to 
soothe  her  saying,  ‘  she  would  willingly  stay  at  home  with 
her  if  she  wished  it.’ 

Mrs.  Nichols  was  not  selfish  enough  to  suffer  this.  ‘  No, 
’Leny,  said  she,  ‘  I  want  you  to  go  and  enjoy  yourself  while 
you  are  young,  for  you’ll  sometime  be  old  and  in  the  way  ;’ 
and  the  old  creature  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
wept. 

But  she  was  of  too  cheerful  a  nature  long  to  remember 
grief,  and  drying  her  tears,  she  soon  forgot  her  trouble  in 
the  pride  and  satisfaction  which  she  felt  when  she  saw  how 
well  the  white  muslin  became  'Lena,  who,  John  Jr.  said, 
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never  looked  so  beautifully  as  she  did  when  arrayed  for  the 
party.  Mr.  Livingstone  had  not  been  sparing  of  his  money 
when  he  purchased  the  party  dress,  which  was  a  richly 
embroidered  muslin,  and  fell  in  soft  folds  around  ’Lena’s 
graceful  figure.  Her  long,  flowing  curls  were  intertwined 
with  a  few  natural  flowers,  her  only  attempt  at  ornament 
of  any  kind,  and,  indeed,  ornaments  would  have  been  sadly 
out  of  place  on  ’Lena. 

It  was  between  nine  and  ten  when  the  party  from  Maple 
Grove  reached  Woodlawn,  where  they  found  a  large  com¬ 
pany  assembled,  some  in  the  drawing-rooms  below,  and 
others  still  lingering  at  the  toilet  in  the  dressing  chamber. 
Among  these  last  were  Nellie  Douglass  and  Mabel  Ross,  the 
latter  of  whom  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  delighted  to  see,  over¬ 
whelming  her  with  caresses,  and  urging  her  to  stop  for  a 
while  at  Maple  Grove. 

‘  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  have  you  with  us,  and  the  country 
air  will  do  you  so  much  good,  that  you  must  not  refuse,’ 
said  she,  pinching  Mabel’s  sallow  cheek,  and  stroking  her 
straight,  glossy  hair,  which  in  contrast  with  the  bandeau 
of  pearls  that  she  wore,  looked  dark  as  midnight. 

Spite  of  her  wealth,  Mabel  had  long  been  accustomed  to 
neglect,  and  there  was  something  so  kind  in  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone’s  motherly  demeanour,  that  the  heart  of  the  young 
orphan  warmed  towards  her,  and  tears  glittered  in  her  large, 
mournful  eyes,  the  only  beauty,  save  her  hair,  of  which 
she  could  boast.  Very  few  had  ever  cared  for  poor  Mabel, 
who,  though  warm-hearted  and  affectionate  required  to 
be  known  in  order  to  be  appreciated,  and  as  she  was 
naturally  shy  and  retiring,  there  were  not  many  who  felt 
at  all  acquainted  with  her.  Left  alone  in  the  world  at  a 
very  early  age,  she  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  possess 
a  real,  disinterested  friend,  unless  we  except  Nellie  Doug¬ 
lass,  who,  while  there  was  nothing  congenial  between 
them,  had  always  tried  to  treat  Mabel  as  she  herself  would 
wish  to  be  treated,  were  she  in  like  circumstances. 

Many  had  professed  friendship,  for  the  sake  of  the  gain 
which  they  knew  would  accrue,  for  she  was  generous  to 
a  fault,  bestowing  with  a  lavish  hand  upon  those  whom 
she  loved,  and  who  had  too  often  proved  false,  denouncing 
her  as  utterly  spiritless  and  insipid.  So  often  had  she  been 
deceived,  that  now,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  she  had  learned 
to  distrust  her  fellow  creatures,  and  oftentimes  in  secret 
would  she  weep  bitterly  over  her  lonely  condition,  lamenting 
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the  plain  face  and  unattractive  manners,  which  she  fancied 
rendered  her  an  object  of  dislike.  Still  there  was  about 
her  a  depth  of  feeling  of  which  none  had  ever  dreamed, 
and  it  only  required  a  skilful  hand  to  mould  her  into  an 
altogether  different  being.  She  was,  perhaps,  too  easily 
influenced,  for  in  spite  of  her  distrust,  a  pleasant  word 
or  kind  look  would  win  her  to  almost  anything. 

Of  this  weakness  Mrs.  Livingstone  seemed  well  aware, 
and  for  the  better  accomplishment  of  her  plan,  she  deemed 
it  necessary  that  Mabel  should  believe  her  to  be  the  best 
friend  she  had  in  the  world.  Accordingly,  she  now  flattered 
and  petted  her,  calling  her  £  darling,’  and  ‘  dearest,’  and  urg¬ 
ing  her  to  stop  at  Maple  Grove,  until  she  consented/  pro¬ 
vided  Nellie  Douglass  were  willing.’ 

‘  Oh,  I  don’t  care,’  answered  Nellie,  whose  gay,  dashing 
disposition  poorly  accorded  with  the  listless,  sickly  Mabel, 
and  who  felt  it  rather  a  relief  than  otherwise  to  be  rid  of 
her. 

So  it  was  decided  that  she  should  stay  at  Maple  Grove, 
and  then  Mrs.  Livingstone,  passing  her  arm  around  her 
waist,  whispered,  ‘  Go  down  with  me,’  at  the  same  time 
starting  for  the  parlour,  followed  by  her  daughters,  Nellie 
and  ’Lena.  In  the  hall,  they  met  with  John  Jr.  He 
had  heard  Nellie’s  voice,  and  stationing  himself  at  the  head 
of  the  stairs,  was  waiting  her  appearance. 

‘  Miss  Ross,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone  to  her  son,  at  the  same 
time  indicating  her  willingness  to  give  her  into  his  care. 

But  John  Jr.  would  not  take  the  hint.  Bowing  stiffly  to 
Mabel,  he  passed  on  toward  Nellie,  in  his  eagerness  stepping 
on  Carrie’s  trail,  drawing  from  her  the  exclamation  of  anger 
at  his  awkwardness.  Mrs.  Livingstone  glanced  backward 
just  in  time  to  see  the  look  of  affection  with  which  her  son 
regarded  Nellie,  as  she  placed  her  soft  hand  confidingly 
upon  his  arm,  and  gazed  upward  smilingly  into  his  face. 
She  dared  not  slight  Miss  Douglass  in  public,  but  with  a 
mental  invective  against  her,  she  drew  Mabel  closer  to  her 
side,  and  smoothing  down  the  heavy  folds  of  her  moire 
antique ,  entered  the  drawing-room,  which  was  brilliantly 
lighted,  and  filled  with  the  beauty  and  fashion  of  Lexington, 
Frankfort,  and  Versailles. 

At  the  door  they  met  Durward,  who,  as  he  took  ’Lena’s 
hand,  said,  ‘  It  is  well  you  remembered  your  promise,  for 
I  was  about  starting  after  you.’  This  observation  did  not 
escape  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who,  besides  having  her  son  and 
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Nellie  under  her  special  cognizance,  had  also  an  eye  upon 
her  niece  and  Anna.  Her  espionage  of  the  latter,  however, 
was  not  needed  immediately,  owing  to  her  being  straight¬ 
way  appropriated  to  Captain  Atherton,  in  dainty  white  kids, 
and  vest  to  match,  (the  colour,  not  the  material,)  strutted 
back  and  forth  with  Anna  tucked  under  his  arm,  until  the 
poor  girl  was  ready  to  cry  with  vexation. 

When  the  guests  had  nearly  all  arrived,  both  Mr.  Graham 
and  Durward  started  for  ’Lena,  the  latter  reaching  her  first, 
and  paying  her  so  many  little  attentions,  that  the  curiosity 
of  others  was  aroused,  and  frequently  was  the  question 
asked,  ‘  Who  is  she,  the  beautiful  young  lady  in  white  mus¬ 
lin  and  curls  ?’ 

Nothing  of  all  this  escaped  Mrs.  Livingstone,  and  once, 
in  passing  near  her  niece,  she  managed  to  whisper,  ‘For 
heaven’s  sake  don’t  show  your  ignorance  of  etiquette  by 
taxing  Mr.  Bellmont’s  good  nature  any  longer.  It’s  very 
improper  to  claim  any  one’s  attention  so  long,  and  you  are 
calling  forth  remarks.’ 

Then  quickly  changing  the  whisper  into  her  softest 
tones,  she  said  to  Durward,  ‘  How  can  you  resist  such  be¬ 
seeching  glances  as  those  ladies  send  toward  you  ?’  nodding 
to  a  group  of  girls  of  which  Carrie  Avas  one. 

’Lena  coloured  scarlet,  and  gazed  wistfully  around 
the  room  in  quest  of  some  other  shelter  when  Durward 
should  relinquish  her,  as  she  felt  he  would  surely  do,  but 
none  presented  itself.  Her  uncle  was  playing  the  agreeable 
to  Miss  Atherton,  Mr.  Graham  to  some  other  lady,  while 
John  Jr.  kept  closely  at  Nellie’s  side,  forgetful  of  all  else. 

‘  What  shall  I  do  ?’  said  ’Lena,  unconsciously  and  half 
aloud. 

‘  Stay  with  me,’  answered  Durward,  drawing  her  hand 
further  within  his  arm,  and  bending  upon  her  a  look  of  ad¬ 
miration  which  she  could  not  mistake. 

Several  times  they  passed  and  repassed  Mrs.  Graham, 
who  was  highly  incensed  at  her  son’s  proceedings,  and  at 
last  actually  asked  him  ‘  if  he  did  not  intend  noticing  any 
one  except  Miss  Rivers,’  adding,  as  an  apology  for  her 
rudeness,  (for  Mrs.  Graham  prided  herself  upon  being 
very  polite  in  her  own  house,)  ‘  she  has  charms  enough  to 
win  a  dozen  gallants,  but  there  are  others  here  who  need 
attention  from  you.  There’s  Miss  Livingstone,  you’ve 
hardly  spoken  with  her  to-night.’ 

Thus  importuned,  Durward  released  ’Lena  and  walked 
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away,  attaching  himself  to  Carrie,  who  clung  to  him  closer, 
if  possible,  than  did  the  old  captain  to  Anna.  About 
this  time  Mr.  Everett  came.  He  had  been  necessarily 
detained,  and  now,  after  paying  his  respects  to  the  host 
and  hostess,  he  started  in  quest  of  Anna,  who  was  still 
held  ‘in  durance  vile’  by  the  captain.  But  the  moment  she 
saw  Malcolm,  she  uttered  a  low  exclamation  of  joy,  and 
without  a  single  apology,  broke  abruptly  away  from  her 
ancient  cavalier,  whose  little  watery  eyes  looked  daggers 
after  her  for  an  instant ;  then  consoling  himself  with  the 
reflection  that  he  was  tolerably  sure  of  her,  do  what  she 
would,  he  walked  up  to  her  mother,  kindly  relieving  her  for 
a  time  of  her  charge,  who  was  becoming  rather  tiresome. 
Frequently,  by  nods,  winks,  and  frowns,  had  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  tried  to  bring  her  son  to  a  sense  of  his  improper  con¬ 
duct  in  devoting  himself  exclusively  to  one  individual,  and 
neglecting  all  others. 

But  her  efforts  were  all  in  vain.  John  Jr.  was  incorrigi¬ 
ble,  slily  whispering  to  Nellie,  that  4  he  had  no  idea  of 
beauing  a  medicine  chest.’  This  he  said,  referring  to  Mabel’s 
ill  health,  for  among  his  other  oddities,  John  Jr.  had  a 
particular  aversion  to  sickly  ladies.  Of  course  Nellie  re¬ 
proved  him  for  his  unkind  remarks,  at  the  same  time 
warmly  defending  Mabel,  ‘  who,’  she  said,  ‘  had  been  deli¬ 
cate  from  infancy,  and  suffei'ed  far  more  than  was  generally 
suspected.’ 

‘Let  her  stay  at  home,  then,’  was  John  Jr.’s  answer,  as 
he  led  Nellie  towards  the  supper-room,  which  the  company 
were  just  then  entering. 

About  an  hour  after  supper  the  guests  began  to  leave, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  being  the  first  to  propose  going.  As  she 
was  ascending  the  stairs,  J ohn  Jr.  observed  that  Mabel  was 
with  her,  and  turning  to  ’Lena,  who  now  leaned  on  his  arm, 
he  said,  ‘There  goes  the  future  Mrs.  John  Jr. — so  mother 
thinks !’ 

‘  Where  ?’  asked  ’Lena,  looking  round. 

‘Why,  there,’  continued  John,  pointing  towards  Mabel. 
‘  Haven’t  you  noticed  with  what  parental  solicitude  mother 
watches  over  her  ?’ 

‘  I  saw  them  together,’  answered  ’Lena,  ‘  and  I  thought 
it  very  kind  in  my  aunt,  for  no  one  else  seemed  to  notice 
her,  and  I  felt  sorry  for  her.  She  is  going  home  with  us,  I 
believe.’ 
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*  Going  home  with  us  /’  repeated  John  Jr.  ‘  In  the  name 
of  the  people,  what  is  she  going  home  with  us  for  P 

‘Why,’  returned  ’Lena,  ‘your  mother  thinks  the  country 
air  will  do  her  good.’ 

‘  J7w-doubtedly,’  said  John,  with  a  sneer.  ‘  Mother’s  mo¬ 
tives  are  usually  very  disinterested.  I  wonder  she  don’t 
propose  to  the  old  captain  to  take  up  his  quarters  with  us, 
so  she  can  nurse  him !’ 

With  this  state  of  feeling,  it  was  hardly  natural  that  John 
J r.  should  he  very  polite  towards  Mabel,  and  when  his  mo¬ 
ther  asked  him  to  help  her  into  the  carriage,  he  complied  so 
ungraciously,  that  Mabel  observed  it,  and  looked  wondering- 
ly  at  her  patroness  for  an  explanation. 

‘  Only  one  of  his  freaks,  love — he’ll  get  over  it,’  said  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  while  poor  Mabel,  sinking  back  among  the 
cushions,  wept  silently,  thinking  that  everybody  hated  her. 

When  ’Lena  came  down  to  bid  her  host  and  hostess  good 
night,  the  former  retained  her  hand,  while  he  expressed  his 
sorrow  at  her  leaving  so  soon.  ‘  I  meant  to  have  seen  more 
of  you,’  said  he,  ‘  but  you  must  visit  us  often — will  you  not  P 

Neither  the  action  nor  the  words  escaped  Mrs.  Graham’s 
observation,  and  the  lecture  which  she. that  night  read  her 
offending  spouse,  had  the  effect  to  keep  him  awake  until 
morning  was  growing  gray  in  the  east.  Then,  when  he  was 
asleep,  he  so  far  forgot  himself  and  the  wide-open  ears  be¬ 
side  him  as  actually  to  breathe  the  name  of  ’ Lena  in  his 
dreams ! 

Mrs.  Graham  needed  no  farther  confirmation  of  her  sus¬ 
picions,  and  at  the  breakfast  table  next  morning,  she  gave 
her  son  a  lengthened  account  of  her  husband’s  great  sin  in 
dreaming  of  a  young  girl,  and  that  girl  ’Lena  Rivers.  Dur- 
ward  laughed  heartily,  and  then,  either  to  tease  his  mother, 
or  to  make  his  father’s  guilt  less  heinous  in  her  eyes,  he  re¬ 
plied,  ‘  It  is  a  little  singular  that  our  minds  should  run  in  the 
same  channel,  for  I,  too,  dreamed  of  ’Lena  Rivers !’ 

Poor  Mrs.  Graham.  A  double  task  was  now  imposed  up¬ 
on  her — that  of  watching  both  husband  and  son ;  but  she  was 
accustomed  to  it,  for  her  life,  since  her  second  marriage, 
had  been  one  continued  series  of  watching  for  evil  where 
there  was  none.  And  now,  with  a  growing  hatred  towards 
’Lena,  she  determined  to  increase  her  vigilance,  feeling  sure 
she  should  discover  something  if  she  only  continued  faithful 
to  the  end. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MABEL. 

THE  morning  following  the  party,  Mr.  Livingstone’s  fam¬ 
ily  were  assembled  in  the  parlour,  discussing  the  various 
events  of  the  previous  night.  John  Jr.,  ’Lena,  and  Anna 
declared  themselves  to  have  been  highly  pleased  with  every¬ 
thing,  while  Carrie,  in  the  worst  of  humours,  pronounced  it 
‘  a  perfect  bore,’  saying  she  never  had  so  disagreeable  a  time 
in  all  her  life,  and  ending  her  ill-natured  remarks  by  a  mali¬ 
cious  thrust  at  ’Lena,  for  having  so  long  kept  Mr.  Bellmont 
at  her  side. 

‘  I  suppose  you  fancy  he  would  have  looked  better  with  you, 
but  I  think  he  showed  his  good  taste  by  preferring  ’Lena,’ 
said  John  Jr. ;  then  turning  towards  the  large  easy  chair, 
where  Mabel  sat,  pale,  weary,  and  spiritless,  he  asked  ‘  how 
she  had  enjoyed  herself.’ 

With  the  exception  of  his  accustomed  ‘  good  morning,’  this 
was  the  first  time  he  had  that  day  addressed  her,  and  it  was 
so  unexpected,  that  it  brought  a  bright  glow  to  her  cheek, 
making  John  Jr.  think  she  was  ‘not  so  horridly  ugly  after 
all.’ 

But  she  was  very  unfortunate  in  her  answer,  which  was, 
‘that  on  account  of  her  ill  health  she  seldom  enjoyed  any¬ 
thing  of  the  kind.’  Then  pressing  her  hand  upon  her  fore¬ 
head,  she  continued,  ‘My  head  is  aching  dreadfully,  as  a 
punishment  for  last  night’s  dissipation.’ 

Three  times  before,  he  had  heard  her  speak  of  her  aching 
head,  and  now  with  an  impatient  gesture,  he  was  turning 
away,  when  his  mother  said,  ‘Poor  girl,  she  really  looks 
miserable.  I  think  a  ride  would  do  her  good.  Suppose  you 
take  her  with  you — I  heard  you  say  you  were  going  to  Ver¬ 
sailles.’ 

If  there  was  anything  in  which  Mabel  excelled,  it  was 
horsemanship,  she  being  a  better  xader,  if  possible,  than 
’Lena,  and  now  at  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  proposition,  she  looked 
up  eagerly  at  John  Jr.,  who  replied, 

‘  Oh,  hang  it  all !  mother,  I  can’t  always  be  bothered  with 
a  girl ;’  then  as  he  saw  how  Mabel’s  countenance  fell,  he  con¬ 
tinued,  ‘  Let  ’Lena  ride  with  her — she  wants  to,  I  know.’ 

‘  Certainly,’  said  ’Lena,  whose  heart  warmed  towards  the 
orphan  girl,  partly  because  she  was  an  orphan,  and  partly 
because  she  saw  that  she  was  neglected  and  unloved. 

As  yet  Mabel  cared  nothing  for  John  Jr.,  nor  even  suspect- 
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ed  his  mother’s  object  in  detaining  her  as  a  guest.  So  when 
’Lena  was  proposed  as  a  substitute,  she  seemed  equally  well 
pleased,  and  the  young  man,  as  he  walked  off  to  order  the 
ponies,  mentally  termed  himself  a  bear  for  his  rudeness; 

‘  for  after  all,’  thought  he,  ‘  it’s  mother  who  has  designs  upon 
me,  not  Mabel.  She  isn’t  to  blame.’ 

This  opinion  once  satisfactorily  settled,  it  was  strange 
how  soon  John  Jr.  began  to  be  sociable  with  Mabel,  finding 
her  much  more  agreeable  than  he  had  at  first  supposed,  and 
even  acknowledging  to  ’Lena  that  ‘  she  was  a  good  deal  of  a 
girl,  after  all,  were  it  not  for  her  everlasting  headaches  and 
the  smell  of  medicine,’  which  he  declared  she  always  car¬ 
ried  about  with  her. 

‘  Hush-sh,’  said  ’Lena — ‘  you  shan’t  talk  so,  for  she  is  sick 
a  great  deal,  and  she  does  not  feign  it,  either.’ 

‘Perhaps  not,’  returned  John  Jr.,  ‘but  she  can  at  least 
keep  her  miserable  feelings  to  herself.  Nobody  wants  to  know 
how  many  times  she’s  been  blistered  and  bled !’ 

Still  John  Jr.  acknowledged  that  there  were  some  things  in 
Mabel  which  he  liked,  for  no  one  could  live  long  with  her 
and  not  admire  her  gentleness  and  uncommon  sweetness  of 
disposition,  which  manifested  itself  in  numerous  acts  of 
kindness  to  those  around  her.  Never  before  in  her  life  had 
she  been  so  constantly  associated  with  a  young  gentleman, 
and  as  she  was  quite  susceptible,  it  is  hardly  more  than  nat¬ 
ural  that  ere  long  thoughts  of  John  Jr.  mingled  in  both  her 
sleeping  and  waking  dreams.  She  could  not  understand 
him,  but  the  more  his  changeful  moods  puzzled  her,  the 
more  she  felt  interested  in  him,  and  her  eyes  would  alternately 
sparkle  at  a  kind  word  from  him,  or  fill  with  tears  at  the 
abruptness  of  his  speeches  ;  while  he  seemed  to  take  special 
delight  in  seeing  how  easily  he  could  move  her  from  one 
extreme  to  the  other. 

Silently  Mr.  Livingstone  looked  on,  carefully  noting  each 
change,  and  warily  calculating  its  result.  Not  once  since 
Mabel  became  an  inmate  of  her  family  had  she  mentioned  her 
to  her  son,  for  she  deemed  it  best  to  wait  and  let  matters 
take  their  course.  But  at  last,  anxious  to  know  his  real 
opinion,  she  determined  to  sound  him.  Accordingly,  one 
day  when  they  were  alone,  she  spoke  of  Mabel,  asking  him 
if  he  did  not  think  she  improved  upon  acquaintance,  at  the 
same  time  enumerating  her  many  excellent  qualities,  and 
saying  that  whoever  married  her  would  get  a  prize,  to  say 
nothing  of  a  fortune. 
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Quickly  comprehending  the  drift  of  her  remarks,  John  Jr. 
replied,  ‘  I  dare  say,  and  whoever  wishes  for  both  prize  and 
fortune,  is  welcome  to  them  for  all  me.’ 

‘  I  thought  you  liked  Mabel,’  said  his  mother,  and  J ohn  an¬ 
swered,  ‘So  I  do  like  her,  but  for  pity’s  sake,  is  a  man 
obliged  to  marry  every  girl  he  likes  ?  Mabel  does  very  well 
to  tease  and  amuse  one,  but  when  you  come  to  the  marry¬ 
ing  part,  why,  that’s  another  thing.’ 

‘  And  what  objection  have  you  to  her  ?’  continued  his  mo¬ 
ther,  growing  very  fidgetty  and  red. 

‘  Several,’  returned  John.  ‘  She  has  altogether  too  many 
aches  and  pains  to  suit  me ;  then  she  has  no  spirit  whatever ; 
and  last,  but  not  least,  I  like  somebody  else.  So,  mother 
mine,  you  may  as  well  give  up  all  hopes  of  that  hundred 
thousand  down  in  Alabama,  for  I  shall  never  marry  Mabel 
Ross,  never !’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  was  now  not  only  red  and  fidgety,  but 
very  angry,  and,  in  an  elevated  tone  of  voice,  she  said,  ‘  I 
s’pose  it’s  Nellie  Douglass  you  mean ;  but  if  you  knew  all 
of  her  that  I  do,  I  reckon — ’ 

Here  she  paused,  insinuating  that  she  could  tell  something 
dreadful,  if  she  would !  But  J  ohn  J  r.  took  no  notice  of  her 
hints,  and  when  he  got  a  chance,  he  replied,  ‘You  are  quite 
a  Yankee  at  guessing,  for  if  Nellie  will  have  me,  I  surely 
will  have  her.’ 

‘  Marry  her,  then,’  retorted  his  mother — ‘  marry  her,  with 
all  her  poverty,  but  for  heaven’s  sake,  don’t  give  so  much  en¬ 
couragement  to  a  poor  defenceless  girl.’ 

Wishing  Mabel  in  Guinea,  and  declaring  he’d  neither 
speak  to  her  nor  look  at  her  again,  if  common  civilities  were 
construed  into  encouragement,  John  Jr.  strode  out  of  the 
room,  determining,  as  the  surest  method  of  ending  the  trou¬ 
ble,  to  go  forthwith  to  Nellie,  and  in  a  plain,  straightforward 
way,  make  her  an  offer  of  himself.  With  him,  to  will  was 
to  do,  and  in  about  an  hour  he  was  descending  the  long  hill 
which  leads  into  Frankfort.  Unfortunately,  Nellie  had  gone 
for  a  few  weeks  to  Madison,  and  again  mounting  Firelock, 
the  young  man  galloped  back,  reaching  home  just  as  the 
family  were  sitting  down  to  supper.  Not  feeling  hungry, 
and  wishing  to  avoid,  as  long  as  possible,  the  sight  of  his 
mother  and  Mabel,  whom  he  believed  were  leagued  against 
him,  he  repaired  to  the  parlour,  whistling  loudly  and  mak¬ 
ing  much  more  noise  than  was  at  all  necessary. 

‘  If  you  please,  Mr.  Livingstone,  won’t  you  be  a  little  more 
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quiet,  for  my  nead  aches  so  hard  to-night  ?’  said  a  languid 
voice,  from  the  depths  of  the  huge  easy  chair  which  stood 
before  the  glowing  grate. 

Glancing  towards  what  he  had  at  first  supposed  to  be  a 
bundle  of  shawls,  John  Jr.  saw  Mabel  Ross,  her  forehead 
bandaged  up,  and  her  lips  white  as  ashes,  while  the  purple 
rings  about  her  heavy  eyes,  told  of  the  pain  she  was  enduiing. 

‘  Thunder !’  was  John’s  exclamation,  as  he  strode  from  the 
room,  slamming  to  the  door  with  unusual  force. 

When  Mrs.  Livingstone  came  in  from  supper,  with  a 
cup  of  hot  tea  and  a  slice  of  toast  for  Mabel,  she  was  sur¬ 
prised  to  find  her  sobbing  like  a  child.  It  did  not  take  long 
for  her  to  learn  the  cause,  and  then,  as  well  as  she  could, 
she  soothed  her,  telling  her  not  to  mind  John’s  freaks — it 
was  his  way,  and  he  always  had  a  particular  aversion  to 
sick  people,  never  liking  to  hear  them  talk  of  their  ailments. 
This  hint  was  sufficient  for  Mabel,  who  ever  after  strove 
hard  to  appear  well  and  cheerful  in  his  presence.  But  in 
no  way,  if  he  could  help  it,  would  he  notice  her. 

Next  to  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ’Lena  was  Mabel’s  best  friend, 
and  when  she  saw  how  much  her  cousin’s  rudeness  and 
indifference  pained  her,  she  determined  to  talk  with  him 
about  it.  So  the  first  time  they  were  alone,  she  broached 
the  subject,  speaking  very  kindly  of  Mabel,  and  asking  if 
he  had  any  well-grounded  reason  for  his  uncivil  treatment 
of  her.  There  was  no  person  in  the  world  who  possessed  so 
much  influence  over  John  Jr.  as  did  ’Lena,  and  now 
hearing  her  patiently  through,  he  replied,  ‘I know  I’m  im¬ 
polite  to  Mabel,  but  hang  me  if  I  can  help  it.  She  is  so  flat  and 
silly,  and  takes  every  little  attention  from  me  as  a  declara¬ 
tion  of  love.  Still  I  don’t  blame  her  as  much  as  I  do  mo¬ 
ther,  who  is  putting  her  up  to  it ;  and  if  she’d  only  go  home 
and  mind  her  own  business,  I  should  like  her  well  enough.’ 

‘  I  don’t  understand  you,’  said  ’Lena ;  and  her  cousin 
continued :  ‘  Why,  when  Mabel  first  came  here,  I  do  not 
think  she  knew  what  mother  was  fishing  for,  so  she  was 
not  so  much  at  fault,  but  she  does  now — ’ 

‘  Are  you  sure  ?’  interrupted  ’Lena,  and  John  Jr.  replied, 
‘She’s  a  confounded  fool  if  she  don’t.  And  what  provokes 
me,  is  to  think  she’ll  still  keep  staying  here,  when  modesty, 
if  nothing  else,  should  prompt  her  to  leave.  You  wouldn’t 
catch  Nellie  doing  so.  Why,  she'll  hardly  come  here  at  all, 
for  fear  folks  will  say  she  comes  to  see  me,  and  that’s  why 
I  like  her  so  well.’ 
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‘I  think  you  are  mistaken  with  regard  to  Mabel,’  said 
’Lena ;  for  I’ve  no  idea  she’s  in  love  with  you  a  bit  more 
than  I  am.  I  dare  say  she  likes  you  well  enough,  for 
there’s  nothing  in  you  to  dislike.’ 

‘Thank  you,’  interrupted  John  Jr.,  returning  the  compli¬ 
ment  with  a  kiss,  a  liberty  he  often  took  with  her. 

‘  Behave,  can’t  you  ?’  said  Lena,  at  the  same  time  continu¬ 
ing — ‘  No,  I  don’t  suppose  Mabel  is  dying  for  you  at  all. 
All  of  us  girls  like  to  receive  attention  from  you  gentlemen, 
and  she’s  not  an  exception.  Besides  that,  you  ought  to  be 
polite  to  her,  because  she’s  your  mother’s  guest,  if  for  no¬ 
thing  else.  I  don’t  ask  you  to  love  her,’  said  she,  ‘but  I  do 
ask  you  to  treat  her  well.  Kind  words  cost  nothing,  and 
they  go  far  towards  making  others  happy.’ 

‘  So  they  do,’  answered  John,  upon  whom  ’Lena’s  words 
were  having  good  effect.  ‘I’ve  nothing  under  heaven 
against  Mabel  Boss,  except  that  mother  wants  me  to  marry 
her;  but  if  you’ll  warrant  me  that  the  young  lady  herself 
has  no  such  intentions,  I’ll  do  my  very  best.’ 

‘I’ll  warrant  you,’  returned  ’Lena,  who  really  had  no 
idea  that  Mabel  cared  aught  in  particular  for  her  cousin, 
and  satisfied  with  the  result  of  her  interview,  she  started  to 
leave  the  room. 

As  she  reached  the  door,  John  Jr.  stopped  her  saying, 
‘  You  are  sure  she  don’t  care  for  me  ?’ 

‘  Perfectly  sure,’  was  ’Lena’s  answer. 

‘  The  plague  she  don’t,’  thought  John,  as  the  door  closed 
upon  ’Lena ;  and  such  is  human  nature,  that  the  young  man 
began  to  think  that  if  Mabel  didn’t  care  for  him,  he’d  see  if 
he  couldn’t  make  her,  for  after  all,  there  was  something 
pleasant  in  being  liked,  even  by  Mabel ! 

The  next  day,  as  the  young  ladies  were  sitting  together 
in  the  parlour,  John  Jr.  joined  them,  and  after  wringing 
Carrie’s  nose,  pulling  ’Lena’s  and  Anna’s  curls,  he  suddenly 
upset  Mabel’s  work-box,  at  the  same  time  slily  whispering 
to  his  cousin,  ‘  Ain’t  I  coming  round  ?’ 

Abrupt  as  this  proceeding  was,  it  pleased  Mabel  who,  with 
the  utmost  good  humour,  commenced  picking  up  her  things, 
John  Jr.  assisting  her,  and  managing  once  to  bump  his 
head  against  hers  !  After  this,  affairs  at  Maple  Grove 
glided  on  as  smoothly  as  Mrs.  Livingstone  could  wish. 
John  and  Mabel  were  apparently  on  the  most  amicable 
terms,  ho  deeming  ’Lena’s  approbation  a  sufficient  reward 
for  the  many  little  attentions  which  he  paid  to  Mabel,  and 
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she,  knowing  nothing  of  all  that  had  passed,  drinking  in  Iris 
every  word  and  look,  learning  to  live  upon  his  smile,  and 
conforming  herself,  as  far  as  possible,  to  what  she  thought 
would  best  please  him. 

Gradually  as  she  thought  it  would  do,  Mrs.  Livingstone 
unfolded  to  Mabel  her  own  wishes,  saying  she  should  be 
perfectly  happy  could  she  only  call  her  ‘  daughter,’  and 
hinting  that  such  a  thing  ‘by  wise  management  could 
easily  be  brought  about.’  With  a  gush  of  tears  the  or¬ 
phan  girl  laid  her  head  in  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  lap,  mentally 
blessing  her  as  her  benefactress,  and  thanking  the  Giver  of 
all  good  for  the  light  and  happiness  which  she  saw  dawning 
in  her  pathway. 

‘  John  is  peculiar,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  and  if  he  fan¬ 
cied  you  liked  him  very  much,  it  might  not  please  him  as 
well  as  indifference  on  your  part.’ 

So,  with  this  lesson,  Mabel  for  the  first  time  in  her  life 
attempted  to  act  as  she  did  not  feel,  feigning  carelessness  or 
indifference  when  every  pulse  of  her  heart  was  throbbing 
with  joy  at  some  little  attention  paid  her  by  John,  who 
could  be  very  agreeable  when  he  chose,  and  who,  observing 
her  apparent  indifference,  began  to  think  that  what  ’Lena 
had  said  was  true,  and»that  Mabel  really  cared  nothing 
for  him.  With  this  impression  he  exerted  himself  to  be 
agreeable,  wondering  how  her  many  good  qualities  had  so 
long  escaped  his  observation. 

‘  There  is  more  to  her  than  I  supposed,’  said  he  one  day 
to  ’Lena,  who  was  commending  him  for  his  improved  man¬ 
ner.  ‘  Yes,  a  heap  more  than  I  supposed.  Why,  I  really 
like  her !’ 

And  he  told  the  truth,  for  with  his  prejudice  laid  aside,  he, 
as  is  often  the  case,  began  to  find  virtues  in  her,  the  exis¬ 
tence  of  which  he  had  never  suspected.  Frequently,  now, 
he  talked,  laughed,  and  rode  with  her,  praising  her  horse¬ 
manship,  pointing  out  some  points  wherein  it  might  be  im¬ 
proved,  and  never  dreaming  the  while  of  the  deep  affection 
his  conduct  had  awakened  in  the  susceptible  girl. 

‘  Oh,  I  am  so  happy,’  said  she  one  day  to  Lena,  who  was 
speaking  of  her  improved  health.  ‘  I  never  thought  it  possi¬ 
ble  for  me  to  be  so  happy.  I  dreaded  to  come  here  at  first, 
but  now  I  shall  never  regret  it,  never.’ 

She  was  standing  before  the  long  mirror  hi  the  parlour, 
adjusting  the  feathers  to  her  tasteful  velvet  cap,  which  in 
her  neatly  fitting  riding-dress,  became  her  better  than  any- 
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thing  else.  The  excitement  of  her  words  sent  a  deep  glow  to 
her  cheek,  while  her  large  black  eyes  sparkled  with  unusual 
brilliancy.  She  was  going  out  with  John  Jr.,  who,  just  as 
she  finished  speaking,  appeared  in  the  doorway,  and  catch¬ 
ing  a  glimpse  of  her  face,  exclaimed  in  his  blunt,  jocose  way, 
‘Upon  my  word,  Meb,  if  you  keep  on,  you’ll  get  to  be  quite 
decent  looking  in  time.’ 

’Twas  the  first  compliment  of  the  kind  he  had  ever  paid 
her,  and  questionable  as  it  was,  it  tended  to  strengthen  her 
fast  forming  belief  that  her  affection  for  him  was  returned. 

‘  I  can’t  expect  him  to  do  anything  like  other  people,  he’s 
so  odd,’  thought  she,  and  yet  it  was  the  very  oddness  which 
charmed  her. 

At  length  Nellie,  who  had  returned  from  Madison,  and 
felt  rather  lonely,  wrote  to  Mabel,  asking  her  to  come 
home.  This  plan  Mrs.  Livingstone  opposed,  but  Mabel 
was  decided,  and  the  week  before  Christmas  was  fixed  upon 
for  her  departure.  John  Jr.,  anxious  to  see  Nellie,  pro¬ 
posed  accompanying  her,  but  when  the  day  came  he  was 
suffering  from  a  severe  cold,  which  rendered  his  stay  in  the 
house  absolutely  necessary.  So  his  mother,  who  had  reasons 
of  her  own  for  doing  so,  went  in  his  stead.  Carrie,  who  never 
had  any  fancy  for  Mabel,  and  only  endured  her  because 
she  was  rich,  was  coolly  polite,  merely  offering  her  hand, 
and  then  resumed  the  novel  she  was  reading,  even  before 
Mabel  had  left.  Anna  and  ’Lena  bade  her  a  more  affec¬ 
tionate  adieu,  and  then  advancing  towards  John  Jr.,  who, 
in  dressing-gown  and  slippers,  reclined  upon  the  sofa,  she 
offered  him  her  hand. 

As  if  to  atone  for  his  former  acts  of  rudeness,  the  young 
man  accompanied  her  to  the  door,  playfully  claiming  the  pri¬ 
vilege  of  taking  leave  just  as  his  sister  and  cousin  had  done. 

‘  It’s  only  me ,  you  know,’  said  he,  imprinting  upon  her 
forehead  a  kiss,  which  sent  the  rich  blood  to  her  neck  and 
face. 

J ohn  Jr.  would  not  have  dared  to  take  that  liberty  with 
Nellie,  while  Mabel,  simple-hearted,  and  wholly  unused  to 
the  world,  saw  in  it  a  world  of  meaning,  and  for  a  long 
time  after  the  carriage  rolled  away  from  Maple  Grove,  the 
bright  glow  on  her  cheek  told  of  happy  thoughts  within. 

‘  Did  my  son  say  anything  definite  to  you  before  you  left  ?’ 
asked  Mrs.  Livingstone,  as  they  came  within  sight  of  the 
city. 

'  No,  madam,’  answered  Mabel,  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  con- 
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tinued,  ‘  That’s  strange.  He  confessed  to  me  that  he — ah — 
he  loved  you,  and  I  suppose  he  intended  telling  you  so ; 
hut  bashfulness  prevented,  I  dare  say !’ 

Accustomed  as  she  was  to  equivocation,  this  downright 
falsehood  cost  Mrs.  Livingstone  quite  an  effort,  but  she  fan¬ 
cied  the  case  required  it,  and  after  a  few  twinges,  her  con¬ 
science  felt  easy,  particularly  when  she  saw  how  much  satis¬ 
faction  her  words  gave  to  her  companion,  to  whom  the 
improbability  of  the  affair  never  occurred.  Could  she  have 
known  how  lightly  John  Jr.  treated  the  matter,  laughingly 
describing  his  leave-taking  to  his  sisters  and  ’Lena,  and  say¬ 
ing,  ‘Meb  wasn’t  the  worst  girl  in  the  world,  after  all,’ 
she  might  not  have  been  so  easily  duped. 

But  she  did  not  know  all  this  and  thus  was  the  delusion 
perfect. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

NELLIE  AND  MABEL. 

"VTELLIE  DOUGLASS  sat  alone  in  her  chamber,  which 
IN  was  filled  with  articles  of  elegance  and  luxury,  for  her 
father,  though  far  from  being  wealthy,  still  loved  to  sur¬ 
round  his  only  daughter  with  everything  which  could  in¬ 
crease  her  comfort.  So  the  best,  the  fairest,  and  the  most 
costly  was  always  for  her,  his  ‘  darling  Nellie,’  as  he  called 
her,  when  with  bounding  footsteps  she  flew  to  greet  him 
on  his  return  at  night,  ministering  to  his  wants  in  a  thousand 
ways,  and  shedding  over  his  home  such  a  halo  of  sunshine 
that  ofttimes  he  forgot  that  he  was  a  lonely  widower,  while 
in  the  features  of  his  precious  child  he  saw  again  the 
wife  of  his  bosom,  who  years  before  had  passed  from  his 
side  for  ever. 

But  not  on  him  were  Nellie’s  thoughts  resting,  as  she  sat 
there  alone  that  afternoon.  She  was  thinking  of  the  past 
— of  John  Livingstone,  and  the  many  marked  attentions, 
which  needed  not  the  expression  of  words  to  tell  her  she 
was  beloved.  And  freely  did  her  heart  respond.  That  John 
Jr.,  was  not  perfect,  she  knew,  but  he  was  noble  and 
generous,  and  so  easily  influenced  by  those  he  loved, 
that  she  knew  it  would  be  an  easy  task  to  soften  down 
some  of  the  rougher  shades  of  his  character.  Three  times 
during  her  absence  had  he  called,  expressing  so  much  dis- 
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appointment,  tliat  with  woman’s  ready  instinct  she  more 
than  half- divined  his  intentions,  and  regretted  that  she  was 
gone.  But  Mabel  was  coming  to  day,  and  he  was  to  accom¬ 
pany  her,  for  so  had  ’Lena  written,  and  Nellie’s  cheeks 
glowed  and  her  heart  beat  high,  as  she  thought  of  what 
might  occur.  She  knew  well  that  in  point  of  wealth  she 
was  not  his  equal,  for  though  mingling  with  the  first  in  the 
city,  her  father  was  poor — but  one  of  John  Jr.’s  nature 
would  never  take  that  into  consideration.  They  had 
known  each  other  from  childhood,  and  he  had  always 
evinced  for  her  the  same  preference  which  he  now  mani¬ 
fested.  Several  weeks  had  elapsed  since  she  had  seen  him, 
and  now,  rather  impatiently,  she  awaited  his  arrival. 

‘  If  you  please,  ma’am,  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Miss  Mabel 
are  in  the  parlour,’  said  a  servant,  suddenly  appearing  and 
interrupting  her  reverie. 

‘Mrs.  Livingstone!’  she  repeated,  as  she  glanced  at  her¬ 
self  in  a  mirror,  and  rearranged  one  side  of  her  shining  hair ; 

‘  Mrs.  Livingstone ! — and  so  he  has  not  come.  I  wonder 
what’s  the  matter !’  and  with  a  less  joyous  face  she  descend¬ 
ed  to  the  back  parlour,  where,  with  rich  furs  wrapped 
closely  about  her,  as  if  half  frozen,  sat  Mrs.  Livingstone, 
her  quick  eye  taking  an  inventory  of  every  article  of  fur¬ 
niture,  and  her  proud  spirit  whispering  to  herself,  ‘  Poverty, 
poverty.’ 

Witn  a  cry  of  joy,  Mabel  flew  to  meet  Nellie,  who  while 
welcoming  her  back,  congratulated  her  upon  her  improved 
health  and  looks,  saying,  ‘the  air  of  Maple  Grove  must 
have  agreed  with  her  ;’  then  turning  towards  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  who  saw  in  her  remark  other  meaning  than  the  one 
she  intended,  she  asked  her  to  remo  ve  her  wrappings,  apolo¬ 
gizing  at  the  same  time  for  the  fires  being  so  low. 

‘  Father  is  absent  most  of  the  day,’  said  she,  ‘  and  as  I  am 
much  in  my  chamber,  we  seldom  keep  a  fire  in  the  front 
parlour.’ 

‘  Just  as  well,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  removing  her 
heavy  furs.  ‘  One  fire  is  cheaper  than  two,  and  in  these  times 
I  suppose  it  is  necessary  for  some  people  to  economize.’ 

Nellie  coloured,  not  so  much  at  the  words  as  at  the  man¬ 
ner  of  her  visitor.  After  a  moment,  Mrs.  Livingstone  again 
spoke,  looking  straight  in  Nellie’s  face. 

‘  My  son  was  very  anxious  to  ride  over  with  Mabel,  but  a 
bad  cold  prevented  him,  so  she  rather  unwillingly  took  me 
as  a  substitute.’ 
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Here  not  only  Nellie,  but  Mabel,  also,  coloured,  apd  the 
latter  left  the  room.  When  she  was  gone,  Nellie  remarked 
upon  the  visible  improvement  in  her  health. 

‘  Yes,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  setting  herself  a  little  more 
easily  in  her  chair,  ‘  Yes,  Mabel  isn’t  the  same  creature  she 
was  when  she  came  to  us,  but  then  it’s  no  wonder,  for  lone , 
you  know,  will  work  miracles. 

No  answer  from  Nellie,  who  almost  instinctively  felt  what 
was  coming  next. 

‘Upon  my  word,  Miss  Douglass,  you’ve  no  curiosity 
whatever.  Why  don’t  you  ask  with  whom  Mabel  is  in  love  ?’ 

‘Who  is  it  ?’  laughingly  asked  Nellie,  nervously  playing 
with  the  tassel  of  her  blue  silk  apron. 

After  a  moment,  Mrs.  Livingstone  replied,  ‘  It  may  seem 
out  of  place  for  me  to  speak  of  it,  but  I  know  you,  Miss 
Douglass,  for  a  girl  of  excellent  sense,  and  feel  sure  you 
will  not  betray  me  to  either  party.’ 

‘  Certainly  not,’  answered  Nellie,  rather  haughtily,  while 
her  tormentor  continued  :  ‘Well  then,  it  is  my  son,  and  I 
assure  you  both  myself  and  husband  are  well  pleased  that 
it  should  be  so.  From  the  moment  I  first  saw  Mabel,  I  felt 
for  her  a  motherly  affection,  for  which  I  could  not  account, 
and  were  I  now  to  select  my  future  daughter-in-law,  I 
should  prefer  her  to  all  others.’ 

Here  ensued  a  pause  which  Nellie  felt  no  inclination  to 
break,  and  again  Mrs.  Livingstone  spoke :  ‘  It  may  be  a 
weakness,  but  I  have  always  felt  anxious  that  John  should 
make  a  match  every  way  worthy  of  him,  both  as  to  wealth 
and  station.  Indeed,  I  would  hardly  be  willing  for  him  to 
marry  one  whose  fortune  is  less  than  Mabel’s.  But  I  need 
have  no  fears,  for  John  has  his  own  views  on  that  subject, 
and  though  he  may  sometimes  be  attentive  to  girls  far  be¬ 
neath  him,  he  is  pretty  sure  in  the  end  to  do  as  1  think  best !’ 

Poor  Nellie!  How  every  word  sank  into  her  soul,  tortur¬ 
ing  her  almost  to  madness.  She  did  not  stop  to  consider  the 
improbability  of  what  she  heard.  Naturally  impulsive  and 
excitable,  she  believed  it  all,  for  if  John  Jr.  really  loved  her, 
as  once  she  had  fondly  believed,  had  there  not  been  a  thou¬ 
sand  opportunities  for  him  to  tell  her  so  ?  At  this  moment 
Mabel  re-entered  the  parlour,  and  Nellie,  on  the  plea  of 
seeing  to  the  dinner,  left  the  room,  going  she  scarce  knew 
whither,  until  she  found  herself  in  a  little  arbour  at  the 
foot  of  the  garden,  where  many  and  many  a  time  John  Jr. 
had  sat  with  her,  and  where  he  would  never  sit  again — so  she 
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thought,  so  she  believed — and  throwing  herself  upon  one  of 
the  seats,  she  struggled  hard  to  school  herself  to  meet  the 
worst — to  conquer  the  bitter  resentment  which  she  felt  ris¬ 
ing  within  her  towards  Mabel,  who  had  supplanted  her  in 
the  affections  of  the  only  one  she  had  ever  loved. 

Nellie  had  a  noble,  generous  nature,  and  after  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  of  calmer  reflection,  she  rose  up,  strengthened  in 
her  purpose  of  never  suffering  Mabel  to  know  how  deeply 
she  had  wronged  her.  ‘  She  is  an  orphan — a  lonely  orphan,’ 
thought  she,  ‘  and  God  forbid  that  through  me  one  drop  of 
bitterness  should  mingle  in  her  cup  of  joy.’ 

With  a  firm  step  she  walked  to  the  kitchen,  gave  some- 
additional  orders  concerning  the  dinner,  and  then  returned 
to  the  parlour,  half  shuddering  when  Mabel  came  near  her, 
and  then  with  a  strong  effort  pressing  the  little  blue-veinecl 
nand  laid  so  confidingly  upon  her  own.  Dinner  being  over, 
Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  had  some  other  calls  to  make,  took 
her  leave,  bidding  a  most  affectionate  adieu  to  Mabel,  who 
clung  to  her  as  if  she  had  indeed  been  her  mother. 

‘  Good-bye,  darling  Meb,’  said  she.  ‘  I  shall  come  for  you 
to  visit  us  ere  long.’  Turning  to  Nellie,  she  said,  ‘Do  take 
care  of  her  health,  which  you  know  is  now  precious  to  more 
than  one then  in  a  whisper  she  added,  ‘  Remember  that 
what  I  have  told  you  is  sacred.’ 

The  next  moment  she  was  gone,  and  mechanically  Nellie 
returned  to  the  parlour,  together  with  Mabel,  whose  unusual 
buoyancy  of  spirits  contrasted  painfully  with  the  silence  and 
sadness  which  lay  around  her  heart.  That  night,  Mr.  Doug¬ 
lass,  had  some  business  in  the  city,  and  the  two  girls  were 
left  alone.  The  lamps  were  unlighted,  for  the  full  golden 
moonlight,  which  streamed  through  the  window-panes,  suited 
better  the  mood  of  Nellie,  who,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  the 
sofa,  looked  listlessly  out  upon  the  deep  beauty  of  the  night. 
Upon  a  little  stool  at  her  feet,  sat  Mabel,  her  head  on  Nellie’s 
lap,  and  her  hand  searching  in  vain  for  another,  which  in¬ 
voluntarily  moved  farther  and  farther  away,  as  hers  ad¬ 
vanced. 

At  length  she  spoke:  ‘Nellie,  dear  Nellie — there  is  some¬ 
thing  I  want  so  much  to  tell  you — if  you  will  hear  it,  and  not 
think  me  foolish.’ 

With  a  strong  effort,  the  hand  which  had  crept  away 
under  the  sofa-cushion,  came  back  from  its  hiding-place, 
and  rested  upon  Mabel’s  brow,  while  Nellie’s  voice  answer¬ 
ed,  softly  and  slow,  ‘  What  is  it,  Mabel  ?  I  will  hear  you.’ 
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Briefly,  then,  Mabel  told  the  story  of  her  short  life,  be¬ 
ginning  at  the  time  when  a  frowning  nurse  tore  her  away 
from  her  dead  mother,  chiding  her  for  her  tears,  and  threat¬ 
ening  her  with  punishment  if  she  did  not  desist.  £  Since 
then,’  said  she,  ‘  I  have  been  so  lonely — how  lonely,  none  but 
the  helpless  orphan  can  know.  No  one  has  ever  loved  me, 
or  if  for  a  time  they  seemed  to,  they  soon  grew  weary  of  me, 
and  left  me  ten  times  more  wretched  than  before.  I  never 
once  dreamed  that — that  Mr.  Livingstone  could  care  aught 
for  one  so  ugly  as  I  am.  I  thought  him  better  suited  for 
you,  Nellie.  (How  cold  your  hand  is,  but  don’t  take  it 
away,  for  it  cools  my  forehead.’) 

The  icy  hand  was  not  withdrawn,  and  Mabel  continued : 
‘  Yes,  I  think  him  better  suited  to  you,  and  when  his  mother 
told  me  that  he  loved  me,  and  that  he  would,  undoubtedly, 
one  day  make  me  his  wife,  it  was  almost  too  much  for  me 
to  believe,  but  it  makes  me  so  happy — oh,  so  happy.’ 

‘  And  he — he,  too,  told  you  that  he  loved  you  r  said  Nel¬ 
lie,  very  low,  holding  her  breath  for  the  answer. 

‘  Oh,  no — he  never  told  me  in  words.  ’Twas  his  mother 
that  told  me — he  only  acted  V 

‘  And  what  did  he  do  ?’  asked  Nellie,  smiling  in  spite  of 
herself,  at  the  simplicity  of  Mabel,  who,  without  any  inten¬ 
tion  of  exaggerating,  proceeding  to  tell  what  John  Jr.  had 
said  and  done,  magnifying  every  attention,  until  Nellie, 
blinded  as  she  was  by  what  his  mother  had  said,  was  con¬ 
vinced  that,  at  all  events,  he  was  not  true  to  herself.  To 
be  sure,  he  had  never  told  her  that  he  loved  her  in  words ; 
but  in  actions  he  had  said  it  many  a  time,  and  if  he  could 
do  the  same  with  Mabel,  he  must  be  false  either  to  one  or 
the  other.  Always  frank  and  open-hearted  herself,  Nellie 
despised  anything  like  deception  in  others,  and  the  high 
opinion  she  had  once  entertained  for  John  Jr.  was  now 
greatly  changed. 

Still,  reason  as  she  would,  Nellie  could  not  forget  so  easily, 
and  the  hour  of  midnight  found  her  restless  and  wakeful. 
At  length,  rising  up  and  leaning  upon  her  elbow,  she  looked 
down  upon  the  face  of  Mabel,  who  was  sweetly  asleep  at  her 
side.  Many  and  bitter  were  her  thoughts,  and  as  she  looked 
upon  her  rival,  marking  her  pale  features  and  sallow  skin, 
an  expression  of  scorn  flitted  for  an  instant  across  her  face. 

*  And  she  is  preferred  to  me !’  said  she.  ‘  Well,  let  it  be  so, 
and  God  grant  I  may  not  hate  her.’ 

Ere  long,  better  feelings  came  to  her  aid,  and  with  he 
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aims  wound  round  Mabel’s  neck,  as  if  to  ask  forgiveness  for 
her  unkind  thoughts,  she  fell  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

MRS.  LIVINGSTONE'S  CALLS,  AND  THEIR  RESULT. 

AFTER  leaving  Mr.  Douglass’,  Mrs.  Livingstone  ordered 
her  coachman  to  drive  her  around  to  the  house  of  Mrs. 
Atkins,  where  she  was  frequently  in  the  habit  of  stopping, 
partly  as  a  matter  of  convenience  when  visiting  in  town,  and 
partly  to  learn  the  latest  news  of  the  day:  for  Mrs.  Atkins 
was  an  intolerable  gossip.  Without  belonging  exactly  to  the 
higher  circles,  she  still  managed  to  keep  up  a  show  of  in¬ 
timacy  with  them,  possessing  herself  with  their  secrets,  and 
kindly  intrusting  them  to  the  keeping  of  this  and  that  ‘  dear 
friend.’ 

From  her,  had  Mrs.  Livingstone  learned  to  a  dime  the 
amount  of  Mr.  Douglass’  property,  and  how  he  was  obliged 
to  economize  in  various  ways,  in  order  to  keep  up  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  style.  From  her,  too,  had  she  learned  how  often 
her  son  was  in  the  habit  of  calling  there,  and  what  rumour 
said  concerning  these  calls,  while  Mrs.  Atkins  had  learned,  in 
return,  that  the  ambitious  lady  had  other  views  for  John, 
and  that  anything  which  she,  Mrs.  Atkins,  could  do  to  further 
the  plans  of  her  friend,  would  be  gratefully  received.  On 
this  occasion  she  was  at  home,  and  of  course  delighted  to 
meet  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘  It  is  such  an  age  since  I’ve  seen  you,  that  I  began  to  fear 
you  were  offended  at  something,’  said  she,  as  she  led  the  way 
into  a  cozy  little  sittingroom,  where  a  cheerful  wood  fire  was 
blazing  on  a  nicely  painted  hearth.  ‘Do  sit  down  and 
make  yourself  as  comfortable  as  you  can,  on  such  poor  ac¬ 
commodations.  I  have  just  finished  dinner,  but  will  order 
some  for  you.’ 

‘No,  no,’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘I  dined  at  Mr. 
Douglass’ — thank  you.’ 

‘  Ah,  indeed,’  returned  Mrs.  Atkins,  feeling  a  good  deal  re¬ 
lieved,  for  to  tell  the  truth,  her  larder,  as  was  often  the  case, 
was  rather  empty.  ‘  Dined  at  Mr.  Douglass’ !  Of  course, 
then,  nothing  which  I  could  offer  you  would  be  acceptable, 
after  one  of  his  sumptuous  meals.  I  suppose  Nellie  brought 
out  all  her  mother’s  old  silver,  and  made  /quite  a  display. 
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It’s  a  wonder  to  me  how  they  hold  their  heads  so  high,  and 
folks  notice  them  as  they  do,  for  between  you  and  me,  I 
shouldn’t  be  surprised  to  hear  of  his  failing  any  minute.’ 

‘  Is  it  possible  r  said  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

*  Why,  yes,’  returned  Mrs.  Atkins.  ‘  There’s  nothing  to 
prevent  it,  they  say,  except  a  moneyed  marriage  on  the  part 
of  Nellie,  who  seems  to  be  doing  her  best.’ 

‘  Has  she  any  particular  one  in  view  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  and  Mrs.  Atkins,  aware  of  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  aversion 
to  the  match,  replied,  ‘  Why,  you  know  she  tried  to  get  your 
son — ’ 

c  But  didn’t  succeed,’  interrupted  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘  No,  didn’t  succeed.  You  are  right.  Well,  now  it  seems 
she  is  spreading  sail  for  a  Mr.  Wilbur,  of  Madison — ’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone’s  eyes  sparkled  eagerly,  and,  not  to  lose 
one  word,  she  drew  her  chair  near  to  her  friend,  who  pro¬ 
ceeded  :  ‘  He’s  a  rich  bachelor — brother  to  Mary  Wilbur, 
Nellie’s  most  intimate  friend.  You’ve  heard  of  her  ?’ 

‘Yes,  yes,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone.  ‘Hasn’t  Nellie 
been  visiting  her  ?’ 

‘Her  or  her  brother,’  answered  Mrs.  Atkins.  ‘Mary’s 
health  is  poor,  and  you  know  its  mighty  convenient  for 
Nellie  to  go  there,  under  pretence  of  staying  with  her.’ 

‘Exactly,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  with  a  satisfied 
smile,  and  another  hitch  of  her  chair  towards  Mrs.  Atkins, 
who,  after  a  moment,  continued :  ‘  The  brother  came  home 
with  Nellie,  staid  over  Sunday,  rode  out  with  her  Monday, 
indorsed  ever  so  many  notes  for  her  father,  so  I  reckon,  and 
then  went  home.  If  that  don’t  mean  something,  then  I’m 
mistaken’ — and  Mrs.  Atkins  rang  for  a  glass  of  wine  and  a 
slice  of  cake. 

After  an  hour’s  confidential  talk,  in  which  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  told  of  Mabel’s  prospects,  and  Mrs.  Atkins  told  how 
folks  who  were  at  Mr.  Graham’s  party  praised  ’Lena  Rivers’ 
beauty,  and  predicted  a  match  between  her  and  Mr.  Bell- 
mont,  the  former  arose  to  go  ;  and  calling  upon  one  or  two 
others,  and  by  dint  of  quizzing  and  hinting,  getting  them 
to  say  ‘  they  shouldn’t  be  surprised  if  Mr.  Wilbur  did  like 
Nellie  Douglass,’  she  started  for  home,  exulting  to  think  how 
everything  seemed  working  together  for  her  good,  and  how, 
in  the  denouement ,  nothing  particular  could  be  laid  to  her 
charge. 

‘  I  told  Nellie  no  falsehood,’  thought  she.  ‘  I  did  not  say 
John  loved  Mabel;  I  only  said  she  loved  him,  leaving  ail 
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else  for  her  to  infer.  And  it  has  commenced  operating,  too. 
I  could  see  it  in  the  spots  on  her  face  and  neck,  when  I 
was  talking.  Nellie’s  a  fine  girl,  though,  but  too  poor  for 
the  Livingstones and  with  this  conclusion,  she  told  the 
coachman  to  drive  faster,  as  she  was  in  a  hurry  to  reach 
home. 

Arrived  at  Maple  Grove,  she  found  the  whole  family, 
grandma  and  all,  assembled  in  the  parlour,  and  with  them 
Durward  Bellmont.  His  arm  was  thrown  carelessly  across 
the  back  of  ’Lena’s  chair,  while  he  occasionally  bent  forward 
to  look  at  a  book  of  prints  which  she  was  examining.  The 
sight  of  him  determined  her  to  wait  a  little,  ere  she  retailed 
her  precious  bit  of  gossip  to  her  son.  He  was  Nellie’s  cousin, 
and  as  such,  would  in  all  probability  repeat  to  her  what  he 
heard.  However  communicative  John  Jr.,  might  be  in  other 
respects,  she  knew  he  would  never  discuss  his  heart-troubles 
with  any  one,  so,  upon  second  thought,  she  deemed  it  wiser 
to  wait  until  they  were  alone. 

Durward  and  ’Lena,  however,  needed  watching,  and  by  a 
little  manoeuvring,  she  managed  to  separate  them,  greatly  to 
the  satisfaction  of  Carrie,  who  sat  upon  the  sofa,  one  foot 
bent  under  her,  and  the  other  impatiently  tapping  the  car¬ 
pet.  From  the  moment  Durward  took  his  seat  by  her  cou¬ 
sin,  she  appeared  ill  at  ease,  and  as  he  began  to  understand 
her  better,  he  readily  guessed  that  her  silent  mood  was  ow¬ 
ing  chiefly  to  the  attentions  he  paid  to  ’Lena,  and  not  to  a 
nervous  headache,  as  she  said,  when  her  grandmother,  in¬ 
quiring  the  cause  of  her  silence,  remarked,  that  ‘  she’d  been 
chipper  enough  until  Mr.  Bellmont  came  in.’ 

But  he  did  not  care.  He  admired  ’Lena,  and  John  Jr.  like, 
it  made  but  little  difference  with  him  who  knew  it.  Carrie’s 
freaks,  which  he  plainly  saw,  rather  amused  him  than 
otherwise,  but  of  Mrs.  Livingstone  he  had  no  suspicion 
whatever.  Consequently,  when  she  sent  ’Lena  from  the  room 
on  some  trifling  errand,  herself  appropriating  the  vacant 
seat,  he  saw  in  it  no  particular  design,  but  in  his  usual  plea¬ 
sant  way  commenced  talking  with  Carrie,  who  brightened  up 
so  much  that  grandma  asked  ‘  if  her  headache  wasn’t  e’en- 
a’most  well !’ 

When  ’Lena  returned  to  the  parlour,  Durward  was  pro¬ 
posing  a  surprise  visit  to  Nellie  Douglass  some  time  during 
the  holidays.  ‘We’ll  invite  Mr.  Everett,  and  all  go  down. 
What  do  you  say,  girls  ?’  said  he,  turning  towards  Carrie  and 
Anna,  but  meaning  ’Lena  quite  as  much  as  either  of  them. 
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*  Capital,’  answered  Anna,  visions  of  a  long  ride  with 
Malcolm  instantly  passing  before  her  mind. 

‘  I  should  like  it  very  much,’  said  Carrie,  visions  of  a  ride 
with  Durward  crossing  her  mind. 

‘And  I  too,’  said  ’Lena,  laying  her  hand  on  John  Jr.’s 
shoulder,  as  if  he  would  of  course  be  her  escort. 

Carrie’s  ill-nature  had  not  all  vanished,  and  now,  in  a 
slightly  insolent  tone,  she  said,  ‘  How  do  you  know  you  are 
included.’ 

’Lena  was  about  to  reply,  when  Durward,  a  little  provoked 
at  Carrie’s  manner,  prevented  her  by  saying,  ‘  Of  course  I 
meant  Miss  Rivers,  and  I  will  now  do  myself  the  honour  of 
asking  her  to  ride  with  me,  either  on  horseback  or  in  a  car¬ 
riage,  just  as  she  prefers.’ 

In  a  very  graceful  manner,  ’Lena  accepted  the  invitation, 
saying  that  ‘  she  always  preferred  riding  on  horseback,  but 
as  the  pony  on  which  she  usually  rode  had  recently  been 
sold,  she  would  be  content  to  go  in  any  other  way.’ 

‘Fleetfoot  sold!  what’s  that  for?’  asked  Anna;  and  her 
mother  replied,  ‘  We’ve  about  forty  horses  on  our  hands  now, 
and  as  Fleetfoot  was  seldom  used  by  any  one  except  ’Lena, 
your  father  thought  we  couldn’t  afford  to  keep  him.’ 

She  did  not  dare  tell  the  truth  of  the  matter,  and  say  that 
ever  since  the  morning  when  ’Lena  rode  to  Woodlawn  with 
Durward,  Fleetfoot’s  fate  had  been  decreed.  Repeatedly  had 
she  urged  the  sale  upon  her  husband,  who,  wearied  with 
her  importunity,  at  last  consented,  selling  him  to  a  neigh¬ 
bouring  planter,  who  had  taken  him  away  that  very  day. 

‘  That’s  smart,’  said  John  Jr.  looking  at  his  father,  who  had 
not  spoken.  ‘  What  is  ’Lena  going  to  ride,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?’ 

’Lena  pressed  his  arm  to  keep  him  still,  but  he  would  not 
heed  her.  ‘  Isn’t  there  plenty  of  food  for  Fleetfoot  ?’ 

‘  Certainly,’  answered  his  father,  compelled  now  to  speak, 
‘  plenty  of  food,  but  Fleetfoot  was  getting  old,  and  sometimes 
stumbled.  Perhaps  we’ll  get  ’Lena  a  better  and  younger 
horse.’ 

This  was  said  in  a  half  timid  way,  which  brought  the  tears 
to  ’Lena’s  eyes,  for  at  the  bottom  of  it  all  she  saw  her  aunt, 
who  sat  looking  into  the  glowing  grate,  apparently  oblivious 
to  all  that  was  passing  around  her. 

‘  That  reminds  me  of  Christmas  gifts,’  said  Durward,  anx¬ 
ious  to  change  the  conversation.  ‘  I  wonder  how  many  of 
us  will  get  one  ?’ 
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Ere  there  was  any  chance  for  an  answer,  a  servant  appear¬ 
ed  at  the  door,  asking  Mrs.  Livingstone  for  some  medicine 
for  old  Aunt  Polly,  the  superannuated  negress,  who  will  he 
remembered  as  having  nursed  Mrs.  Nichols  during  her  at¬ 
tack  of  rheumatism,  and  for  whom  grandma  had  conceived  a 
strong  affection.  For  many  a  day  she  had  been  very  ill, 
causing  Mrs.  Livingstone  to  wonder  ‘  what  old  niggers  want¬ 
ed  to  live  for,  bothering  everybody  to  death.’ 

The  large  stock  of  abolitionism  which  Mrs.  Nichols  had 
brought  with  her  from  Massachusetts  was  a  little  diminished 
by  force  of  habit,  but  the  root  was  still  there,  in  all  its  vigour, 
and  since  Aunt  Polly’s  illness  she  had  been  revolving  in  her 
mind  the  momentous  question,  whether  she  would  not  be 
most  guilty  if  Polly  were  suffered  to  die  in  bondage. 

‘  I  promised  Nancy  Scovandyke,’  said  she,  ‘  that  I’d  have 
some  on  ’em  set  free,  but  I’ll  be  bound  if  ’taint  harder  than 
I  s’posed ’t  would  be.’ 

Still  Aunt  Polly’s  freedom  lay  warm  at  grandma’s  heart, 
and  now  when  she  was  mentioned  together  with  ‘  Christmas 
gifts,’  a  bright  idea  entered  her  mind. 

‘  J ohn,’  said  she  to  her  son,  when  Corinda  had  gone  with 
the  medicine,  ‘  John,  have  you  ever  mad©  me  a  Christmas 
present  since  I’ve  been  here  ?’ 

‘  I  believe  not,’  was  his  answer. 

‘Wal,’  continued  grandma,  ‘  bein’ s  the  fashion,  I  wan’t 
you  to  give  me  somethin’  this  Christmas,  will  you  ?’ 

‘  Certainly,’  said  he,  ‘  what  is  it  ?’ 

Grandma  replied  that  she  would  rather  not  tell  him  then 
— she  would  wait  until  Christmas  morning,  which  came  the 
next  Tuesday,  and  here  the  conversation  ended.  Soon  after, 
Durward  took  his  leave,  telling  ’Lena  he  should  call  for  her 
on  Thursday. 

‘  That’s  a  plaguy  smart  feller,’  said  grandma,  as  the  door 
closed  upon  him ;  ‘  and  I  kinder  think  he’s  got  a  notion  after 
’Leny.’ 

‘  Ridiculous !’  muttered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  while  Carrie 
added,  ‘Just  reverse  it,  and  say  she  has  a  notion  after  him!’ 

‘Shut  up  your  head,’  growled  John  Jr.  ‘You  are  only 
angry  because  he  asked  her  to  accompany  him,  instead  of 
yourself.  I  reckon  he  knows  what  lie’s  about.’ 

‘  I  reckon  he  does,  too !’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  with  a 
peculiar  smile,  which  nettled  ’Lena  more  than  any  open  attack 
would  have  done. 

With  the  exception  of  his  mother,  John  Jr.  was  the  last 
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to  leave  the  parlour,  and  when  all  the  rest  were  gone,  Mrs. 
Livingstone  seized  her  opportunity  for  telling  him  what  she 
had  heard.  Taking  a  light  from  the  table,  he  was  about  retir¬ 
ing,  when  she  said,  ‘  I  learned  some  news  to-day,  which  a 
little  surprised  me.’ 

‘  Got  it  from  Mother  Atkins,  I  suppose,’  answered  John, 
still  advancing  towards  the  door. 

‘  Partly  from  her,  and  partly  from  others,’  said  his  mo¬ 
ther,  adding,  as  she  saw  him  touch  the  doorknob,  ‘  It’s  about 
Nellie  Douglass.’ 

This  was  sufficient  to  arrest  his  attention,  and  turning 
about,  he  asked,  ‘  What  of  her  ?’ 

‘  Why,  nothing  of  any  great  consequence,  as  I  know  of,’ 
said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  only  people  in  Frankfort  think  she’s 
going  to  be  married.’ 

‘  J  think  so,  too,’  was  John’s  mental  reply,  while  his  verbal 
one  was,  ‘  Married !  To  whom  ?’ 

‘  Did  you  ever  hear  her  speak  of  Mary  Wilbur  ?’ 

‘  Yes,  she’s  been  staying  with  her  ever  since  Mrs.  Graham’s 
party.’ 

‘  Well,  Mary  it  seems  has  a  brother,  a  rich  old  bachelor, 
who  they  say  is  very  attentive  to  Nellie.  He  came  homo 
with  her  from  Madison,  staying  at  her  father’s  the  rest  of 
the  week,  and  paying  her  numberless  attentions,  which — ’ 

‘  I  don't  believe  it,'  interrupted  John  Jr.,  striking  his  fist 
upon  the  table,  to  which  he  had  returned. 

‘Neither  did  I,  at  first,’  said  his  mother,  ‘but  I  heard  it 
in  so  many  places  that  there  must  be  something  in  it.  And 
I’m  sure  it’s  a  good  match.  He  is  rich,  and  willing,  they  say, 
to  help  her  father.’ 

Without  knowing  it,  John  Jr.  was  a  little  inclined  to  be 
jealous,  particularly  of  those  whom  he  loved  very  much,  and 
now  suddenly  remembering  to  have  heard  Nellie  speak  in 
high  terms  of  Robert  Wilbur,  he  began  to  feel  uneasy,  lest 
what  his  mother  had  said  were  true.  She  saw  her  advan¬ 
tage,  and  followed  it  up  until,  in  a  fit  of  anger,  he  rushed 
from  the  room,  and  repaired  to  his  own  apartment,  where  for 
a  time  he  walked  backward  and  forward,  chafing  like  a 
caged  lion,  and  wishing  all  manner  of  evil  upon  Nellie,  if  she 
were  indeed  false  to  him. 

Ho  was  very  excitable,  and  at  la  st  worked  himself  up  to 
such  a  pitch,  that  he  determined  upon  starting  at  once  for 
Frankfort,  to  demand  of  Nellie  if  what  he  had  hoard  were 
true !  Upon  cooler  reflection,  however,  ho  concluded  not  to 
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make  a  ‘  perfect  fool  of  himself,’  and  plunging  into  hed,  he 
fell  asleep,  as  what  man  will  not,  he  his  trouble  what  it  may  ? 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

CHEISTMAS  GIFTS. 

THE  sunlight  of  a  bright  Christmas  morning  had  hardly 
dawned  upon  the  earth  when  from  many  a  planter’s 
home  in  the  sunny  south  was  heard  the  joyful  cry  of 
‘  Christmas  Gift,’  ‘  Christmas  Gift,’  as  the  negroes  ran  over 
and  against  each  other,  hiding,  ofttimes,  until  some  one 
came  within  hailing,  when  their  loud  ‘  Christmas  Gift’  would 
make  all  echo  again.  On  this  occasion,  every  servant  at  Ma¬ 
ple  Grove  was  remembered,  for  Anna  and  ’Lena  had  worked 
both  early  and  late,  in  preparing  some  little  present,  and 
feeling  amply  compensated  for  their  trouble,  when  they  saw 
how  much  happiness  it  gave.  Mabel,  too,  while  she  stayed, 
had  lent  a  helping  hand,  and  many  a  blessing  was  that 
morning  invoked  upon  her  head  by  the  hearts  made  glad  by 
her  generous  gifts.  Carrie,  when  asked  to  join  them,  had 
turned  scornfully  away,  saying  ‘  she’d  plenty  to  do,  without 
working  for  niggers,  who  could  not  appreciate  it.’ 

So  all  her  leisure  hours  were  spent  in  embroidering  a  fine 
cambric  handkerchief,  intended  as  a  present  for  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham,  and  which  with  a  delicate  note  was,  the  previous  even¬ 
ing,  sent  to  Woodlawn,  with  instructions  to  have  it  placed 
next  morning  on  Mrs.  Graham’s  table.  Of  course  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham  felt  in  duty  bound  to  return  the  compliment,  and  look¬ 
ing  over  her  jewellery,  she  selected  a  diamond  ring  which  she 
had  formerly  worn,  but  which  was  now  too  small  for  her 
fat,  chubby  fingers.  This  was  immediately  forwarded  to 
Maple  Grove,  reaching  there  just  as  the  family  were  rising 
from  the  breakfast  table. 

‘  Oh,  isn’t  it  beautiful — splendid — magnificent  ?’  were  Car¬ 
rie’s  exclamations,  while  she  praised  Mrs.  Graham’s  gener¬ 
osity,  secretly  wondering  if  ‘  Durward  did  not  have  some¬ 
thing  to  do  with  it.’ 

On  this  point  she  was  soon  set  right,  for  the  young  man 
himself  ere  long  appeared,  and  after  bidding  them  all  ‘  A 
Merry  Christmas,’  presented  Anna  with  a  package,  which, 
on  being  opened,  proved  to  be  a  large  and  complete  copy 
of  Shakspere,  elegantly  bound,  and  bearing  upon  its  heavy 
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golden  clasps  the  words,  ‘Anna  Livingstone,  from  Dur- 
ward.’ 

‘  This  you  will  please  accept  from  me,’  said  he.  ‘  Mother, 
I  believe,  has  sent  Carrie  something,  and  if  Lena  will  step 
to  the  door,  she  will  see  her  gift  from  father,  who  hopes  it 
will  give  her  as  much  pleasure  to  accept  it,  as  it  does  him 
to  present  it.’ 

‘  What  can  it  be  ?’  thought  Carrie,  rising  languidly  from 
the  sofa,  and  following  ’Lena  and  her  sister  to  the  side  door, 
where  stood  one  of  Mr.  Graham’s  servants,  holding  a  beau¬ 
tiful  gray  pony,  all  nicely  equipped  for  riding. 

Never  dreaming  that  this  was  intended  for  ’Lena,  Carrie 
looked  vacantly  around  saying,  ‘  Why,  where  is  it  ?  I  don’t 
see  anything.’ 

Here,’  said  Durward,  taking  the  bridle  from  the  negro’s 
hand,  and  playfully  throwing  it  across  ’Lena’s  neck. 
‘  Here  it  is — this  pony,  which  we  call  Vesta.  Vesta,  allow 
me  to  introduce  you  and  your  new  mistress,  Miss  ’Lena,  to 
each  other,’  and  catching  her  up,  as  if  she  had  been  a 
feather,  he  placed  her  in  the  saddle.  Then,  at  a  peculiar 
whistle,  the  well-trained  animal  started  off  upon  an  easy 
gallop,  bearing  its  burden  lightly  around  the  yard,  and 
back  again  to  the  piazza. 

‘  Do  you  like  her  ?’  he  asked  of  ’Lena,  extending  his  arms 
to  lift  her  down. 

For  a  moment  ’Lena  could  not  speak,  her  heart  was  so 
full.  But  at  last,  forcing  down  her  emotion,  she  replied,  ‘Oh, 
very,  very  much  ;  but  it  isn’t  for  me,  I  know — there  must 
be  some  mistake.  Mr.  Graham  never  intended  it  for  me.’ 

*  Yes,  ho  did,’  answered  Durward.  ‘  He  has  intended  it 
ever  since  the  morning  when  you  and  I  rode  to  Woodlawn. 
A  remark  which  your  cousin  John  made  at  the  table,  deter¬ 
mined  him  upon  buying  and  training  a  pony  for  you.  So 
here  it  is,  and  as  I  have  done  my  share  toward  teaching  her, 
you  must  grant  me  the  favour  of  riding  her  to  Frankfort  day 
after  to  morrow.’ 

‘Thank  you,  thank  you — you  and  Mr.  Graham  too — a 
thousand  times,’  said  ’Lena,  winding  her  arms  around  the 
neck  of  the  docile  animal,  who  did  her  best  to  return  the 
caress,  rubbing  her  face  against  ’Lena,  and  evincing  her 
gentleness  in  various  ways. 

By  this  time  Mr.  Livingstone  had  joined  them,  and  while 
he  was  admiring  the  pony,  Durward  said  to  him,  ‘  I  am  com- 
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missioned  by  my  father  to  tell  you  that  he  will  defray  the 
expenses  of  keeping  Vesta.’ 

‘  Don’t  mention  such  a  thing  again,’  hastily  interposed  Mr. 
Livingstone.  ‘  I  can  keep  fifty  horses,  if  I  choose,  and 
nothing  will  give  me  more  pleasure  than  to  take  care  of  this 
one  for  ’Lena,  who  deserves  it  if  any  one  does.’ 

‘  That’s  my  Christmas  gift  from  you,  uncle,  isn’t  it  ?’ 
asked  ’Lena,  the  tears  gushing  from  her  shining,  brown  eyes. 

‘  And  now,  please,  may  I  return  it?’ 

‘  Certainly,’  said  he,  and  with  a  nimble  spring  she  caught 
him  around  the  neck,  and  imprinting  upon  his  lips  the  first 
and  only  kiss  she  had  ever  given  him  ;  then,  amid  blushes 
and  tears,  she  ran  away  up  stairs  followed  by  the  envious 
eyes  of  Carrie,  who  repaired  to  her  mother’s  room,  where 
she  stated  all  that  had  transpired — ‘  How  Mr.  Graham  had 
sent  ’Lena  a  gray  pony — how  she  had  presumed  to  accept 
it — and  how,  just  to  show  off  before  Mr.  Bellmont,  she 
had  wound  her  arms  around  its  neck,  and  then  actually 
kissed  pa  /’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  was  equally  indignant  with  her  daugh¬ 
ter,  wondering  if  Mr.  Graham  had  lost  his  reason,  and 
reckoning  his  wife  knew  nothing  about  Vesta.  But  fret  as 
she  would,  there  was  no  help  for  it.  Vesta  belonged  to 
’Lena — Mr.  Livingstone  had  given  orders  to  have  it  well- 
cared  for — and  worse  than  all  the  rest,  ’Lena  was  to  ac¬ 
company  Durward  to  Frankfort.  Something  must  be  done 
to  meet  the  emergency,  but  what,  Mrs.  Livingstone  didn’t 
exactly  know,  and  finally  concluded  to  wait  until  she  saw 
Mrs.  Graham. 

Meantime  grandma  had  claimed  from  her  son  her  promised 
Christmas  gift,  which  was  nothing  less  than  ‘  the  freedom 
of  old  Aunt  Polly.’ 

‘  You  won’t  refuse  me,  John,  I  know  you  won’t,’  said  she, 
laying  her  bony  hand  on  his.  ‘Polly’s  amt  her  freedom 
forty  times  over,  even  s’ posin’  you’d  a  right  to  her  in  the 
fust  place,  which  I  and  Nancy  Scovandyke  both  doubt ;  so 
now  set  down  like  a  man,  make  out  her  free  papers,  and 
let  me  carry  ’em  to  her  right  away.’ 

Without  a  word,  Mr.  Livingstone  complied  with  his  mo¬ 
ther’s  request,  saying  as  he  handed  her  the  paper,  ‘  It’s  not 
so  much  the  fault  of  the  south  as  of  the  north  that  every 
black  under  heaven  is  not  free.’ 

Grandma  looked  aghast.  Her  son,  bom,  brought  up,  and 
baptized  in  a  purely  orthodox  atmosphere,  to  hold  such 
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treasonable  opinions  in  opposition  to  every  thing  he’d  ever 
been  taught  in  good  old  Massachusetts !  She  was  greatly 
shocked,  but  thinking  she  could  not  do  the  subject  justice, 
she  said,  ‘Wall,  wall,  it’s  of  no  use  for  you  and  I  to  arger 
the  pint,  for  I  dont  know  nothin’  what  I  want  to  say,  but  if 
Nancy  Scovandyke  was  here,  she’d  convince  you  quick, 
for  she’s  good  lamin’  as  any  of  the  girls  now-a-days.’ 

So  saying,  she  walked  away  to  Polly’s  cabin.  The  old  ne- 
gress  was  better  to-day,  and  attired  in  a  warn  double-gown 
which  Mabel  had  purchased  and  ’Lena  had  made,  she  sat 
up  in  a  large  comfortable  rocking-chair,  which  John  Jr.  had 
given  her  at  the  commencement  of  her  illness,  saying  it 
was  ‘  his  Christmas  gift  in  advance.’  Going  straight  up  to 
her,  grandma  laid  the  paper  in  her  lap,  bidding  her  ‘  read  it 
and  thank  the  Lord.’ 

‘Bless  missus’  dear  old  heart,’  said  Aunt  Polly,  ‘  I  can’t 
read  a  word.’ 

‘  Sure  enough,’  answered  Mrs.  Nichols,  and  taking  up  the 
paper  she  read  it  through,  managing  to  make  the  old  crea¬ 
ture  comprehend  its  meaning. 

‘  Praise  the  Lord  !  praise  Marster  John,  and  all  the  other 
apostles  !  ’  exclaimed  Aunt  Polly,  clasping  together  her  black, 
wrinkled  hands,  while  tears  of  joy  coursed  their  way  down 
her  cheeks.  ‘  The  breath  of  liberty  is  sweet — sweet  as  sugar,’ 
she  continued,  drawing  long  inspirations,  as  if  to  make  up 
for  lost  time. 

Mrs.  Nichols  looked  on,  silently  thanking  God  for  having 
made  her  an  humble  instrument  in  contributing  so  much 
to  another’s  happiness. 

‘  Set  down,’  said  Aunt  Polly,  motioning  toward  a  wooden- 
bottomed  chair ;  ‘  set  down,  and  let’s  talk  over  this  great 
meraele,  which  I’ve  prayed  and  rastled  for  mighty  nigh  a 
hundred  times,  without  havin’  an  atom  of  faith  that  ’twould 
ever  be.’ 

So  Mrs.  Nichols  sat  down,  and  for  nearly  an  hour  the  old 
ladies  talked,  the  one  of  her  newly-found  freedom,  and  the 
other  of  her  happiness  in  knowing  that  ‘  ’twasnt  for  nothin’ 
she  was  turned  out  of  her  old  home  and  brought  away  over 
land  and  sea  to  Kentucky.’ 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

FRANKFORT. 

THURSDAY  morning  came,  bright,  sunshiny  and  beauti¬ 
ful,  and  at  about  ten  o’clock,  Lena,  dressed  and 
ready  for  her  ride,  came  down  to  the  parlour,  where  she 
found  John  Jr.  listlessly  leaning  upon  the  table  with  his 
elbows,  and  drumming  with  his  fingers.* 

‘  Come,  cousin,’  said  she,  ‘  why  are  you  not  ready  ?’ 

‘  Ready  for  what  ?’  he  inquired,  without  raising  his  head. 

‘  Why,  ready  for  our  visit,’  replied  ’Lena,  at  the  same 
time  advancing  nearer,  to  see  what  ailed  him. 

‘  All  the  visit  I  make  to-day  won’t  hurt  me,  I  reckon,’ 
said  he,  pushing  his  hat  a  little  more  to  one  side,  and  looking 
up  at  ’Lena,  who,  in  some  surprise,  asked  what  he  meant. 

‘  I  mean  what  I  say,’  was  his  ungracious  answer ;  ‘  I’ve 
no  intention  whatever  of  going  to  Frankfort.’ 

‘Not  going?’  repeated  ’Lena.  ‘Why  not?  Wliat  will 
Carrie  do  ?’ 

‘  Stick  herself  in  with  you  and  Durward,  I  suppose,’  said 
John  Jr.,  just  as  Carrie  entered  the  room,  together  with 
Mr.  Bellmont,  Malcolm  and  Aima. 

Not  going? — of  course  then  I  must  stay  at  home,  too,  said 
Cai'rie,  secretly  pleased  at  her  brother’s  decision. 

‘  Why,  of  course  ?’  asked  Durward,  who  in  the  emer¬ 
gency,  "felt  constrained  to  offer  his  services  to  Carrie,  though 
he  would  greatly  have  preferred  ’Lena’s  company  alone. 
‘  The  road  is  wide  enough  for  three,  and  I  am  fully  compe¬ 
tent  to  take  charge  of  two  ladies.  But  why  don’t  you  go  ?’ 
turning  to  J ohn  J r. 

‘  Because  I  don’t  wish  to.  If  it  was  anywhere  in  creation 
but  there,  I’d  go,’  answered  the  young  man,  hastily  leaving 
the  room  to  avoid  all  further  argument. 

‘  He  does  it  just  to  be  hateful  and  annoy  me,’  said  Carrie 
trying  to  pout,  but  making  a  failure,  for  she  had  in  reality 
much  rather  go  under  Durward’ s  escort  than  her  brother’s. 

The  horses  were  now  announced  as  ready,  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  little  party  were  on  their  way.  Carrie  affected 
so  much  fear  of  her  pony  that  Durward  at  last  politely  offer¬ 
ed  to  lead  him  awhile.  This  would,  of  course,  bring  him 
closer  to  her  side,  and  after  a  little  well-feigned  hesitation, 
she  replied,  ‘  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,  but  if  you  would  be 
so  kind — ’ 

’Lena  saw  through  the  ruse,  and  patting  Vesta  gently, 
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rode  on  in  advance,  greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  Carrie',  and 
greatly  to  the  chagrin  of  Durward,  who  replied  to  his  lo¬ 
quacious  companion  only  in  monosyllables.  Once,  indeed, 
when  she  said  something  concerning  ’Lena’s  evident  desire 
to  show  off  her  horsemanship,  he  answered  rather  coolly, 
that  ‘  he’d  yet  to  discover  in  Miss  Rivers  the  least  propensity 
for  display  of  any  kind.’ 

‘  You’ve  never  lived  with  her,’  returned  Carrie,  and  there 
the  conversation  concerning  ’Lena  ceased. 

Meantime,  Nellie  Douglass  was  engaged  in  answering  a 
letter  that  morning  received  from  Mary  Wilbur.  A  few 
years  before,  Maiy  had  spent  some  months  in  Mr.  Douglass’ 
family,  conceiving  a  strong  affection  for  Nellie,  whom  she 
always  called  her  sister,  and  with  whom  she  kept  up  a  regu¬ 
lar  correspondence.  Mary  was  an  orphan,  living  with  her 
only  brother  Robert,  who  was  a  bachelor  of  thirty  or  thirty  - 
five.  Once  she  had  ventured  to  hope  that  Nellie  would  in¬ 
deed  be  to  her  a  sister,  but  fate  had  decreed  it  otherwise, 
and  her  brother  was  engaged  to  a  lady  whom  he  found  a 
sclxool-girl  in  Montreal,  and  who  was  now  at  her  own  home 
in  England.  This  was  well-known  to  Nellie,  but  she  did 
not  deem  it  a  matter  of  sufficient  importance  to  discuss,  so  it 
was  a  secret  in  Frankfort,  where  Mr.  Wilbur’s  polite  atten¬ 
tions  to  herself  was  a  subject  of  considerable  remark.  For 
a  long  time  Mary  had  been  out  of  health,  and  the  family 
physician  at  last  said  that  nothing  could  save  her  except  a 
sea  voyage,  and  as  her  brother  was  about  going  to  Europe 
to  consummate  his  marriage,  it  was  decided  that  she  should 
accompany  him.  This  she  was  willing  to  do,  provided 
Nellie  Douglass  would  go  too. 

‘  It  would  be  much  pleasanter,’  she  said,  ‘  having  some 
female  companion  besides  her  attendant,  and  then,  too, 
Nellie  had  relatives  in  England so  she  urged  her  to  ac¬ 
company  them,  offering  to  defray  all  expenses  for  the  plea¬ 
sures  of  her  society. 

Since  Nellie’s  earliest  recollection,  her  fondest  dreams 
had  been  of  England,  her  mother’s  birthplace  ;  and  now, 
when  so  favourable  an  opportunity  for  visiting  it  was  pre¬ 
sented,  she  felt  strongly  tempted  to  say  ‘  Yes.’  Still  she 
would  give  Mary  no  encouragement  until  she  had  seen  her 
father  and  John  Jr.,  the  latter  of  whom  would  influence  her 
decision  quite  as  much  as  the  former.  But  John  Jr.  no 
longer  loved  her — she  was  sure  of  that — and  with  her  fa¬ 
ther’s  consent  she  had  half  determined  to  go.  Still  she  was 
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undecided  until  a  letter  came  from  Mary,  urging  her  to 
make  up  her  mind,  as  they  were  to  sail  on  the  15th.  of  Jan¬ 
uary. 

‘  Brother  is  so  sensitive  concerning  his  love  affairs,’ 
wrote  Mary,  ‘  that  whether  you  conclude  to  join  us  or  not. 
you  will  please  say  nothing  about  his  intended  marriage.’ 

Nellie  had  seated  herself  to  answer  this  letter,  when  a 
servant  came  up,  saying  that  ‘  Marster  Bellmont,  all  the  Li- 
vingstones,  and  a  heap  more  were  down  stars,  and  had  sent 
for  her.’ 

She  was  just  writing,  ‘  I  will  go,’  when  this  announcement 
came,  and  quickly  suspending  her  pen,  she  thought,  ‘  He’s 
come,  at  last.  It  may  all  be  a  mistake.  I’ll  wait.’  With 
a  beating  heart  she  descended  to  the  parlour,  where  she 
politely  greeted  Mr.  Everett  and  Durward,  and  then 
anxiously  glanced  around  for  the  missing  one.  Mabel,  who 
felt  a  similar  disappointment,  ventured  to  inquire  for  him, 
in  a  low  tone,  whereupon  Carrie  replied  loudly  enough  for 
Nellie  to  hear,  ‘  Oh  pray  don’t  speak  of  that  bear.  Why, 
you  don’t  know  how  cross  he’s  been  ever  since — let  me  see 
— ever  since  you  came  away.  He  doesn’t  say  a  civil  word 
to  anybody,  and  I  really  wish  you’d  come  back  before  he 
kills  us  ali.’ 

‘  Did  you  invite  him  to  come  ?’  said  Nellie. 

‘  To  be  sure  we  did,’  answered  Carrie,  ‘  and  he  said,  ‘  any¬ 
where  in  creation  but  there.’ 

Nellie  needed  no  further  confirmation,  and  after  convers¬ 
ing  awhile  with  her  guests,  she  begged  leave  to  be  ex¬ 
cused  for  a  few  moments,  while  she  finished  a  letter  of  im¬ 
portance,  which  must  go  out  in  the  next  mail.  Alone  in  her 
room,  she  wavered,  but  the  remembrance  of  the  words,  ‘  any¬ 
where  in  creation  but  there,’  decided  her,  and  with  a  firm 
hand  she  wrote  to  Mary  that  she  would  go.  When  the  letter 
was  finished  and  sent  to  the  office,  Nellie  returned  to  her 
visitors,  who  began  to  rally  her  concerning  the  important 
letter  that  must  be  answered. 

‘  Now,  coz,’  said  Durward,  pulling  her  down  upon  the 
sofa  by  his  side,  ‘  now,  coz,  I  claim  a  right  to  know  some¬ 
thing  about  this  letter.  Was  it  one  of  acceptance  or  rejec¬ 
tion  ?’ 

‘  Acceptance,  of  course,’  answered  Nellie,  who,  knowing 
no  good  reason  why  her  intended  tour  should  be  kept  a 
secret,  proceeded  to  speak  of  it,  telling  how  they  were  to 
visit  Scotland,  France,  Switzerland,  and  Italy,  and  almost 
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forgetting,  in  her  enthusiasm,  how  wretched  the  thoughts 
of  the  journey  made  her. 

‘  And  Miss  Wilbur’s  brother  to  be  your  escort — he  is  un¬ 
married,  I  believe  ?’  said  Durward,  looking  steadily  upon 
the  carpet. 

In  a  moment  Nellie  would  have  told  of  his  engagement, 
and  the  object  of  his  going,  but  she  ren  enbered  Mary’s 
request  in  time,  and  the  blush  which  the  almost  committed 
mistake  called  to  her  cheek,  was  construed  by  all  into  a 
confession  that  there  was  something  between  her  and  Mr. 
Wilbur. 

‘  That  accounts  for  John’s  sudden  churlishness,’  thought 
’Lena,  wondering  how  Nellie  could  have  deceived  him  so. 

‘Oh,  I  see  it  all,’  exclaimed  Mabel.  I  understand  now 
what  has  made  Nellie  so  absent-minded  and  restless  these 
many  days.  She  was  making  up  her  mind  to  become  Mrs. 
Wilbur,  while  I  fancied  she  was  offended  with  me.’ 

‘  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,’  answered  Nellie,’  without 
smiling  in  the  least.  ‘  Mary  Wilbur  wishes  me  to  accom¬ 
pany  her  to  Europe,  and  I  intend  doing  so.  Her  brother 
is  nothing  to  me,  nor  ever  will  be.’ 

‘  Quite  a  probable  story,’  thought  Mr.  Everett,  without 
forming  his  reflections  into  words. 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  a  violent  ringing  of 
the  door-bell,  and  a  heavy  tramp  in  the  hall,  announced 
some  new  arrival,  and  Nellie  was  about  opening  the  par¬ 
lour  door,  when  who  should  appear  but  John  Jr.!  From 
his  room  he  had  watched  the  departure  of  the  party,  one 
moment  wishing  he  was  with  them,  and  the  next  declaring 
he’d  never  go  to  Frankfort  again  as  long  as  he  lived  !  At 
length  inclination  getting  ascendancy  of  his  reason,  he 
mounted  Firelock,  and  rushed  furiously  down  the  ’pike, 
never  once  slackened  his  speed  until  the  city  was  in  sight. 

‘  I  dare  say  she’ll  think  me  a  fool,’  thought  he,  ‘  tagging 
her  round,  but  she  needn’t  worry.  I  only  want  to  show 
her  how  little  her  pranks  affect  me.’ 

With  these  thoughts  he  could  not  fail  to  meet  Nellie 
otherwise  than  coldly,  while  she  received  him  with  equal  in¬ 
difference,  calling  him  Mr.  Livingstone,  and  asking  him 
if  he  were  cold,  with  other  questions,  such  as  any  polite 
hostess  would  ask  of  her  guest.  But  her  accustomed  smile 
and  usual  frankness  of  manner  were  gone,  and  while  John 
Jr.  felt  it  keenly,  he  strove,  under  a  mask  of  indifference, 
to  conceal  his  chagrin.  Mabel  seemed  delighted  to  see 
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him,  and  for  want  of  something  better  to  do,  he  devoted 
himself  to  her,  calling  her  Meb,  and  teasing  her  about  her 
‘  Indian  locks,’  as  he  called  her  straight,  black  hair.  Could 
he  have  seen  the  bitter  tears  which  Nellie  constantly  forced 
back,  as  she  moved  carelessly  among  her  guests,  far  different 
would  have  been  his  conduct.  But  he  only  felt  that  she 
had  been  untrue  to  him,  and  in  his  anger  he  was  hardly 
conscious  of  what  he  was  doing. 

So  when  Mabel  said  to  him,  ‘  Nellie  is  going  to  Europe 
with  Mr.  Wilbur  and  Mary,’  he  replied,  ‘  Glad  of  it — 
hope  she’ll’ — be  drowned,  he  thought — ‘  have  a  good  time,’ 
he  said — and  Nellie,  who  heard  all,  never  guessed  how 
heavily  the  blow  had  fallen,  or  that  the  hand  so  suddenly 
placed  against  his  heart  was  laid  there  to  still  the  wild  throb¬ 
bing  which  he  feared  she  might  hear. 

When  next  he  spoke  his  voice  was  very  calm,  as  he  asked 
when  she  was  going,  and  how  long,  she  intended  to  be 
gone.  ‘  What !  so  soon  ?’  said  he,  when  told  that  she  sailed 
the  15th  of  January,  and  other  than  that,  not  a  word  did 
he  say  to  Nellie  concerning  her  intended  visit,  until  just  be¬ 
fore  they  left  for  home.  Then  for  a  moment  he  stood  alone 
with  her  in  the  recess  of  a  window.  There  was  a  film  upon 
his  eyes  as  he  looked  upon  her,  and  thought  it  might  be  for 
the  last  time.  There  was  anguish,  too,  in  his  heart,  but  it 
did  not  mingle  in  the  tones  of  his  voice,  which  was  natural, 
and,  perhaps,  indifferent,  as  he  said,  ‘  Why  do  you  go  to 
Europe,  Nellie  ?’ 

Quickly,  and  with  something  of  her  olden  look,  she  glanced 
up  into  his  face,  but  his  eyes,  which  would  not  meet  hers, 
lest  they  should  betray  themselves,  were  resting  upon  Mabel, 
who,  on  a  stool  across  the  room,  was  petting  and  caressing 
a  kitten.  ’Twas  enough,  and  carelessly  Nellie  answered 
‘  Because  I  want  to  ;  what  do  you  suppose  ?’ 

Without  seeming  to  hear  her  answer,  the  young  man 
walked  away  to  where  Mabel  sat,  and  commenced  teasing 
her  and  her  kitten,  while  Nellie,  maddened  with  herself, 
with  him,  with  everybody,  precipitately  left  them,  and  go¬ 
ing  to  her  chamber  hastily,  and  without  a  thought  as  to 
what  she  was  doing,  gathered  together  every  little  token 
which  John  Jr.  had  given  her,  together  with  his  notes  and 
letters,  written  in  his  own  peculiar  and  scarcely  legible 
hand.  Tying  them  in  a  bundle,  she  wrote  with  unflinching 
nerve,  *  Do  thou  likewise,’  and  then  descending  to  the  hall, 
laid  it  upon  the  hat-stand,  managing,  as  he  was  leaving,  to 
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place  it  unobserved  in  his  hand.  Instinctively  he  knew 
what  it  was,  glanced  at  the  three  words  written  thereon, 
and  in  a  cold,  sneering  voice,  replied,  ‘  I  will,  with  pleasure.’ 
And  thus  they  parted. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

TIIE  DEPARTURE. 

JOHN,  how  would  you  like  to  take  a  trip  to  New  York — 
the  city  I  mean  r  said  Mr.  Livingstone  to  his  son,  one 
morning  about  two  weeks  following  the  events  narrated  in 
the  last  chapter. 

‘  Well  enough — why  do  you  ask  ?’  answered  John. 

‘  Because,’  said  his  father,  ‘  I  have  to-day  received  a  letter 
which  makes  it  necessary  for  one  of  us  to  be  there  the  15th, 
and  as  you  are  fond  of  travelling,  I  had  rather  you  would 
go.  You  had  better  start  immediately — say  to  morrow.’ 

John  Jr.  started  from  his  chair.  To-morrow  she  left  her 
home — the  loth  she  sailed.  He  might  see  her  again,  though 
at  a  distance,  for  she  should  never  know  he  followed  her ! 
Since  that  night  in  Frankfort  he  had  not  looked  upon  her 
face,  but  he  had  kept  his  promise,  returning  to  her  every¬ 
thing — everything  except  a  withered  rose-bud,  which  years 
before,  when  but  a  boy,  he  had  twined  among  the  heavy 
braids  of  her  hair,  and  which  she  had  given  back  to  him, 
playfully  fastening  it  in  the  button  hole  of  his  round  about ! 
How  well  he  remembered  that  day.  She  was  a  little  romping 
girl,  teasing  him  unmercifully  about  his  fiat  feet  and  big 
hands ,  chiding  him  for  his  negro  slang ,  as  she  termed  his  fa¬ 
vourite  expressions,  and  with  whatever  else  she  did,  weav¬ 
ing  her  image  into  his  heart’ s  best  and  noblest  affections,  until 
he  seemed  to  live  only  for  her.  But  now  ’twas  changed — 
terribly  changed.  She  was  no  longer  ‘  his  Nellie,’  the  Nellie 
of  his  boyhood’s  love  ;  and  with  a  muttered  curse,  and  a 
tear,  large,  round,  and  hot,  such  as  only  John  Jr.  could  shed, 
he  sent  her  back  every  memento  of  the  past,  all  save  that 
rose-bud,  with  which  he  could  not  part,  it  seemed  so  like 
his  early  hope — withered  and  dead. 

Nellie  was  alone,  preparing  for  her  journey,  when  the  box 
containing  the  treasures  were  handed  her.  Again  and  again 
she  examined  to  see  if  there  were  not  one  farewell  word,  but 
there  was  nothing  save  ‘Here  endeth  the  first  lesson!!’ 
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followed  by  two  exclamation  points,  which  J ohn  Jr.  had 
dashed  off  at  random.  Every  article  seemed  familiar  to 
her  as  she  looked  them  over,  and  everything  was  there  but 
one — she  missed  the  rose  bud — and  she  wondered  at  the 
omission,  for  she  knew  he  had  it  in  his  posseasion.  He  had 
told  her  so  not  three  months  before.  Why  then  did  he  not 
return  it?  Was  it  a  lingering  affection  for  her  which 
prompted  the  detention  ?  Perhaps  so,  and  down  in  Nellie’s 
heart  was  one  warm,  bright  spot,  the  memory  of  that  bud, 
which  grew  green  and  fresh  again,  as  on  the  day  when  first 
it  was  torn  from  the  parent  stem. 

When  it  was  first  known  at  Maple  Grove  that  Nellie 
was  going  to  Europe,  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  saw  in  the  fu¬ 
ture  the  full  consummation  of  her  plans,  proposed  that 
Mabel  should  spend  the  period  of  Nellie’s  absence  with 
her.  But  to  this  Mr.  Douglass  would  not  consent.  ‘  He 
could  not  part  with  both  his  daughters,’  he  said,  and  Mabel 
decided  to  remain,  stipulating  that  ’Lena,  of  whom  she  was 
very  fond,  should  pass  a  portion  of  the  time  with  her. 

‘  All  the  time,  if  she  chooses,’  said  Mr.  Douglass,  who  also 
liked  ’Lena,  while  Nellie,  who  was  present  immediately 
proposed  that  she  should  take  music  lessons  of  Monsieur 
Du  Pont,  who  had  recently  come  to  the  city,  and  who  was 
said  to  be  a  superior  teacher.  ‘  She  is  fond  of  music,’  said 
she,  ‘  and  has  always  wanted  to  learn,  but  that  aunt  of  hers 
never  seemed  willing ;  and  this  will  be  a  good  opportunity, 
for  she  can  use  my  piano  all  the  time  if  she  chooses.’ 

‘Capital!’  exclaimed  Mabel,  generously  thinking  how  she 
would  pay  the  bills,  and  how  much  she  would  assist  ’Lena, 
for  Mabel  was  an  excellent  musician,  singing  and  playing 
admirably. 

When  this  plan  was  proposed  to  ’Lena,  she  objected  for 
two  reasons.  The  first,  that  she  could  not  leave  her  grand¬ 
mother,  and  second,  that  much  as  she  desired  the  lessons, 
she  would  not  suffer  Mabel  to  pay  for  them  ;  and  she  had  no 
means  of  her  own.  On  the  first  point  she  began  to  waver, 
when  Mrs.  Nichols,  who  was  in  usually  good  health,  in¬ 
sisted  upon  her  going. 

‘  It  will  do  you  a  sight  of  good,’  said  she,  ‘  and  there’s  no 
kind  of  use  why  you  should  stay  hived  up  with  me.  I’d  as 
lief  be  left  alone  as  not,  and  I  shall  take  comfort  thinkin’ 
you’re  lamin’  to  play  the  pianner,  for  I’ve  alius  wondered 
’Tildy  didn’t  set  you  at  Car’line’s.  So,  go,’  the  old  lady 
continued,  whispering  in  ’Lena’s  ear,  ‘  Go,  and  mebby  some 
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(lav  you’ll  be  a  music  teacher,  and  take  care  of  us  both.’ 

Still,  ’Lena  hesitated  at  receiving  so  much  from  Mabel, 
who,  after  a  moment’s  thought,  exclaimed  ‘Why,  I  can 
teach  you  myself !  I  should  love  to,  dearly.  It  will  be 
something  to  occupy  my  mind;  and  my  instructors  have 
frequently  said  that  I  was  capable  of  teaching  advanced 
pupils,  if  I  chose.  You’ll  go  now,  I  know’ — and  Mabel 
pleaded  her  cause  so  well,  that  ’Lena  consented,  saying  she 
should  come  home  once  a  week  to  see  her  grandmother. 

‘  A  grand  arrangement,  I  must  confess,’  said  Carrie,  when 
she  heard  of  it.  ‘  I  should  think  she  sponged  enough  from 
her  connections,  without  living  on  other  folks,  and  poor 
ones,  too,  like  Mr.  Douglass.’ 

‘  How  ridiculous  you  talk,’  said  John  Jr.  who  was  present, 
‘  You’d  be  perfectly  willing  to  spend  a  year  at  Mr.  Graham’s, 
or  at  Mr.  Douglass’  either,  if  he  had  a  son  whom  you  con¬ 
sidered  an  eligible  match.  Then  as  to  his  being  so  poor, 
that’s  one  of  Mother  Atkin’s  yarns,  and  she  knows  every¬ 
body’s  history,  from  Noah  down  to  the  present  day.  For 
’Lena’s  sake  I  am  glad  to  have  her  go,  though  heaven 
knows  what  I  shall  do  without  her.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone,  too,  was  secretly  pleased,  for  she  would 
thus  be  more  out  of  Durward’s  way,  and  the  good  lady  was 
again  becoming  somewhat  suspicious.  So  when  her  hus¬ 
band  objected,  saying  ’Lena  could  take  lessons  at  home  if 
she  liked,  she  quietly  overruled  him,  giving  many  good 
reasons  why  ’Lena  should  go,  and  finally  saying,  that  if 
Mrs.  Nichols  was  very  lonely  without  her,  she  might  spend 
her  evenings  in  the  parlour  when  there  was  no  company 
present !  So  it  was  decided  that  ’Lena  should  go,  and  highly 
pleased  with  the  result  of  their  call,  Mr.  Douglass  and  Mabel 
returned  to  Frankfort. 

At  length  the  morning  came  when  Nellie  was  to  start  on 
her  journey.  Mr.  Wilbur  had  arrived  the  night  before,  to¬ 
gether  with  his  sister,  whose  marble  cheek  and  lustreless  eye 
even  then  foretold  the  lonely  grave  which  awaited  her  ’neath 
a  foreign  sky.  Durward  and  Mr.  Douglass  accompanied  them 
as  far  as  Cincinatti,  where  they  took  the  cars  for  Buffalo. 
J ust  before  it  rolled  from  the  depot,  a  young  man  closely 
muffled,  who  had  been  watching  our  party,  sprang  into  a 
car  just  in  the  rear  of  the  one  they  had  chosen,  and  taking 
the  first  vacant  seat,  abandoned  himself  to  his  own  thoughts, 
which  must  have  been  very  absorbing,  as  a  violent  shake 
was  necessary,  ere  he  heeded  the  call  of  ‘  Your  ticket,  sir.’ 


156  ’LENA  RIVERS. 

Onward,  onward  flew  the  train,  while  faster  and  faster 
Nellie’s  tears  were  dropping.  They  had  gushed  forth  when 
she  saw  the  quivering  chin  and  trembling  lips  of  her  gray¬ 
haired  father,  as  he  bade  his  only  child  good-bye,  and  now 
that  he  was  gone,  she  wept  on,  never  heeding  her  young 
friend,  who  strove  in  vain  to  call  her  attention  to  the  fast  re¬ 
ceding  hills  of  Kentucky,  which  she — Mary — was  leaving  for 
ever.  Other  thoughts  than  those  of  her  father  mingled  with 
Nellie’s  tears,  for  she  could  not  forget  John  Jr.,  nor  the  hope 
cherished  to  the  last  that  he  would  come  to  say  farewell. 
But  he  did  not.  They  had  parted  in  coldness,  if  not  in  anger, 
and  she  might  never  see  him  again. 

‘  Come,  cheer  up,  Miss  Douglass  ;  I  cannot  suffer  you  to 
be  sad,’  said  Mr.  Wilbur,  placing  himself  by  Nellie,  and 
thoughtlessly  throwing  his  arm  across  the  back  of  the  seat, 
while  at  the  same  time  he  bent  playfully  forward  to  peep 
under  her  bonnet. 

And  Nellie  did  look  up,  smiling  through  her  tears,  but  she 
did  not  observe  the  flashing  eyes  which  watched  her  through 
the  window  at  the  rear  of  the  car.  Always  restless  and  im¬ 
patient  of  confinement,  John  Jr.  had  come  out  for  a  moment 
upon  the  platform,  ostensibly  to  take  the  air,  but  really  to 
see  if  it  were  possible  to  get  a  glimpse  of  Nellie.  She  was 
sitting  not  far  from  the  door,  and  he  looked  in,  just  in  time 
to  witness  Mr.  Wilbur’s  action,  which  he  of  course  construed 
just  as  his  jealousy  dictated.  ‘Confounded  fool!’  thought 
he.  ‘  I  wouldn’t  hug  Nellie  in  the  cars  in  good  broad  day¬ 
light,  even  if  I  was  married  to  her !’ 

And  returning  to  his  seat,  he  wondered  which  was  the 
silliest,  ‘  for  Nellie  to  run  off  with  Mr.  Wilbur,  or  for  himself 
to  run  after  her.  Six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other,  I 
reckon,’  said  he ;  at  the  same  time  wrapping  himself  in  his 
shawl,  he  feigned  sleep  at  every  station,  for  the  sake  of  re¬ 
taining  his  entire  seat,  and  sometimes  if  the  crowd  was  great, 
going  so  far  as  to  snore  loudly ! 

And  thus  they  proceeded  onward,  Nellie  never  suspect¬ 
ing  the  close  espionage  kept  upon  her  by  John  Jr.,  who 
once  in  the  night,  at  a  crowded  depot,  passed  so  closely  to 
her  that  he  felt  her  warm  breath  on  his  cheek.  And  when, 
on  the  morning  of  the  15th,  she  sailed,  she  little  thought  who 
it  was  that  followed  her  down  to  the  water’s  edge,  standing 
on  the  last  spot  where  she  had  stood,  and  watching  with  a 
swelling  heart  the  vessel  which  bore  her  away. 

‘  I’m  nothing  better  than  a  walking  dead  man  now,’  said 
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he,  as  he  retraced  his  steps  back  to  his  hotel.  ‘Nellie’s 
gone,  and  with  her  all  for  which  I  lived,  for  she’s  the  only 
girl  except  ’Lena  who  isn’t  a  libel  on  the  sex — or,  yes — 
there’s  Anna — does  as  well  as  she  knows  how — and  there’s 
Mabel,  a  little  simpleton,  to  be  sure,  but  amiable  and  good- 
natured,  and  on  the  whole,  as  smart  as  they’d  average. 
’Twas  kind  in  her,  any  way,  to  offer  to  pay  ’Lena’s  music 
bills.’ 

And  with  these  reflections,  John  Jr.  sought  out  the  men 
whom  he  had  come  to  see,  transacted  his  business,  and  then 
started  for  home,  where  he  found  his  mother  in  unusually 
good  spirits.  Matters  thus  far  had  succeeded  even  beyond 
her  most  sanguine  expectation.  Nellie  was  gone  to  Europe, 
and  the  rest  she  fancied  would  be  easy.  ’Lena,  too,  was 
gone,  but  the  result  of  this  was  not  what  she  had  hoped. 
Durward  had  been  at  Maple  Grove  but  once  since  ’Lena 
left,  while  she  had  heard  of  his  being  in  Frankfort  several 
times. 

‘  Something  must  be  done’ — her  favourite  expression — and 
in  her  difficulty  she  determined  to  call  upon  Mrs.  Graham, 
whom  she  had  not  seen  since  Christmas.  ‘  It  is  quite  time 
she  knew  about  the  gray  pony,  as  well  as  other  matters,’ 
thought  she,  and  ordering  the  carriage,  she  set  out  one 
morning  for  Woodlawn,  intending  to  spend  the  day  if  she 
found  its  mistress  amiably  disposed,  which  was  not  always 
the  case. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

TIIE  VISIT. 

MRS.  GRAHAM  reclined  upon  a  softly-cushioned  sofa, 
her  tasteful  lace  morning-cap  half  falling  from  her  head, 
and  her  rich  cashmere  gown  flowing  open,  so  as  to  reveal 
the  flounced  cambric  skirt  which  her  sewing-girl  had  sat 
up  till  midnight  to  finish.  A  pair  of  delicate  French  slip¬ 
pers  pinched  rather  than  graced  her  fat  foot,  one  of  which 
angrily  beat  the  carpet,  as  if  keeping  time  to  its  mistress’ 
thoughts.  Nervous  and  uncomfortable  was  the  lady  of 
Woodlawn  this  morning,  for  she  had  just  passed  through 
a  little  conjugal  scene  with  her  husband,  whom  she  had  called 
a  brute,  lamenting  the  dispensation  of  Providence  which  took 
from  her  ‘  her  beloved  Sir  Arthur,  who  always  thought  what¬ 
ever  she  said  was  right,’  and  ending  by  throwing  herself  in 
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the  most  theatrical  manner  upon  the  sofa  in  the  parlour, 
where,  with  both  her  blood  and  temper  at  a  boiling  heat,  she 
lay,  when  her  waiting-maid,  but  recently  purchased,  an¬ 
nounced  the  approach  of  a  carriage. 

‘Mercy,’  exclaimed  the  distressed  lady,  ‘whose  is  it?  I 
hope  no  one  will  ask  for  me.’ 

‘  Reckon  how  it’s  Marster  Livingstone’s  carriage,  ’case 
thar’s  Tom  on  the  box,’  answered  the  girl,  who  had  her  own 
private  reasons  for  knowing  Tom  at  any  distance. 

‘  Mrs.  Livingstone,  I’ll  venture  to  say,’  groaned  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham,  buiying  her  lace  cap  and  flaxen  hair  still  farther  in  the 
silken  cushions.  ‘Just  because  I  stopped  there  a  few  days 
last  summer,  she  thinks  she  must  run  here  every  week ;  and 
there’s  no  way  of  escaping  her.  I)o  shut  that  blind ;  it  lets 
in  so  much  light.  There ;  would  you  think  I’d  been  crying  ?’ 

‘  Lor’  no,’  returned  the  stupid  servant,  ‘  Lor’  no,  I  should 
sooner  think  your  eyes  and  face  were  swelled  with  pisen.' 

‘  The  Lord  help  me,’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Graham,  ‘  you  don’t 
begin  to  know  as  much  as  poor  Charlotte  did.  She  was  a 
jewel,  and  I  don’t  see  anything  what  she  wanted  to  die  for, 
just  as  I  had  got  her  well  trained ;  but  that’s  all  the  thanks 
I  ever  get  for  my  goodness.  Now  go  quick,  and  tell  her 
I’ve  got  an  excruciating  headache.’ 

‘  If  you  please,  miss,’  said  the  girl,  trying  in  vain  to  master 
the  big  word,  ‘if  you  please,  give  me  something’  shorter, 
’case  I  done  forgit  that  ar,  sartin’.’ 

‘  Fool!  Idiot!’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Graham,  hurling,  for  want 
of  something  better,  one  of  her  satin  slippers  at  the  woolly 
head,  which  dodged  out  of  the  door  in  time  to  avoid  it. 

‘  Is  your  mistress  at  home  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Livingstone,  and 
Martha,  uncertain  what  answer  she  was  to  make,  replied, 
‘  Yes — no — I  dun  know,  ’case  she  done  driv  me  out  afore  I 
know’d  whether  she  was  at  home  or  not.’ 

‘  Martha,  show  the  lady  this  way,’  called  out  Mrs.  Graham, 
who  was  listening/  Ah,  Mrs.  Livingstone,  is  it  you?  I’m 
glad  to  see  you,’  said  she,  half  raising  and  shading  her 
swollen  eyes  with  her  hand,  as  if  the  least  effort  were  pain¬ 
ful.  ‘  You  must  excuse  my  dishabille,  for  I  am  suffering 
from  a  bad  headache,  and  when  Martha  said  some  one  had 
come,  I  thought  at  first  I  could  not  see  them,  but  you  are 
always  welcome.  How  have  you  been  this  long  time,  and 
why  have  you  neglected  me  so  when  you  know  how  I  must 
feel  the  change  from  Louisville,  where  I  was  constantly  in 
society,  to  this  dreary  neighbourhood  ?’  and  the  lady  lay  back 
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upon  the  sofa,  exhausted  with  and  astonished  at  her  own 
eloquence. 

Mrs.  Livingstone  was  quite  delighted  with  her  friend’s 
unusual  cordiality,  and  seating  herself  in  the  large,  easy 
chair,  began  to  make  herself  very  agreeable,  offering  to 
bathe  Mrs.  Graham’s  aching  head,  which  kind  offer  the 
lady  declined,  bethinking  herself  of  sundry  gray  hairs,  which 
a  close  inspection  would  single  out  from  among  her  flaxen 
tresses. 

‘  Are  your  family  all  well  ?’  she  asked ;  to  which  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone  replied  that  they  were,  at  the  same  time  speaking  of 
her  extreme  loneliness  since  Mabel  left  them. 

‘Ah,  you  mean  the  little  dark-eyed  brunette,  whom  I 
saw  with  you  at  my  party.  She  was  a  nice-looking  girl — 
showed  that  she  came  of  a  good  family.  I  think  everything 
of  that.  I  believe  I’d  rather  Durward  would  marry  a  poor 
aristocrat,  than  a  wealthy  plebeian — one  whose  family  were 
low  and  obscure.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  wondered  what  she  thought  of  her  fam¬ 
ily,  the  Livingstones.  The  Richards’  blood  she  knew  was 
good,  but  the  Nichols’  was  rather  doubtful.  Still,  she  would 
for  once  make  the  best  of  it,  so  she  hastened  to  say  that 
few  American  ladies  were  so  fortunate  as  Mrs.  Graham  had 
been  in  marrying  a  nobleman.  ‘  In  this  country  we  have  no 
nobility,  you  know,’  said  she,  ‘  and  any  one  who  gets  rich  and 
into  good  society,  is  classed  with  the  first.’ 

‘  Yes,  I  know,’  returned  Mrs.  Graham,  ‘  but  in  my  mind 
there’s  a  great  difference.  Now,  Mr.  Graham’s  ancestors 
boast  of  the  best  blood  of  South  Carolina,  while  my  family, 
everybody  knows,  was  one  of  the  first  in  Virginia,  so  if  Dur¬ 
ward  had  been  Mr.  Graham’s  son  instead  of  Sir  Arthur’s,  I 
should  be  just  as  proud  of  him,  just  as  particular  whom  he 
married.’ 

‘  Certainly,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  a  little  piqued, 
for  there  was  something  in  Mrs.  Graham’s  manner  which 
annoyed  her — ‘  certainly — I  understand  you.  I  neither 
married  a  nobleman  nor  one  of  the  best  bloods  of  South 
Carolina,  and  still  I  should  not  be  willing  for  my  son  to 
marry — let  mo  see — well,  say  ’Lena  Rivers.’ 

‘’Lena  Rivers!’  repeated  Mrs.  Graham — ‘why,  I  would 
not  suffer  Durward  to  look  at  her,  if  I  could  help  it.  She’s 
of  a  horridly  low  family  on  both  sides,  as  I  am  told.’ 

This  was  a  home  thrust  which  Mrs.  Livingstone  could  not 
endure  quietly,  and  as  she  had  no  wish  to  defend  the  royalty 
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of  a  family  which  she  herself  despised,  she  determined  to 
avenge  the  insult  by  making  her  companion  as  uncomfort¬ 
able  as  possible.  So  she  said,  ‘  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware 
that  your  son’s  attentions  to  this  same  ’Lena  Rivers,  are  be¬ 
coming  somewhat  marked.’ 

‘  No,  I  was  not  aware  of  it,’  and  the  greenish-gray  eyes 
fastened  inquiringly  upon  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  continued : 
‘  It  is  nevertheless  true,  and  as  I  can  appreciate  your  feel¬ 
ings,  I  thought  it  might  not  be  out  of  place  for  me  to  warn 
you.’ 

‘  Thank  you,’  returned  Mrs.  Graham,  now  raising  herself 
upon  her  elbow ;  ‘  Thank  you — but  do  you  know  anything 
positive?  What  has  Durward  done  ?’ 

‘  ’Lena  is  in  Frankfort  now,  at  Mr.  Douglass’,’  answered 
Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  and  your  son  is  in  the  constant  habit  of 
visiting  there ;  besides  that,  he  invited  her  to  ride  with  him 
when  they  all  went  to  Frankfort — ’Lena  upon  the  gray  pony 
which  your  husband  gave  her  as  a  Christmas  present.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  had  touched  the  right  spot.  ’Twas  the 
first  intimation  of  Vesta  which  Mrs.  Graham  had  received, 
and  now  sitting  bolt  upright,  she  demanded  what  Mrs. 
Livingstone  meant.  ‘  My  husband  give  ’Lena  Rivers  a  pony ! 
Harry  Graham  do  such  a  thing !  It  can’t  be  possible.  There 
must  be  some  mistake.’ 

‘  I  think  not,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone.  ‘  x  our  son  came 
over  with  it,  saying  ‘  it  was  a  present  from  his  father,  who 
sent  it  together  with  his  compliments.’ 

Back  among  her  cushions  tumbled  Mrs.  Graham,  moaning, 
groaning,  and  pronouncing  herself  wholly  heart-broken.  ‘  I 
knew  he  was  bad,’  said  she,  ‘  but  I  never  dreamed  it  had  come 
to  this.  And  I  might  have  known  it,  too,  for  from  the  mo¬ 
ment  he  first  saw  that  girl,  he  has  acted  like  a  crazy  crea¬ 
ture.  Talks  about  her  in  his  sleep — wants  me  to  adopt  her — 
keeps  his  eyes  on  her  every  minute  when  he’s  where  she 
is ;  and  to  crown  all,  without  consulting  me,  his  lawful  wife, 
he  has  made  her  a  present,  which  must  have  cost  more  than 
a  hundred  dollars !  And  she  accepted  it — the  vixen !’ 

‘  That’s  the  worst  feature  in  the  case,’  said  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone.  ‘I  have  always  been  suspicious  of  ’Lena,  knowing 
what  her  mother  was,  but  I  must  confess  I  did  not  think 
her  quite  so  presumptuous  as  to  accept  so  costly  a  present 
from  a  gentleman,  and  a  married  one,  too.  But  she  has  a 
peculiar  way  of  making  them  think  what  she  does  is  right, 
and  neither  my  husband  nor  John  Jr.  can  see  any  impro- 
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priety  in  her  keeping  Vesta.  Carrie  wouldn’t  have  done 
such  a  thing.’ 

‘  Indeed  she  wouldn’t.  She  is  too  well-bred  for  that,’  said 
Mrs.  Graham,  who  had  been  completely  won  by  Carrie’s  soft 
speeches  and  fawning  manner. 

This  compliment  to  her  daughter  pleased  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  who  straightway  proceeded  to  build  Carrie  up  still 
higher,  by  pulling  ’Lena  down.  Accordingly,  every  little 
thing  which  she  could  remember,  and  many  which  she  could 
not,  were  told  in  an  aggravated  manner,  until  quite  a  case 
was  made  out,  and  ’Lena  would  never  have  recognized  her¬ 
self  in  the  artful,  designing  creature  which  her  aunt  kindly 
pictured  her  to  be. 

‘  Of  course,’  said  she,  ‘  if  you  ever  repeat  this,  you  will  not 
use  my  name,  for  as  she  is  my  husband’s  niece,  it  will  not 
look  well  in  me  to  be  proclaiming  her  vices,  except  in  cases 
where  I  think  it  my  duty.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  was  too  much  absorbed  in  her  own  reflec¬ 
tions  to  make  a  reply,  and  as  Mrs.  Livingstone  saw  that  her 
company  was  hardly  desired,  she  soon  arose  to  go,  asking 
Mrs.  Graham  ‘  why  she  did  not  oftener  visit  Maple  Grove  ?’ 

When  Mrs.  Graham  felt  uncomfortable,  she  liked  to  make 
others  so,  too,  and  to  her  friend’s  question  she  answered,  ‘I 
may  as  well  be  plain  as  not,  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
should  enjoy  visiting  you  very  much,  were  it  not  for  one 
thing.  That  mother  of  yours — ’ 

‘  Of  my  husband’s,’  interrupted  Mrs.  Livingstone,  and  Mrs. 
Graham  continued  just  where  she  left  off. 

‘  Annoys  me  exceedingly,  by  eternally  tracing  in  me  a  re¬ 
semblance  to  some  down  east  creature  or  other — what  is  her 
name — Sco — Sco — Scovandyke;  yes,  that’s  it — Scovandyke. 
Of  course  it’s  not  pleasant  for  me  to  be  told  every  time  I 
meet  your  mother — ’ 

‘Mr.  Livingstone’s  mother,’  again  interrupted  the  lady. 

‘  That  I  look  like  some  of  her  acquaintances,  for  I  contend 
that  families  of  high  birth  bear  with  them  marks  which  can¬ 
not  be  mistaken.’ 

‘  Certainly,  certainly,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  adding,  that 
‘  she  was  herself  continually  annoyed  by  Mrs.  Nichols’  vul¬ 
garity,  but  her  husband  insisted  that  she  should  come  to  the 
table,  so  what  could  she  do  ?’ 

And  mutually  troubled,  the  one  about  her  husband,  and 
the  other  about  her  husband’s  mother,  the  two  amiable  ladies 
parted. 
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Scarcely  was  Mrs.  Livingstone  gone  when  Mr.  Graham 
entered  the  room,  finding  his  wife,  who  had  heard  his  foot¬ 
steps,  in  violent  hysterics.  He  had  seen  her  so  too  often  to 
be  alarmed,  and  was  about  to  pull  the  bell-rope,  when  she 
found  voice  to  bid  him  desist,  saying  it  was  himself  that 
was  killing  her  by  inches,  and  that  the  sooner  she  was  dead, 
the  better  she  supposed  he  would  like  it.  ‘  But  for  my  sake,’ 
she  added,  in  a  kind  of  a  howl,  between  crying  and  scolding, 

‘  do  try  to  behave  yourself  during  the  short  time  that  I  have 
to  live,  and  not  go  to  giving  away  ponies,  and  mercy  knows 
what.’ 

Now,  Mr.  Graham  was  not  conscious  of  having  looked  at 
a  lady,  except  through  the  window,  for  many  days,  and 
when  his  wife  first  attacked  him,  he  was  at  a  great  loss  to 
understand ;  but  as  she  proceeded  it  all  became  plain,  and 
on  the  whole,  he  felt  glad  that  the  worst  was  over.  He 
would  not  acknowledge,  even  to  himself,  that  he  was  afraid 
of  his  wife,  and  still  he  had  a  little  rather  she  would  not 
always  know  what  he  did.  He  supposed,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  that  she  would,  earlier  or  later,  hear  of  his  present 
to  ’Lena,  and  he  well  knew  that  such  an  event  would  surely 
be  followed  by  a  storm,  and  after  what  had  taken  place  be¬ 
tween  them  that  morning,  he  did  not  expect  so  much  feeling, 
for  he  thought  her  wrath  nearly  expended.  But  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham  was  capable  of  great  things — as  she  proved  on  this  occa¬ 
sion,  taunting  her  husband  with  his  preference  for  ’Lena,  ac¬ 
cusing  him  of  loving  her  better  than  he  did  herself,  and  ask¬ 
ing  him  plainly  if  it  were  not  so. 

‘  Say,’  she  continued,  stamping  her  foot,  (the  one  without 
a  slipper,)  ‘  say — I  will  be  answered.  Don’t  you  like  ’Lena 
better  than  you  do  me  ?’ 

Mr.  Graham  was  provoked  beyond  endurance,  and  to  the 
twice  repeated  question,  he  at  length  replied,  ‘  God  knows 
I’ve  far  more  reason  to  love  her  than  I  have  you.’  At  the 
same  moment  he  left  the  room,  in  time  to  avoid  a  sight  of 
the  collapsed  state  into  which  his  horrified  wife,  who  did 
not  expect  such  an  answer,  had  fallen. 

‘  Can  I  tell  her  ?  oh,  dare  I  tell  her  ?’  he  thought,  as  he 
wiped  the  drops  of  perspiration  from  his  brow,  and  groaned 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  spirit.  Terribly  was  he  expiating  his 
fault,  but  at  last  he  grew  calmer,  and  cowardice  (for  he  was 
cowardly,  else  he  had  never  been  what  he  was)  whispered 
‘  Wait  yet  awhile.  Anything  for  domestic  peace.’ 

So  the  secret  was  buried  still  deeper  in  his  bosom,  he  never 
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thinking  how  his  conduct  would  in  the  end  injure  the  young 
girl,  dearer  to  him  far  than  his  own  life.  While  he  sat  thus 
alone  in  his  room,  and  as  his  wife  lay  upon  her  sofa,  Dur- 
ward  entered  the  parlour,  and  began  good-humouredly  to 
rally  his  mother  upon  her  woe-begone  face,  asking  what  was 
the  matter  now. 

‘  Oh,  you  poor  boy,  you,’  she  sobbed,  ‘  you’ll  soon  have  no 
mother  to  go  to,  but  you  must  attribute  my  death  wholly  to 
your  step-father,  who  alone  will  be  to  blame  for  making  you 
an  orphan!’ 

Durward  knew  his  mother  well,  and  he  thought  he  knew 
his  father  too,  and  while  he  respected  him,  he  blamed  her  for 
the  unreasonable  whims  of  which  he  was  becoming  weary. 
He  knew  there  had  been  a  jar  in  the  morning,  but  he  had 
supposed  that  was  settled,  and  now,  when  he  found  his  mo¬ 
ther  ten  times  worse  than  ever,  he  felt  half  vexed,  and  said, 

‘  Do  be  a  woman,  mother,  and  not  give  way  to  such  fancies. 
I  really  wonder  father  shows  as  much  patience  with  you  as 
he  does,  for  you  make  our  home  very  unpleasant ;  and  really,’ 
he  continued,  in  a  laughing  tone,  ‘  if  this  goes  on  much 
longer,  I  shall,  in  self-defence,  get  me  a  wife  and  home  of  my 
own.’ 

*  And  if  report  is  true,  that  wife  will  be  ’Lena  Bivers,’ 
said  Mrs.  Graham,  in  order  to  try  him. 

‘Very  likely — I  can’t  tell  what  may  be,’  was  his  answer; 
to  which  Mrs.  Graham  replied,  ‘  that  it  would  be  extremely 
pleasant  to  marry  a  bride  with  whom  one’s  father  was  in 
love.’ 

‘  How  ridiculous !’  Durward  exclaimed.  ‘  As  though  my 
father  cared  aught  for  ’Lena,  except  to  admire  her  for  her 
beauty  and  agreeable  manners. 

‘  But,  he’s  acknowledged  it.  He  s  just  told  me,  ‘  God 
knew  he  loved  her  better  than  he  did  me.’  What  do  you 
think  of  that  P 

‘  Did  Mr.  Graham  say  that  P  asked  Durward,  looking  his 
mother  directly  in  her  face. 

‘  Yes  he  did,  not  fifteen  minutes  before  you  came  in,  and 
it’s  not  a  secret  either.  Others  know  it  and.  talk  about  it. 
Think  of  his  giving  her  that  pony.’ 

Durward  was  taken  by  surprise.  Knowing  none  of  the 
circumstances,  he  felt  deeply  pained  at  his  father’s  remark. 
He  had  always  supposed  he  liked  ’Lena,  and  he  was  glad  of 
it,  too,  but  to  love  her  more  than  his  own  wife,  was  a  differ¬ 
ent  thing,  and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Durward  distrust- 
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ed  his  father.  Still,  ’Lena  was  not  to  blame ;  there  was  a 
comfort  in  that ;  and  that  very  afternoon  found  him  again  at 
her  side,  admiring  her  more  and  more,  and  learning  each  time 
he  saw  her  to  love  her  better.  And  she — she  dared  not  con¬ 
fess  to  herself  how  dear  he  was  to  her — she  dared  not  hope 
her  affection  was  returned.  She  could  not  think  of  the  dis¬ 
appointment  the  future  might  bring,  so  she  lived  on  the 
present,  waiting  anxiously  for  his  coming,  and  striving  hard 
to  do  the  things  which  she  thought  would  please  him  best. 

True  to  her  promise,  Mabel  had  commenced  giving  her 
instructions  upon  the  piano,  and  they  were  in  the  midst  of 
their  first  lesson,  when  who  should  walk  in,  but  Monsieur 
Du  Pont,  bowing,  and  saying  ‘  he  had  been  hired  by  von 
nice  gentleman,  to  give  Mademoiselle  Rivers  lessons  in  mu* 
sique.’ 

‘  ’Lena  immediately  thought  of  her  uncle,  who  had  once 
proposed  her  sharing  in  the  instructions  of  her  cousin,  but 
who,  as  usual,  was  overruled  by  his  wife. 

‘  ’Twas  my  uncle,  was  it  not  ?’  she  asked  of  Du  Pont,  who 
replied,  ‘  I  promised  not  to  tell.  He  say,  though,  he  con¬ 
nected  with  mademoiselle.’ 

And  ’Lena,  thinking  it  was  of  course  Mr.  Livingstone, 
who,  on  his  wife’s  account,  wished  it  a  secret,  readily  con¬ 
sented  to  receive  Du  Pont  as  a  teacher  in  place  of  Mabel, 
who  still  expressed  her  willingness  to  assist  her  whenever 
it  was  necessary.  Naturally  fond  of  music,  ’Lena’s  im¬ 
provement  was  rapid,  and  when  she  found  how  gratified 
Durward  appeared,  she  redoubled  her  exertions,  practising 
always  five,  and  sometimes  six  hours  a  day. 


CHAPTER  XX. 
A  father’s  love. 


HEN  it  was  Known  at  Maple  Grove  that  ’Lena  was  tak- 


TT  .  ing  lessons  of  Du  Pont,  it  was  naturally  supposed 
that  Mabel,  as  she  had  first  proposed,  paid  the  bills. 

‘  Mighty  kind  in  her,  and  no  mistake,’  said  John  Jr.  throw¬ 
ing  aside  the  stump  of  a  cigar  which  he  had  been  smoking, 
and  thinking  to  himself  that  ‘  Mabel  was  a  nice  girl,  after 
all.’ 

The  next  day,  finding  the  time  hang  heavily  upon  his 
hands,  he  suddenly  wondered  why  he  had  never  thought 
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to  call  upon  ’Lena.  ‘  To  be  sure,  I’ll  feel  awfully  to  go 
where  Nelly  used  to  be,  and  know  she  is  not  there,  but  its 
lonesomer  than  a  grave-yard  here,  and  I’m  bound  to  do 
something.’ 

So  saying,  he  mounted  Firelock  and  started  off,  followed 
by  no  regrets  from  his  mother  or  sisters,  for  since  Nellie 
went  away  he  had  been  intolerably  cross  and  fault-finding. 
He  found  a  servant  at  the  door,  so  he  was  saved  the  trouble 
of  ringing,  and  entering  unannounced,  walked  noiselessly 
to  the  parlour  door,  which  was  slightly  ajar.  Lena,  as 
usual,  sat  at  the  piano,  wholly  absorbed,  while  over  her  bent 
Mabel,  who  was  assisting  her  in  the  lesson,  speaking  encour¬ 
agingly,  and  patiently  helping  her  through  all  the  difficult 
places.  Mabel’s  health  was  improved  since  first  we  saw  her, 
and  though  she  was  still  plain — ugly,  many  would  say — 
there  was  something  pleasing  in  her  face,  and  in  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  her  black  eyes,  which  looked  down  so  kindly  upon 
’Lena.  John  Jr.  noticed  it,  and  never  before  had  Mabel 
appeared  to  so  good  an  advantage  to  him  as  she  did  at 
that  moment,  as  he  watched  her  through  the  open  door. 

At  last  the  lesson  was  finished,  and  rising  up,  ’Lena  said, 
‘  I  know  I  should  never  learn  it  if  it  were  not  for  you,’  at  the 
same  time  winding  her  arm  about  Mabel’s  neck  and  kissing 
her  glowing  cheek. 

‘  Let  me  have  a  share  of  that,’  exclaimed  John  Jr.,  step¬ 
ping  forward  and  clasping  both  the  gii’ls  in  his  arms,  ere 
they  were  aware  of  his  presence. 

With  a  gay  laugh  they  shook  him  off,  and  ’Lena,  leading 
him  to  the  sofa,  sat  down  beside  him,  asking  numerous 
questions  about  home  and  her  grandmother.  John  answered 
them  all,  and  then,  oh  how  he  longed  to  ask  if  there  had 
come  any  tidings  of  the  absent  one ;  but  he  would  not — she 
had  left  him  of  her  own  accord,  and  he  had  sworn  never  to 
inquire  for  her.  So  he  sat  gazing  dreamily  upon  her  piano, 
the  chair  she  used  to  occupy,  and  the  books  she  used  to 
read,  until  ’Lena,  either  divining  his  thoughts,  or  fancying 
he  would  wish  to  know,  said,  ‘  We’vo  not  heard  from  Nellie 
since  she  left  us.’ 

‘  You  didn’t  expect  to,  so  soon,  I  suppose,’  was  John’s 
indifferent  reply. 

‘  Why,  no,  not  unless  they  chanced  to  speak  a  ship.  1 
wish  they’d  taken  a  steamer  instead  of  a  sailing  vessel,’  said 
’Lena. 

‘  I  suppose  Mr.  Wilbur  had  an  eye  upon  the  long,  cozy 
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chats  he  could  have  with  Nellie,  looking  out  upon  the  sea," 
was  John’s  answer,  while  Mabel  quickly  rejoined,  that  ‘he 
had  chosen  a  vessel  solely  on  Mary’s  account.’ 

In  the  midst  of  their  conversation,  the  door-bell  rang ; 
and  a  moment  after,  Durward  was  ushered  into  the  parlour. 

‘  He  was  in  town  on  business,’  he  said,  ‘  and  thought  he 
would  call.’ 

Scarcely  had  he  taken  his  seat,  when  again  the  door  open¬ 
ed,  this  time  admitting  Mr.  Graham,  who  was  returning 
from  Louisville,  and  had  also  found  it  convenient  to  call. 
Involuntarily  Durward  glanced  towards  ’Lena,  but  her  face 
was  as  calm  and  unruffled  as  if  the  visitor  had  been  her 
uncle. 

‘  All  right  there,’  thought  he,  and  withdrawing  his  eyes 
from  her,  he  fixed  them  upon  his  father,  who  he  fancied 
seemed  somewhat  disconcerted  when  he  saw  him  there.  Men¬ 
tally  blaming  himself  for  the  distrust  wiuch  he  felt  rising 
within  him,  he  still  determined  to  watch,  and  judge  for 
himself  how  far  his  mother’s  suspicions  were  correct.  Tak¬ 
ing  up  a  book  which  lay  near,  he  pretended  to  be  reading, 
while  all  the  time  his  thoughts  were  elsewhere.  It  was 
’Lena’s  lesson-day,  and  ere  long  Du  Pont  came  in,  appearing 
both  pleased  and  surprised  when  he  saw  Mr.  Graham. 

‘  I  hope  you  don’t  expect  me  to  expose  my  ignorance  be¬ 
fore  all  these  people,’  said  ’Lena,  as  Du  Pont  motioned  her 
to  her  stool. 

‘  Suppose  we  adjourn  to  another  room,’  said  Mabel,  lead¬ 
ing  the  way,  and  followed  by  John  Jr.  only.  Durward  at 
first  thought  of  leaving  also,  and  arose  to  do  so,  but  on 
observing  his  father  showed  no  intention  of  going,  he  re¬ 
sumed  his  seat  and  book,  poring  over  the  latter  as  intently 
as  if  it  had  not  been  wrong  side  up  ! 

‘  Does  monsieur  incline  to  stay  ?’  asked  Du  Pont,  as  Mr. 
Graham  took  his  station  at  the  end  of  the  piano. 

‘  Certainly,’  answered  Mr.  Graham,  ‘  unless  Miss  Rivers 
insists  upon  my  leaving,  which  I’m  sure  she  would  not  do  if 
slm  knew  how  much  interest  I  take  in  her  progress.’ 

So  during  the  entire  lesson,  Mr.  Graham  stood  there,  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  ’Lena  with  a  look  that  puzzled  Durward, 
who  from  behind  his  book  was  watching  him.  Admiration, 
affection,  pity,  remorse,  all  seemed  mingled  in  the  expression 
of  his  face,  and  as  Durward  watched,  he  felt  that  there 
was  a  something  which  he  could  not  fathom. 
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‘  I  never  knew  he  was  so  fond  of  music,’  thought  he — ‘  I 
mean  to  put  him  to  the  test.’  * 

Accordingly,  when  Du  Pont  was  gone,  he  asked  Mabel, 
who  he  knew  was  an  excellent  pianist,  to  favour  him  with 
one  of  her  very  best  pieces — ‘  something  lively  and  new, 
which  will  wake  us  up,’  said  he. 

Mabel  would  greatly  have  preferred  remaining  with  J ohn 
Jr.,  but  she  was  habitually  polite,  always  playing  when  in¬ 
vited,  and  now  taking  her  seat  at  the  piano,  she  brought 
out  sounds  far  different  to  those  of  a  new  performer.  But 
Mr.  Graham  if  he  heard  it  did  not  heed  it,  his  eyes  and  ears 
being  alone  for  ’Lena.  Seating  himself  near  her,  he  com¬ 
menced  talking  to  her  in  an  undertone,  apparently  oblivious 
to  everything  else  around  him,  and  it  was  not  until  Durward 
twice  asked  how  he  liked  Mabel’s  playing,  that  he  heard  a 
note.  Then,  starting  up  and  going  towards  the  instrument, 
he  said,  ‘  Ah,  yes,  that  was  a  fine  march,  (’twas  the  ‘  Rain¬ 
bow  Schottische,’  then  new,)  please  repeat  it,  or  something 
just  like  it!’ 

Durward  bit  his  lip,  while  Mabel,  in  perfect  good  humour, 
dashed  off  into  a  spirited  quick  step,  receiving  but  little 
attention  from  Mr.  Graham,  who  seemed  in  a  strange  mood 
to-day,  scribbling  upon  a  piece  of  white  paper  which  lay 
upon  the  piano,  and  of  which  Durward  managed  to  get  pos¬ 
session,  finding  thereon  the  name,  ‘  Helena  Nichols,’  to 
which  was  added  that  of  ‘  Rivers,’  the  Nichols  being  crossed 
out.  It  would  seem  as  if  both  father  and  son  were  deter¬ 
mined  to  outstay  the  other,  for  hour  after  hour  went  by, 
and  neither  spoke  of  leaving,  although  John  Jr.  had  been 
gone  some  time.  At  last,  as  the  sun  was  setting,  Durward 
arose  to  go,  asking  if  his  father  contemplated  spending 
the  night ;  ‘  and  if  so,’  said  he,  with  a  meaning  in  his  man¬ 
ner,  ‘  where  shall  I  tell  my  mother  I  left  you  ?’ 

This  roused  Mr.  Graham,  who  said  he  was  only  waiting 
for  his  son  to  start,  adding  that  ‘  he  could  not  find  in  his 
heart  to  tear  him  away  from  two  so  agreeable  ladies,  for  he 
well  remembered  the  weakness  of  his  own  youth.’ 

‘  In  your  second  youth,  now,  I  fancy,’  thought  Durward, 
watching  him  as  he  bade  ’Lena  and  Mabel  good-bye,  and 
failing  not  to  see  how  much  longer  he  held  the  hand  of  the 
former  than  he  did  of  the  latter. 

‘  Does  she  see  as  I  do,  or  not  ?’  thought  he,  as  he  took  the 
hand  his  father  dropped,  and  looked  earnestly  into  the  clear, 
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brown  eyes,  wliich  returned  bis  inquiring  glance  with  one 
open  and  as  innocent  as  a  little  child. 

‘  All  right  here,’  again  thought  Durward,  slightly  pressing 
the  soft,  warm  hand  he  held  in  his  own,  and  smiling  down 
upon  her  when  he  saw  how  quickly  that  pressure  brought  the 
tell-tale  blood  to  her  cheek. 

*  *  *  * 

‘Durward,’  said  Mr.  Graham,  after  they  were  out  of 
the  city,  ‘  I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you.’ 

‘  Well.’ 

The  answer  was  very  short,  and  it  was  several  minutes 
ere  Mr.  Graham  again  spoke. 

‘  You  know  your  mother  as  well  as  I  do — ’ 

‘  Well.’ 

Another  silence,  and  Mr.  Graham  continued  :  ‘  You  know 
how  groundlessly  jealous  she  is  of  me — and  it  may  be  just 
as  well  for  her  not  to  know  that — 

Here  he  paused,  and  Durward  finished  the  sentence  for 
him. 

‘  J ust  as  well  for  her  not  to  know  that  you’ve  spent  the 
afternoon  with  ’Lena  Eivers ;  is  that  it  ?’ 

‘That’s  it — yes — yes’ — answered  Mr.  Graham,  adding, 
ere  Durward  had  time  to  utter  the  angry  words  wliich  he 
felt  rising  within  him,  ‘  I  wish  you’d  marry  ’Lena.’ 

This  was  so  sudden — so  different  from  anything  which 
Durward  had  expected,  that  he  was  taken  quite  by  surprise, 
and  it  was  some  little  time  ere  he  answered,  ‘  Perhaps  I 
shall.’ 

‘  I  wish  you  would,’  continued  Mr.  Graham.  ‘  I’d  wil¬ 
lingly  give  every  dollar  I’m  worth  for  the  privilege  of  calling 
her  my  daughter.’ 

Durward  was  confounded,  and  he  knew  not  what  to  think. 
If  his  father  had  an  undue  regard  for  ’Lena,  why  should 
he  wish  to  see  her  the  wife  of  another,  and  that  other  his 
son  p  Was  it  his  better  and  nobler  nature  struggling  to  save 
her  from  evil,  which  prompted  the  wish  ?  Durward  hoped 
so — he  believed  so  ;  and  the  confidence  which  had  so  recently 
been  shaken,  was  fully  restored,  when,  by  the  light  of  the 
hall  lamp  at  home,  he  saw  how  white  and  almost  ghostly 
was  the  face,  which,  ere  they  entered  the  drawing-room, 
turned  imploringly  upon  him,  asking  him  ‘  to  be  careful.’ 

Mrs.  Graham  had  been  in  a  fit  of  the  sulks  ever  since  the 
morning  of  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  call,  and  now,  though  she 
had  not  seen  her  husband  for  several  days,  she  merely 
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held  out  her  hand,  turning  her  head,  and  replying  to  his 
question  in  a  low,  quiet  kind  of  a  much-injured-woman 

way,  as  provoking  as  it  was  uncalled  for. 

^  ^ 

1  Father’s  suggestion  was  a  good  one,’  thought  Durward, 
when  he  had  retired  to  rest.  1  ’Lena  is  too  beautiful  to  be 
left  alone  in  the  world.  I  will  propose  to  her  at  once,  and 
she  will  be  thus  out  of  danger.’ 

But  what  should  he  do  with  her  ?  Should  he  bring  her 
there  to  Woodlawn,  where  scarcely  a  day  passed  without 
some  domestic  storm  ?  No,  his  home  should  be  full  of  sun¬ 
light,  of  music  and  flowers,  where  no  angry  word  or  dark¬ 
ening  frown  could  ever  find  entrance  ;  and  thus  dreaming 
of  a  blissful  future,  when  ’Lena  should  be  his  bride,  he  fell 
asleep. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

JOEL  SLOCUM. 

IN  this  chapter  it  may  not  be  out  of  place  to  introduce  an 
individual  who,  though  not  a  very  important  personage, 
is  still  in  some  degree  connected  with  our  story.  On  the 
night  when  Durward  and  his  father  were  riding  home  from 
Frankfort,  the  family  at  Maple  Grove,  with  the  exception  of 
grandma,  were  as  usual  assembled  in  the  parlour.  John  Jr. 
had  returned,  and  purposely  telling  his  mother  and  Carrie 
whom  he  had  left  with  ’Lena,  had  succeeded  in  putting 
them  into  an  uncomfortable  humour,  the  latter  secretly 
lamenting  the  mistake  she  had  committed  in  suffering  ’Lena 
to  stay  with  Mabel.  But  it  could  not  be  remedied  now. 
There  was  no  good  reason  for  calling  her  home,  and  the 
lady  broke  at  least  three  cambric  needles  in  her  vigorous 
jerks  at  the  handkerchief  she  was  hemming. 

A  heavy  tread  upon  the  piazza,  a  loud  ring  of  the  bell, 
and  Cairie  staightened  up,  thinking  it  might  possibly  be 
Durward,  who  had  called  on  his  way  home,  but  the  voice 
was  strange,  and  rather  impatiently  she  waited. 

‘  Docs  Mr.  John  Livingstone  live  here  ?’  asked  the  stranger 
of  the  negro  who  answered  the  summons. 

‘  Yes,  sir,’  answered  the  servant,  eyeing  the  new  comer 
askance. 

‘  And  is  old  Miss  Nichols  and  Helleny  to  horn  ?’ 
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The  negro  grinned,  answering  in  the  affirmative,  and  ask¬ 
ing  the  young  man  to  walk  in. 

‘  Wall,  guess  I  will,’  said  he,  advancing  a  few  steps  to¬ 
wards  the  parlour  door.  Then  suddenly  halting,  he  added, 
more  to  himself  than  to  the  negro,  ‘  Darned  if  I  don’t  go 
the  hull  figger,  and  send  in  my  card  as  they  do  to  Boston.’ 

So  saying,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  an  embossed  card,  and 
bending  his  knee  for  a  table,  he  wrote  with  sundry 
flourishes,  ‘  Mr.  Joel  Slocum,  Esq.,  Slocum ville,  Massachu¬ 
setts.’ 

*  There,  hand  that  to  your  boss,’  said  he,  ‘  and  tell  him  I’m 
out  in  the  entry.’  At  the  same  time  he  stepped  before  the 
hat-stand,  rubbing  up  his  oily  hair,  and  thinking  ‘  Mr. 
Joel  Slocum  would  make  an  impression  anywhere.’ 

‘  Who  is  it,  Ben  ?’  whispered  Carrie. 

‘  Dunno,  miss,’  said  the  negro  passing  the  card  to  his  mas¬ 
ter,  and  waiting  in  silence  for  his  orders. 

‘  Mr.  Joel  Slocum,  Esq.,  Slocumville,  Massachusetts,’ 
slowly  read  Mr.  Livingstone,  wondering  where  he  had 
heard  that  name  before. 

‘  Who  ?’  simultaneously  asked  Carrie  and  Anna,  while 
their  mother  looked  wonderingly  up. 

Instantly  John  Jr.  remembering  ’Lena’s  love-letter,  and 
anticipating  fun,  exclaimed,  ‘  Show  him  in,  Ben — show  him 
in.’ 

While  Ben  is  showing  him  in,  we  will  introduce  him  more 
fully  to  our  readers,  premising  that  the  picture  is  not  over¬ 
drawn,  but  such  as  we  saw  it  in  our  native  state.  Joel  be¬ 
longed  to  that  extreme  class  of  Yankees  with  which  we 
sometimes,  though  not  often,  meet.  Brought  up  among  the 
New  England  mountains,  he  was  almost  wholly  ignorant  of 
what  really  belonged  to  good  manners,  fancying  he  knew 
everything,  and  sneering  at  those  of  his  acquaintance  who, 
being  of  a  more  quiet  turn  of  mind,  were  content  to  settle 
down  in  the  home  of  their  fathers,  caring  little  or  nothing 
for  the  world  without.  But  as  for  him,  ‘  he  was  bound,’ 
he  said,  1  to  see  the  elephant,  and  if  his  brothers  were  green 
enough  to  stay  tied  to  their  mother’s  apron-strings,  they  might 
do  it,  but  he  wouldn’t.  No,  sir  !  he  was  going  to  make 
something  of  himself.’ 

To  effect  this,  about  two  years  before  the  time  of  which  we 
are  speaking,  he  went  to  Boston  to  learn  the  art  of  daguer¬ 
reotype-taking,  in  which  he  really  did  excel,  returning  home 
with  some  money,  a  great  deal  of  vanity,  and  a  strong  pro- 
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pensity  to  boast  of  what  he  had  seen.  Recollections  of 
’Lena,  his  early,  and,  as  he  sentimentally  expressed  it,  ‘  his 
undying,  all-enduring  love,’  still  haunted  him,  and  at  last  he 
determined  on  a  tour  to  Kentucky,  purchasing  for  the  occa¬ 
sion,  a  rather  fantastic  suit,  consisting  of  greenish  pants, 
blue  coat,  red  vest,  and  yellow  neck-handkerchief.  These 
he  laid  carefully  by  in  his  trunk  until  he  reached  Lexington, 
where  he  intended  stopping  for  a  time,  hanging  out  a  flaming 
sign,  which  announced  his  presence  and  capabilities. 

After  spending  a  few  days  in  the  city,  endeavouring  to  im¬ 
press  its  inhabitants  with  a  sense  of  his  consequence,  and 
mentally  styling  them  all,  ‘  Know  Nothings,’  because  they 
did  not  seem  to  be  more  affected,  he  one  afternoon  donned 
his  best  suit,  and  started  for  Mr.  Livingstone’s,  thinking  he 
should  create  a  sensation  there ;  for  wasn’t  he  as  good  as 
anybody!  Didn’t  he  learn  his  trade  in  Boston,  the  very 
centre  and  source  of  all  the  isms  of  the  day,  and  ought  not 
Mr.  Livingstone  to  feel  proud  of  such  a  guest,  and  wouldn’t 
Lena  stare  when  she  saw  him  so  much  improved  from  what 
he  was  when  they  picked  checkerberries  together  ? 

With  this  comfortable  opinion  of  himself,  it  is  not  at  all 
probable  that  he  felt  any  misgivings  when  Ben  ushered 
him  at  once  into  the  presence  of  Mr.  Livingstone’s  family, 
who  stared  at  him  in  unfeigned  astonishment.  Nothing 
daunted,  he  went  through  with  the  five  changes  of  a  bow, 
which  he  had  learned  at  a  dancing  school,  bringing  himself 
up  finally  in  front  of  Mr.  Livingstone,  and  exclaiming, 
‘  How-dy-do  ? — Mr.  Livingstone,  I  s’pose,  though  it  comes 
more  natural  to  say  cousin  John,  for  I’ve  heam  Miss  Nichols 
and  Aunt  Nancy  talk  of  you  ever  since  I  was  knee  high, 
and  seems  as  how  you  must  be  related.  How  is  the  old 
lady,  and  Helleny,  too  ?  I  don’t  see  ’em  here,  though  I 
thought  at  fust  this  might  be  her,’  nodding  to  Anna. 

Mr.  Livingstone  was  confounded,  while  his  wife  had 
strong  intentions  of  ordering  the  intruder  from  the  room  ; 
but  John  Jr.  had  no  such  idea.  He  liked  the  fun,  and  now 
coming  forward,  said  ‘Mr.  Slocum,  as  your  card  indicates, 
allow  me  the  pleasure  of  presenting  you  to  my  mother 
— and  sisters ;’  at  the  same  time  ringing  the  bell,  he  ordered 
a  servant  to  go  for  his  grandmother. 

‘  Ah,  ladies,  how-dy-do  ?  Hope  you  are  well  till  we  are 
better  acquainted,’  said  Joel,  bowing  low,  and  shaking  out 
the  fold  of  his  red  silk  handkerchief,  strongly  perfumed 
with  peppermint. 
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Mrs.  Livingstone  did  not  even  nod,  Carrie  but  slightly, 
while  Anna  said,  ‘  Good  evening,  Mr.  Slocum.’ 

Quickly  observing  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  silence,  Joel  turned 
to  John  Jr.,  saying,  ‘Don’t  believe  she  heard  you, — deaf, 
mebby  ?’ 

John  Jr.  nodded,  and  at  that  moment  grandma  appeared 
in  a  great  flurry  to  know  who  wanted  to  see  her. 

Instantly  seizing  her  hand,  Joel  exclaimed,  ‘  Now,  Aunt 
Martha,  if  this  aint  good  for  sore  eyes.  How  do  you  do  ?’ 

‘Pretty  well,  pretty  well,’  she  returned,  ‘but  you’ve 
got  the  better  of  me,  for  I  don’t  know  more’n  the  dead  who 
you  be.’ 

‘ Now  how  you  talk,’  said  Joel.  ‘If  this  don’t  beat  all 
my  fust  wife’s  relations.  Why,  I  should  have  known  you 
if  I’d  met  you  in  a  porridge-pot.  But  then,  I  s’pose  I’ve 
altered  for  the  better  since  I  see  you.  Don’t  you  remember 
Joel  Slocum,  that  used  to  have  kind  of  a  snickerin’  notion 
after  Helleny  ?’ 

‘  Why-ee,  I  guess  I  do,’  answered  grandma,  again  seizing 
his  hand.  ‘Where  did  you  come  from,  and  why  didn’t 
your  Aunt  Nancy  come  with  you  ?’ 

‘  ’Tilda,  this  is  Nancy  Scovandyke’s  sister’s  boy.  Car’line 
and  Anny,  this  is  Joel ;  you’ve  heard  tell  of  him.’ 

‘  I’ve  been  introduced,  thank  you,’  said  Joel,  taking  a 
seat  near  Carrie,  who  haughtily  gathered  up  the  ample  folds 
of  her  dress,  lest  it  should  be  polluted. 

‘  Bashful  critter,  but  she’ll  get  over  it  by  the  time  she’s 
seen  as  much  of  the  world  as  I  have,’  soliloquized  Joel ;  at 
the  same  time  thinking  to  make  some  advances,  he  hitched 
a  little  nearer,  and  taking  hold  of  the  strip  of  embroidery 
on  which  she  was  engaged,  he  said,  ‘  Now,  du  tell,  if 
they’ve  got  to  workin’  with  floss  way  down  here.  Waste 
of  time  I  tell  ’em,  this  makin’  holes  for  the  sake  of  sewin’ 
’em  up.  But  law !’  he  added,  as  he  saw  the  deepening 
scowl  on  Carrie’s  face,  ‘  wimmin  may  jest  as  well  be  put¬ 
terin’  about  that  as  anything  else,  for  tlieir  time  ain’t  nothin’ 
more’n  an  old  settin’  hen’s.’ 

This  speech  called  forth  the  first  loud  roar  in  which 
John  Jr.  had  indulged  since  Nellie  went  away,  and  now 
settlin’  back  in  his  chair,  he  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in 
peals  of  laughter,  in  which  Joel  also  joined,  thinking  he’d 
said  something  smart.  When  at  last  he’d  finished  laugh¬ 
ing,  he  thought  again  of  ’Lena,  and  turning  to  Mrs.  Li- 


’LENA  RIVERS.  173 

vingstone,  asked  where  she  was,  raising  his  voice  to  a  high 
key  on  account  of  her  supposed  deafness. 

‘  Did  you  speak  to  me  ?’  asked  the  lady,  with  a  look  which 
she  meant  should  annihilate  him,  and  in  a  still  louder  tone 
Joel  repeated  his  question,  asking  Anna  aside,  if  her  mother 
had  ever  tried  ‘  McAllister’s  All-Healing  Ointment,  for  her 
deafness,  saying  it  had  nighly  cured  his  grandmother  when 
she  was  several  years  older  than  Mrs.  Livingstone.’ 

‘Much  obliged  for  your  prescription,  which  fortunately  I 
do  not  need,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone,  angrily,  while  Joel 
thought,  ‘  how  strange  it  was  that  deaf  people  would  always 
hear  in  the  wrong  time !’ 

‘  Mother  don’t  seem  inclined  to  answer  your  question  con¬ 
cerning  ’Lena,’  said  John  Jr.,  ‘  so  I  will  do  it  for  her.  She 
is  in  Frankfort,  taking  music  lessons.  You  used  to  know 
her,  I  believe.’ 

‘  Lud,  yes !  I  chased  her  once  with  a  streaked  snake, 
and  if  she  did’t  put  ’er  through,  then  I’m  no  judge.  Takin’ 
music  lessons,  is  she  ?  I’d  give  afo’pence  to  hear  her  play.’ 

Are  you  fond  of  music  ?’  asked  John  Jr.,  in  hopes  of  what 
followed. 

‘  Wall,  I  wouldn’t  wonder  much  if  I  was,’  answered  Joel, 
taking  a  tuning  fork  from  his  pocket  and  striking  it  upon 
the  table.  ‘  I’ve  kep’  singin’  school  one  term,  besides  leadin’ 
the  Methodis’  choir  in  Slocum ville ;  so  I  orto  know  a  little 
somethin’  about  it. 

*  Perhaps  you  play,  and  if  so,  we’d  like  to  hear  you,’ 
continued  John  Jr.,  in  spite  of  the  deprecating  glance  cast 
upon  him  by  Carrie. 

‘  Not  such  a  dreadful  sight,’  answered  Joel,  sauntering  to¬ 
wards  the  piano,  and  drumming  a  part  of  ‘  Auld  Lang  Syne.’ 

‘  Not  such  a  dreadful  sight,  but  I  guess  these  girls  do.  Come, 
girls,  play  us  a  jig,  won’t  you  ?’ 

‘  Go,  Cad,  it  won’t  hurt  you,’  whispered  John,  but  Carrie 
was  immovable,  and  at  last,  Anna,  who  entered  more  into 
her  brother’s  spirit,  took  her  seat  at  the  instrument,  asking 
what  he  would  have. 

‘  Oh,  give  us,  ‘  Money  Musk,’  ‘  Hail  Columby,’  ‘  Old  Zip 
Coon,’  or  anything  to  raise  a  feller’s  ideas.’ 

Fortunately,  Anna’s  forte  lay  in  playing  old  music,  which 
she  preferred  to  more  modem  pieces,  and  J oel  was  soon 
beating  time  to  the  lively  strains  of  ‘  Money  Musk.’ 

‘  Wall,  I  declare,’  said  he,  when  it  was  ended,  ‘  I  don’t  see 
but  what  you  Kentucky  gals  play  most  as  well  as  they  do  to 
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hum.  I  didn’t  s’ pose  many  on  you  ever  seen  a  pianner. 
Come,’  turning  to  Carrie,  ‘  let’s  see  what  you  can  do.  Mebby 
you’ll  beat  her  all  holler,’  and  he  offered  his  hand  to  Carrie, 
who  rather  petulantly  said  she  ‘  must  be  excused.’ 

‘  Oh,  git  out,’  he  continued.  ‘  You  needn’t  feel  so  bash¬ 
ful,  for  I  shan’t  criticise  you  very  hard.  I  know  how  to  feel 
for  new  beginners.’ 

‘  Have  you  been  to  supper,  Mr.  Slocum  ?’  asked  Mr.  Liv¬ 
ingstone,  pitying  Carrie,  and  wishing  to  put  an  end  to  the 
performance. 

‘  No,  I  hain’t,  and  I’m  hungrier  than  a  bear,’  answered 
Joel,  whereupon  Mrs.  Nichols,  thinking  he  was  her  guest, 
arose,  saying  she  would  see  that  he  had  some. 

When  both  were  gone  to  the  dining-room,  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone’s  wrath  boiled  over. 

‘  That’s  what  comes  of  harbouring  your  relatives,’  said  she, 
looking  indignantly  upon  her  husband,  and  adding  that  she 
hoped  ‘  the  insolent  fellow  did  not  intend  staying  all  night, 
for  if  he  did  he  couldn’t.’ 

‘  Do  you  propose  turning  him  into  the  street  ?’  asked  Mr. 
Livingstone,  looking  up  from  his  paper. 

‘  I  don’t  propose  anything,  except  that  he  won’t  stay  in 
my  house,  and  you  needn’t  ask  him.’ 

‘  I  hardly  think  an  invitation  is  necessary,  for  I  presume 
he  expects  to  stay,’  returned  Mr.  Livingstone;  while  John 
Jr.  rejoined,  1  Of  course  he  does,  and  if  mother  doesn’t  find 
him  a  room,  I  shall  take  him  in  with  me,  besides  going  to 
Frankfort  with  him  to-morrow.’ 

This  was  enough,  for  Mrs.  Livingstone  would  do  almost 
anything  rather  than  have  her  son  seen  in  the  city  with  that 
specimen.  Accordingly,  when  the  hour  for  retiring  arrived, 
she  ordered  Corinda  to  show  him  into  the  ‘  east  chamber,’ 
a  room  used  for  her  common  kind  of  visitors,  but  which  Joel 
pronounced  ‘  as  neat  as  a  fiddle.’ 

The  next  morning  he  announced  his  intention  of  visiting 
Frankfort,  proposing  to  grandma  that  she  should  accompany 
him,  and  she  was  about  making  up  her  mind  to  do  so,  when 
’Lena  and  Mabel  both  appeared  in  the  yard.  They  had 
come  out  for  a  ride,  they  said,  and  finding  the  morning  so 
fine,  had  extended  their  excursion  as  far  as  Maple  Grove, 
sending  their  servant  back  to  toll  where  they  were  going. 
With  his  usual  assurance,  Joel  advanced  towards  Lena, 
greeting  her  tenderly,  and  whispering  in  her  ear  that  ‘  he 
found  she  was  greatly  improved  as  well  as  himself,’  while 
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’Lena  wondered  in  what  the  improvement  consisted.  She 
had  formerly  known  him  as  a  great,  overgrown,  good-na¬ 
tured  hoy,  and  now  she  saw  him  a  ‘  conceited  gawky.’  Still, 
her  manner  was  friendly  towards  him,  for  he  had  come  from 
her  old  home,  had  breathed  the  air  of  her  native  hills,  and 
she  well  remembered  how,  years  ago,  he  had  with  her  plant¬ 
ed  and  watered  the  flowers  which  he  told  her  were  still  grow¬ 
ing  at  her  mother’s  grave. 

And  yet  there  was  something  about  her  which  puzzled 
Joel,  who  felt  that  the  difference  between  them  was  great. 
He  was  disappointed,  and  the  declaration  which  he  had  fully 
intended  making  was  left  until  another  time,  when,  as  he 
thought,  ‘  he  shouldn’t  be  so  confounded  shy  of  her.’  His 
quarters,  too,  at  Maple  Grove  were  not  the  most  pleasant, 
for  no  one  noticed  him  except  grandma  and  John  Jr.,  and 
with  the  conviction  that  ‘  the  Kentuckians  didn’t  know  what 
politeness  meant,’  he  ordered  his  horse  after  dinner,  and 
started  back  to  Lexington,  inviting  all  the  family  to  call  and 
‘  set  for  their  picters,’  saying  that  ‘  seein’  ’twas  them,  he’d 
take  ’em  for  half  price.’ 

As  he  was  leaving  the  piazza,  he  turned  back,  and  drawing 
a  large,  square  case  from  his  pocket,  passed  it  to  ’Lena,  say¬ 
ing  it  was  a  daguerreotype  of  her  mountain  home,  which  he 
had  taken  on  purpose  for  her,  forgetting  to  give  it  to  her 
until  that  minute.  The  look  of  joy  which  lighted  up  ’Lena’s 
face  made  Joel  almost  repent  of  not  having  said  to  her  what 
he  intended  to,  but  thinking  he  would  wait  till  next  time,  he 
started  off,  his  heart  considerably  lightened  by  her  warm 
thanks  for  his  thoughtfulness. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  DAGUERREOTYPE. 

‘  T  OOK,  grandmother ! — a  picture  of  our  old  home.  Isn’t  it 
jU  natural  ?’ — exclaimed  ’Lena,  as  she  ran  back  to  the  par¬ 
lour. 

Yes,  it  was  natural,  and  the  old  lady’s  tears  gushed  forth 
the  moment  she  looked  upon  it.  There  was  the  well,  the 
garden,  the  gate  partially  open,  the  barn  in  the  rear,  no  w 
half  fallen  down,  the  curtain  of  the  west  window  rolled  up 
as  it  was  wont  to  be,  while  on  the  door-step  basking  in  the 
warm  sunshine,  lay  a  cat  which  Mrs.  Nichols  declared  was 
hers. 
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‘  John  ought  to  see  this,’  said  she,  wiping  the  tears  from  her 
eyes,  and  turning  towards  the  door,  which  at  that  moment 
opened,  admitting  her  son,  together  with  Mr.  Graham,  who 
had  accidentally  called.  ‘  Look  here,  John,’  said  she,  calling 
him  to  her  side — ‘  Do  you  remember  this  ?’ 

The  deep  flush  which  mounted  to  John’s  brow,  showed 
that  he  did,  and  his  mother,  passing  it  towards  Mr.  Graham, 
continued :  ‘  It  is  our  old  home  in  Massachusetts.  There’s 
the  room  where  John  and  Helleny  both  were  born,  and 
where  Helleny  and  her  father  died,  and  they  carried  her  out 
of  this  door,  and  down  the  road  there — do  you  see  ?’ 

This  question  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Graham,  who,  whether 
he  saw  or  not,  made  no  answer,  but  walked  to  the  window 
and  looked  out  upon  the  prospect  beyond,  which  for  him  had 
no  attractions  then.  The  sight  of  that  daguerreotype  had 
stirred  up  many  bitter  memories,  and  for  some  time  he  stood 
gazing  vacantly  through  the  window  and  thinking — who 
shall  say  of  what  P  It  would  seem  that  the  daguerreotype 
possessed  a  strong  fascination  for  him  for  after  it  had  been 
duly  examined  and  laid  down,  he  took  it  in  his  hand,  inspect¬ 
ing  it  minutely,  asking  where  it  was  taken,  and  if  it  would 
be  possible  to  procure  a  similar  one. 

‘  I  have  a  fancy  for  such  scenes,’  said  he,  ‘  and  would  like 
to  have  just  such  a  picture.  Mr.  Slocum  is  stopping  in  Lex¬ 
ington,  you  say.  He  can  take  one  from  this,  I  suppose.  I 
mean  to  see  him ;’  and  with  his  usual  good  morning,  he  de¬ 
parted. 

Two  weeks  from  this  time,  Durward  again  went  down  to 
Frankfort,  determining,  if  a  favourable  opportunity  present¬ 
ed  itself,  to  offer  ’Lena  his  heart  and  fortune. 

He  found  her  alone,  Mabel  having  gone  out  to  spend  the 
day.  For  a  time  they  conversed  together  on  indifferent  topics, 
each  one  of  which  was  entirely  foreign  from  that  which  lay 
nearest  Durward’s  heart.  At  last  the  conversation  turned 
upon  J oel  Slocum,  of  whose  visit  Durward  had  heard. 

‘  I  really  think,  ’Lena,’  said  he,  laughingly,  ‘  that  you  ought 
to  patronize  the  poor  fellow,  who  has  come  all  this  distance 
for  the  sake  of  seeing  you.  Suppose  you  have  your  da¬ 
guerreotype  taken  for  me,  will  you  ?’ 

Durward  was  in  earnest,  but  with  a  playful  shake  of  her 
brown  curls,  ’Lena  answered  lightly,  ‘  Oh,  no,  no.  I  have 
never  had  my  picture  taken  in  my  life,  and  I  shan’t  begin 
with  Joel.’ 

‘  Never  had  it  taken !’  repeated  Durward,  in  some  surprise. 
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‘  No,  never,’  said  ’Lena,  and  Durward  continued,  drawing 
her  nearer  to  him,  ‘  It  is  time  you  had,  then.  So  have  it 
taken  for  me.  I  mean  what  I  say,’  he  continued,  as  he  met 
the  glance  of  her  merry  eyes.  4  There  is  nothing  I  should 
prize  more  than  your  miniature,  except,  indeed,  the  original, 
which  you  will  not  refuse  me,  when  I  ask  it,  will  you  ?’ 

’Lena’s  mirth  was  all  gone — she  knew  he  was  in  earnest 
now.  She  felt  it  in  the  pressure  of  his  arm,  which  encircled 
her  waist ;  she  saw  it  in  his  eye,  and  heard  it  in  the  tones  of 
his  voice.  But  what  should  she  say  ?  Closer  he  drew  her  to 
his  side ;  she  felt  his  breath  upon  her  cheek ;  and  an  inaudible 
answer  trembled  on  her  lips,  when  noiselessly  through  the 
door  came  Mr.  Graham ,  starting  when  he  saw  their  position, 
and  oifering  to  withdraw  if  he  was  intruding.  ’Lena  was 
surprised  and  excited,  and  springing  up,  she  laid  her  hand 
upon  his  arm  as  he  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  bidding 
him  stay,  and  saying  he  was  always  welcome  there. 

So  he  stayed,  and  with  the  first  frown  upon  his  brow 
which  ’Lena  had  ever  seen,  Durward  left — left  without  re¬ 
ceiving  an  answer  to  his  question,  or  even  referring  to  it 
again,  though  ’Lena  accompanied  him  to  the  door,  half 
dreading,  yet  hoping,  he  would  repeat  it.  But  he  did  not, 
and  wishing  her  much  pleasure  in  his  father’s  company,  he 
walked  away,  writing  in  his  heart  bitter  things  against  him, 
not  her.  On  his  way  home,  he  fell  in  with  Du  Pont,  who, 
Frenchman-like,  had  taken  a  little  too  much  wine,  and  was 
very  talkative. 

‘  Vous  just  come  from  Mademoiselle  Bivers,’  said  he.  ‘  She 
be  von  fine  girl.  What  relation  be  she  to  Monsieur  Graham  ?’ 

‘  None  whatever.  Why  do  you  ask  ?’ 

‘  Because  he  pay  her  musique  lessons  and — ’ 

Here  Du  Pont  suddenly  remembered  his  promise,  so  he 

[kept  back  Mr.  Graham’s  assertion  that  ho  was  a  near  relative, 
adding  in  its  place,  that  ‘  he  thought  probable  he  related ;  but 
you  no  tell,’  he  said,  ‘  for  Monsieur  bid  me  keep  secret  and 
I  forgot.’ 

Here,  having  reached  a  cross-road,  they  parted,  and  again 
Durward  wrote  down  bitter  feelings  against  his  father,  for 
what  could  be  his  object  in  wishing  it  to  be  kept  a  secret 
that  he  was  paying  for  ’Lena’s  lessons,  or  why  did  he  pay 
for  them  at  all — and  did  ’Lena  know  it  ?  He  thought  not, 
and  for  a  time  longer  was  she  blameless  in  his  eyes. 

On  reaching  home,  he  found  both  the  parlour  and  drawing¬ 
room  deserted,  and  upon  inquiry  learned  that  his  mother 
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was  in  her  own  room.  Something,  he  could  hardly  tell  what, 
prompted  him  to  knock  for  admission,  which  being  granted, 
lie  entered,  finding  her  unusually  pale,  with  the  trace  of 
tears  still  upon  her  cheek.  This  of  itself  was  of  so  common 
an  occurrence,  that  he  would  hardly  have  observed  it  had 
there  not  been  about  her  a  look  of  unfeigned  distress  which 
he  had  seldom  seen  before. 

‘What’s  the  matter,  mother?’  said  he,  advancing  towards 
her.  ‘  What  has  happened  to  trouble  you  ?’ 

Without  any  reply,  Mrs.  Graham  placed  in  his  hand  a 
richly-cased  daguerreotype,  and  laying  her  head  upon  the 
table,  sobbed  aloud.  A  moment  Durward  stood  transfixed 
to  the  spot,  for  on  opening  the  case,  the  fair,  beautiful  face 
of  ’ Lena  Rivers  looked  smilingly  out  upon  him ! 

‘  Where  did  you  get  this,  mother? — how  came  you  by  it  ?’ 
he  asked,  and  she  answered,  that  in  looking  through  her 
husband’s  private  drawer,  the  key  of  which  she  had  acci¬ 
dentally  found  in  his  vest  pocket  she  had  come  upon  it,  to¬ 
gether  with  a  curl  of  soft  chestnut-brown  hair  which  she 
threw  across  Durward’s  finger,  from  which  he  recoiled  as 
from  a  viper’s  touch. 

For  several  minutes  not  a  word  was  spoken  by  either,  and 
then  Mrs.  Graham,  looking  him  in  the  face,  said,  ‘  You  re¬ 
cognize  that  countenance,  of  course  ?’ 

‘  I  do,’  he  replied,  in  a  voice  husky  with  emotion,  for  Dur¬ 
ward  was  terribly  moved. 

Twice  had  ’Lena  asserted  that  never  in  her  life  had  her 
daguerreotype  been  taken,  and  yet  he  held  it  in  his  hands : 
there  was  no  mistaking  it — the  same  broad,  open  brow — the 
same  full,  red  lips — the  same  smile, — and  more  than  all,  the 
same  clustering  ringlets,  arranged  a  little  differently  from 
what  she  usually  wore  them,  the  hair  on  the  picture  being 
combed  smoothly  over  the  forehead,  while  ’Lena’s  was  gen¬ 
erally  brushed  up,  after  the  style  of  the  prevailing  fashion. 
Had  Durward  examined  minutely,  he  might  have  found  other 
points  of  difference,  but  he  did  not  think  of  that.  A  look 
had  convinced  him  that  ’twas  ’Lena — his  ’Lena,  he  had 
fondly  hoped  to  call  her.  But- that  was  now  over — she  had 
deceived  him — told  him  a  deliberate  falsehood — refused  him 
her  daguerreotype  and  given  it  to  his  father,  whose  secrecy 
concerning  it  indicated  something  wrong.  His  faith  was 
shaken,  and  yet  for  the  sake  of  what  she  had  been  to  him, 
he  would  spare  her  good  name.  He  could  not  bear  to  hear 
the  world  breathe  aught  against  her,  for  possibly  she  might 
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be  innocent ;  but  no,  there  was  no  mistaking  the  falsehood, 
and  Durward  groaned  in  bitterness  as  he  handed  the  picture 
to  his  mother,  bidding  her  return  it  where  she  found  it. 
Mrs.  Graham  had  never  seen  her  son  thus  moved,  and  obey¬ 
ing  him,  she  placed  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  asking,  ‘  why  he 
was  so  affected — what  she  was  to  him  ?’ 

‘  Everything,  everything,’  said  he,  laying  his  face  upon  the 
table.  ‘  ’Lena  Rivers  was  all  the  world  to  me.  I  loved  her 
as  I  shall  never  love  again.’ 

And  then,  without  withholding  a  thing  Durward  told  his 
mother  all — how  he  had  that  very  morning  gone  to  Frank¬ 
fort  with  the  intention  of  offering  ’Lena  his  hand — how  he 
had  partially  done  so,  when  they  were  interrupted  by  the  en¬ 
trance  of  a  visitor,  he  did  not  say  whom. 

‘  Thank  heaven  for  your  escape.  I  can  bear  your  father’s 
conduct  if  it  is  the  means  of  saving  you  from  her,’  exclaim¬ 
ed  Mrs.  Graham,  while  her  son  continued :  ‘  And  now,  mo¬ 
ther,  I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you — a  request  which  you 
must  grant.  I  have  loved  ’Lena  too  well  to  cease  from  lov¬ 
ing  her  so  soon.  And  though  I  can  never  again  think  to 
make  her  my  wife,  I  will  not  hear  her  name  lightly  spoken 
by  the  world,  who  must  never  know  what  we  do.  Promise 
me,  mother,  to  keep  secret  whatever  you  may  know  against 
her.’ 

‘  Do  you  think  me  bereft  of  my  senses,’  asked  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham  petulantly,  ‘  that  I  should  wish  to  proclaim  my  affairs 
to  every  one  ?’ 

‘  No,  no,  mother,’  he  answered,  ‘  but  you  are  easily  excited, 
and  say  things  you  had  better  not.  Mrs.  Livingstone  bears 
’Lena  no  good  will,  you  know,  and  sometimes  when  she  is 
speaking  disparagingly  of  her,  you  may  be  thrown  off  your 
guard,  and  tell  what  you  know.  But  this  must  not  be.  Pro¬ 
mise  me,  mother,  will  you  ?’ 

Durward  was  very  pale,  and  the  drops  of  sweat  stood 
thickly  about  his  mouth  as  he  asked  this  of  his  mother, 
who,  mentally  congratulating  herself  upon  her  son’s  escape, 
promised  what  he  asked,  at  the  same  time  repeating  to  him 
all  that  ahe  heard  from  Mrs.  Livingstone  concerning  ’Lena, 
until  Durward  interrupted  her  with  ‘  Stop,  stop,  I’ve  heard 
enough.  Nothing  which  Mrs.  Livingstone  could  say  would 
have  weighed  a  straw,  but  the  conviction  of  my  own  eyes  and 
ears  have  undeceived  me,  and  henceforth  ’Lena  and  I  are  as 
strangers.’ 

Nothing  could  please  Mrs.  Graham  better,  for  the  idea  of 
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her  son’s  marrying  a  poor,  unknown  girl,  was  dreadful,  and 
though  she  felt  indignant  towards  her  husband,  so  peculiar 
was  her  nature  that  she  would  not  have  had  matters  other¬ 
wise  if  she  could ;  and  when  Durward,  who  disliked  scenes, 
suggested  the  propriety  of  her  not  speaking  to  his  father  on 
the  subject  at  present,  she  assented,  saying  that  it  would  be 
more  easy  for  her  to  refrain,  as  she  was  intending  to  start 
for  Louisville  on  the  morrow. 

‘  I’ve  been  contemplating  a  visit  there  for  some  time,  and 
before  Mr.  Graham  left  home  this  morning,  I  had  decided 
to  go,’  said  she,  at  the  same  time  proposing  that  Durward 
should  accompany  her. 

To  this  he  consented  willingly,  for  in  the  first  shock  of 
his  disappointment,  a  change  of  place  and  scene  was  what  he 
most  desired.  The  hot  blood  of  the  south,  which  burned  in 
his  veins,  seemed  all  on  fire,  and  he  felt  that  he  could  not, 
for  the  present,  at  least,  be  daily  associated  with  his  step¬ 
father.  An  absence  of  several  days,  he  thought,  might  have 
the  effect  of  calming  him  down.  It  was  accordingly  decided 
that  he  should,  on  the  morrow,  start  with  her  for  Louisville, 
to  be  gone  two  weeks ;  and  with  this  understanding  they 
parted,  Durward  going  to  his  own  chamber,  there  to  review 
the  past,  and  strive,  if  possible,  to  efface  from  his  heart  every 
memory  of  ’Lena,  wiiom  he  loved  so  well.  But  ’twas  all 
in  vain ;  he  could  not  so  soon  forget  her,  and  far  into  the 
hours  of  night  he  sat  alone,  striving  to  frame  some  excuse 
for  her  conduct.  The  fact  that  his  father  possessed  her  da¬ 
guerreotype  might  possibly  be  explained,  without  throwing 
censure  upon  her;  but  the  falsehood — never;  and  with  the 
firm  conviction  that  she  was  lost  to  him  for  ever,  he  at  last 
retired  to  rest,  just  as  the  clock  in  the  hall  below  proclaimed 
the  hour  of  midnight. 

Meantime,  Mrs.  Graham  was  pondering  in  her  own  mind 
the  probable  result  of  a  letter  which,  in  the  heat  of  passion, 
she  had  that  day  dispatched  to  ’Lena,  accusing  her  of  ‘  mar¬ 
ring  the  domestic  peace  of  a  hitherto  happy  family,’  and  while 
she  cast  some  reflections  upon  her  birth,  commanding  her 
never,  under  any  circumstances,  ‘  to  venture  into  her  pre¬ 
sence.’ 

This  cruel  letter  had  been  sent  to  the  office  before  Dur¬ 
ward’ s  return,  and  as  she  well  knew  how  much  he  would  dis¬ 
approve  of  it,  she  resolved  not  to  tell  him,  secretly  hoping 
’Lena  would  keep  her  own  counsel.  ‘  Base  creature,’  said 
she,  ‘  to  give  my  husband  her  likeness — but  he  shall  never 
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see  it  again and  with  stealthy  step  she  advanced  towards  the 
secret  drawer,  which  she  again  opened,  and  taking  from 
it  both  daguerreotype  and  ringlet,  locked  it,  replacing  the 
key  in  the  pocket  where  she  found  it.  Then  seizing  the 
long,  bright  curl,  she  hurled  it  into  the  glowing  grate,  shud¬ 
dering  as  she  did  so,  and  trembling,  as  if  she  really  knew  a 
wrong  had  been  done  to  the  dead. 

Opening  the  case,  she  looked  once  more  upon  the  hated 
features,  which  now  seemed  to  regard  her  mournfully,  as 
if  reproaching  her  for  what  she  had  done.  No  part  of  her 
dress  was  visible — nothing  except  the  head  and  neck,  which 
was  uncovered,  and  over  which  fell  the  chestnut  curls,  whose 
companion  so  recently  lay  seething  and  scorching  on  the 
burning  coals. 

There  was  a  footstep  without — her  husband  had  returned 
— and  quick  as  thought  was  the  daguerreotype  concealed, 
while  Mrs.  Graham,  forcing  down  her  emotion,  took  up  a 
book,  which  she  seemed  to  be  intently  reading  when  her 
husband  entered.  After  addressing  to  her  a  few  common¬ 
place  remarks,  all  of  which  she  answered  civilly,  he  went 
to  the  wardrobe  on  pretence  of  looking  for  his  knife,  which, 
he  said,  he  believed  he  left  in  his  vest  pocket,  he  took  out  the 
key,,  and  then  carelessly  proceeded  to  unlock  his  private 
drawer,  his  wife  watching  him  the  while,  and  keenly  enjoy¬ 
ing  his  look  of  consternation,  when  he  saw  that  his  treasure 
was  gone.  Again  and  again  was  his  drawer  searched,  but 
all  to  no  purpose,  and  casting  an  anxious  glance  towards 
his  wife,  whose  face,  for  a  wonder,  betrayed  no  secret,  he 
commenced  walking  the  floor  in  a  very  perturbed  state  of 
mind,  his  wife  exulting  in  his  discomfiture,  and  thinking 
herself  amply  avenged  for  all  that  she  had  endured. 

At  last  he  spoke,  telling  her  of  a  letter  which  he  had  that 
day  received  from  South  Carolina,  containing  the  news  of  the 
death  of  a  distant  relative,  who  had  left  him  some  property. 
‘  It  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  be  there  in  person,’  said  he, 
‘  but  still  I  should  like  to  visit  my  old  home  once  more. 
What  do  you  think  of  it  ?’ 

‘Go,  by  all  means,’  said  she,  glad  of  anything  which 
would  place  distance  between  him  and  ’Lena.  ‘  No  one  can 
attend  to  your  business  one-half  as  well  as  yourself.  When 
will  you  start  if  you  go  ?’ 

‘Immediately — before  your  return  from  Louisville — un¬ 
less  you  wish  to  accompany  me.’ 

‘  I’m  afraid  I  should  be  an  incumbrance  and  would  rather 
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not,’  said  she,  in  a  way  which  puzzled  him,  causing  him  to 
wonder  ‘  what  had  come  over  her.’ 

‘  You  can  do  as  you  chose,’  said  he ;  ‘  but  I  should  be  glad 
of  your  company.’ 

‘No,  I  thank  you,’  was  her  laconic  reply,  as  she,  in  turn, 
wondered  what  had  come  over  him. 

The  next  morning  the  carriage  came  up  to  the  door  to 
convey  Mrs.  Graham  and  Durward  to  Frankfort.  The 
latter  was  purposely  late,  and  he  did  not  see  his  father  until 
he  came  down,  travelling-bag  in  hand,  to  enter  the  carriage. 
Then  Mr.  Graham  asked,  in  some  surprise,  ‘  where  he  was 
going  !’ 

‘  With  my  mother,  to  Louisville,  sir,’  answered  Durward 
stiffly.  ‘  I  am  not  willing  she  should  travel  alone,  if  you 
are and  he  sprang  into  the  carriage,  ordering  the  coach¬ 
man  to  drive  off  ere  another  word  could  be  spoken. 

‘  Gone,  when  I  had  nerved  myself  to  tell  him  every¬ 
thing! — my  usual  luck!’  mused  Mr.  Graham,  as  he  returned 
to  the  house,  and  sure  of  no  prying  eyes,  recommenced  his 
search  for  the  daguerreotype,  which  was  nowhere  to  be 
found.  Could  she  have  found  it  ?  Impossible !  for  it  was 
not  in  her  jealous  nature  to  have  held  her  peace ;  and  again 
he  sought  for  it,  but  all  to  no  purpose ;  and  finally  thinking 
he  must  have  taken  it  with  him  and  lost  it,  he  gave  it  up, 
mourning  more  for  the  loss  of  the  curl,  which  could  never, 
never  be  replaced,  while  the  picture  might  be  found. 

‘  Why  do  I  live  so  ?’  thought  he,  as  he  nervously  paced 
the  room.  ‘  My  life  is  one  of  continual  fear  and  anxiety, 
but  it  shall  be  so  no  longer.  I’ll  tell  her  all  when  she  re¬ 
turns.  I’ll  brave  the  world,  dare  her  displeasure,  take  ’Lena 
home,  and  be  a  man.’ 

Satisfied  with  this  resolution,  and  nothing  doubting  that 
he  should  keep  it,  he  started  for  Versailles,  where  he  had  an 
engagement  with  a  gentleman  who  transacted  business  for 
him  in  Lexington. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE  LETTEE  AND  ITS  EFFECT. 

MABEL  had  gone  out,  and  ’Lena  sat  alone  in  the  little 
room  adjoining  the  parlour  which  Mr.  Douglass  termed 
his  library,  but  which  Nellie  had  fitted  up  for  a  private 
sewing-room.  It  was  ’Lena’s  favourite  resort  when  she  wish- 


’LENA  El  VERS. 


183 


ed  to  be  alone,  and  as  Mabel  was  this  morning  absent,  she 
had  retired  thither,  not  to  work,  but  to  think — to  recall 
every  word  and  look  of  Durward’s,  to  wonder  when  and 
how  he  would  repeat  the  question,  the  answer  to  which  had 
been  prevented  by  Mr.  Graham. 

Many  and  blissful  were  her  emotions  as  she  sat  there, 
wondering  if  it  were  not  a  bright  dream,  from  which  she 
would  too  soon  awaken,  for  could  it  be  that  one  so  noble,  so 
good,  and  so  much  sought  for  as  Durward  Bellmont,  had 
chosen  her  of  all  others,  to  be  his  bride  F  Yes,  it  must  be 
so,  for  he  was  not  one  to  say  or  act  what  he  did  not  mean ; 
he  would  come  that  day  and  repeat  what  he  had  said  be¬ 
fore;  and  she  blushed  as  she  thought  what  her  answer 
would  be. 

There  was  a  knock  on  the  door,  and  a  servant  entered, 
bringing  her  a  letter,  which  she  eagerly  seized,  thinking  it 
was  from  him.  But  ’twas  not  his  writing,  though  bearing  the 
post-mark  of  Versailles.  Hastily  she  broke  the  seal,  and 
glancing  at  the  signature,  turned  pale,  for  it  was  ‘  Lucy  Gra¬ 
ham,’  his  mother,  who  had  written,  but  for  what  she  could 
not  guess.  A  moment  more  and  she  fell  back  on  the  sofa, 
white  and  rigid  as  a  piece  of  marble.  ’Twas  a  cruel  and  in¬ 
sulting  letter,  containing  many  dark  insinuations,  which  she 
being  wholly  innocent,  could  not  understand.  She  knew,  in¬ 
deed,  that  Mr.  Graham  had  presented  her  with  Vesta,  but 
was  there  anything  wrong  in  that  ?  She  did  not  think  so,  else 
she  had  never  taken  her.  Her  uncle,  her  cousin,  and  Dur¬ 
ward,  all  three  approved  of  her  accepting  it,  the  latter  com¬ 
ing  with  it  himself — so  it  could  not  be  that ;  and  for  a  long 
time  ’Lena  wept  passionately,  resolving  one  moment  to  an¬ 
swer  the  letter  as  it  deserved ;  determining,  the  next,  to  go 
herself  and  see  Mrs.  Graham  face  to  face ;  and  then  con¬ 
cluding  to  treat  it  with  silent  contempt,  trusting  that  Dur¬ 
ward  would  ere  long  appear  and  make  it  all  plain  between 
them. 

At  last  about  five  o’clock,  Mabel  returned,  bringing  the 
intelligence  that  Mrs.  Graham  was  in  the  city,  at  the 
Weisiger  House,  where  she  was  going  to  remain  until  the 
morrow.  She  had  met  with  an  accident  which  prevented 
her  arrival  in  Frankfort  until  the  train  which  she  was  de¬ 
sirous  of  taking  had  left. 

‘  Is  her  husband  with  her  ?’  asked  ’Lena,  to  which 
Mabel  replied,  that  she  understood  she  was  alone. 

‘Then  I’ll  see  her  and  know  what  she  means,’  thought 
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’Lena,  trembling,  even  then,  at  the  idea  of  venturing  into 

the  presence  of  the  cold,  haughty  woman. 

*  *  *  * 

Supper  was  over  at  the  Weisiger  House,  and  in  a  hand¬ 
some  private  parlour  Mrs.  Graham  lay,  half  asleep,  upon 
the  sofa,  while  in  the  dressing-room  adjoining  Durward 
sat,  trying  to  frame  a  letter  which  should  tell  poor  ’Lena 
that  their  intimacy  was  for  ever  at  an  end.  For  hours,  and 
until  the  last  gleam  of  daylight  had  faded  away,  he  had  sat 
by  the  window,  watching  each  youthful  form  which  passed 
up  and  down  the  busy  street,  hoping  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
her  who  had  once  made  his  world.  But  his  watch  was  in 
vain,  and  now  he  had  sat  down  to  write,  throwing  aside 
sheet  after  sheet,  as  he  thought  its  beginning  too  cold,  too 
harsh,  or  too  aff ectionate.  He  was  about  making  up  his  mind 
not  to  write  at  all,  but  to  let  matters  take  their  course, 
when  a  knock  at  his  mother’s  door,  and  the  announcement 
that  a  lady  wished  to  see  her,  arrested  his  attention. 

‘  Somebody  want  to  see  me  ?  Just  show  her  up,’  said  Mrs. 
Graham,  smoothing  down  her  flaxen  hair,  and  wiping  from 
between  her  eyes  a  spot  of  powder  which  the  opposite  mirror 
revealed. 

In  a  moment  the  visitor  entered — a  slight,  girlish  form, 
whose  features  were  partially  hidden  from  view  by  a  heavy 
lace  veil,  which  was  thrown  over  her  satin  hood.  A  single 
glance  convinced  Mrs.  Graham  that  it  was  a  lady,  a  well- 
bred  lady,  who  stood  before  her,  and  very  politely  she  bade 
her  be  seated. 

Rather  haughtily  the  proffered  chair  was  declined,  while 
the  veil  was  thrown  asicle,  disclosing  to  the  astonished  gaze 
of  Mrs.  Graham,  the  face  of  ’Lena  Rivers,  which  was  un¬ 
naturally  pale,  while  her  dark  eyes  grew  darker  with  the  in¬ 
tensity  of  her  feelings. 

‘  ’Lena  Rivers !  why  came  you  here  ?’  she  asked,  while  at 
the  mention  of  that  name  Durward  started  to  his  feet,  but 
quickly  resumed  his  seat,  listening  with  indescribable  emo¬ 
tions  to  the  sound  of  a  voice  which  made  every  nerve  quiver 
with  pain. 

‘  You  ask  why  I  am  here,  madam,’  said  ’Lena.  ‘I  came 
to  seek  an  explanation  from  you — to  know  of  what  I  am 
accused — to  ask  why  you  wrote  me  that  insulting  letter — 
me,  an  orphan  girl,  alone  and  unprotected  in  the  world,  and 
who  never  knowingly  harmed  you  or  yours. 

‘  Never  harmed  me  or  mine !’  scornfully  repeated  Mrs. 
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Graham.  *  Don’t  add  falsehood  to  your  other  sins — though, 
if  you’ll  lie  to  my  son,  you  of  course  will  to  me,  his  mother.’ 

‘  Explain  yourself,  madam,  if  you  please,’  exclaimed 
’Lena,  her  olden  temper  beginning  to  get  the  advantage  of 
her. 

‘And  what  if  I  do  not  please?’  sneeringly  asked  Mrs. 
Graham. 

‘  Then  I  will  compel  you  to  do  so,  for  my  good  name  is 
all  I  have,  and  it  shall  not  be  wrested  from  me  without  an 
effort  on  my  part  to  preserve  it,’  answered  ’Lena. 

‘  Perhaps  you  expect  my  husband  to  stand  by  you  and 
help  you.  I  am  sure  it  would  be  very  ungentlemanly  in  him 
to  desert  you,  now,’  said  Mrs.  Graham,  her  manner  convey¬ 
ing  far  more  meaning  than  her  words. 

’Lena  trembled  from  head  to  foot,  and  her  voice  was 
hardly  distinct  as  she  replied,  ‘  Will  you  explain  yourself 
or  will  you  not  ?  What  have  I  done,  that  you  should  treat 
me  thus  ?’ 

‘Done?  Done  enough,  I  should  think!  Hav’nt  you 
wiled  him  away  from  me  with  your  artful  manner  ?  Has 
he  ever  been  the  same  man  since  he  saw  you  ?  Hasn’t  he 
talked  of  you  in  his  sleep  ?  made  you  most  valuable  presents 
which  a  true  woman  would  have  refused  ?  and  in  return, 
havn’t  you  bestowed  upon  him  your  daguerrotype,  together 
with  a  lock  of  your  hair,  on  which  you  no  doubt  pride 
yourself,  but  which  to  me  and  my  son  seem  like  so  many 
coiling  serpents  ?’ 

‘  ’ Lena  had  sat  down.  She  could  stand  no  longer,  and  bury¬ 
ing  her  face  in  her  hands,  she  waited  until  Mrs.  Graham  had 
finished.  Then,  lifting  up  her  head,  she  replied  in  a  voice 
far  more  husky  than  the  one  in  which  she  before  had  spoken 
— ‘  You  accuse  me  wrongfully,  Mrs.  Graham,  for  as  I  hope 
for  heaven,  I  never  entertained  a  feeling  for  your  husband 
which  I  would  not  have  done  for  my  own  father,  and  in¬ 
deed,  he  has  seemed  to  me  more  like  a  parent  than  a  friend.’ 

‘  Because  you  fancied  he  might  some  day  be  one,  I  dare 
say,’  interrupted  Mrs.  Graham. 

‘  ’Lena  paid  no  attention  to  this  sarcastic  remark,  but  con¬ 
tinued:  ‘I  know  I  accepted  Yesta,  but  I  never  dreamed 
it  was  wrong,  and  if  it  was,  I  will  make  amends  by  im¬ 
mediately  returning  her,  for  much  as  I  love  her,  I  shall 
never  use  her  again.’ 

‘  But  the  daguerreotype  ?’  interrupted  Mrs.  Graham,  anx¬ 
ious  to  reach  that  point.  *  What  have  you  to  say  about  the 


186  ’LENA  RIVERS. 

daguerreotype?  Perhaps  you  will  presume  to  deny  that, 
too.’ 

Durward  had  arisen,  and  now  in  the  doorway,  watched 
’Lena,  whose  dark,  brown  eyes  flashed  fire  as  she  an¬ 
swered,  ‘  It  is  false,  madam.  You  know  it  is  false.  I 
never  yet  have  had  my  picture  taken. 

‘  But  he  has  it  in  his  possession :  how  do  you  account  for 
that?’ 

‘  Again  I  repeat,  that  is  false ;’  said  ’Lena,  while  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham,  strengthened  by  the  presence  of  her  son,  answered,  ‘  I 
can  prove  it,  miss.’ 

‘  I  defy  you  to  do  so,’  said  ’Lena,  strong  in  her  own  in¬ 
nocence. 

‘  Shall  I  show  it  to  her,  Durward  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Graham, 
and  ’Lena,  turning  suddenly  round,  became  for  the  first 
time  conscious  of  his  presence. 

With  a  cry  of  anguish  she  stretched  her  arms  imploringly 
towards  him,  asking  him  in  piteous  tones,  to  save  her  from 
his  mother.  Durward  would  almost  have  laid  down  his  life 
to  prove  her  innocent,  but  he  felt  that  could  not  be.  So  he 
made  her  no  reply,  and  in  his  eye  she  read  that  he,  too,  was 
deceived.  With  a  low,  wailing  moan  she  again  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands,  while  Mrs.  Graham  repeated  her 
question,  ‘  Shall  I  show  it  to  her  ?’ 

Durward  was  not  aware  that  she  had  it  in  her  possession, 
and  he  answered,  ‘  Why  do  you  ask,  when  you  know  you 
cannot  do  so  ?’ 

Oh,  how  joyfully  Lena  started  up;  he  did  not  believe  it, 
after  all,  and  if  ever  a  look  was  expressive  of  gratitude, 
that  was  which  she  gave  to  Durward,  who  returned  her  no 
answering  glance,  save  one  of  pity ;  and  again  that  wailing 
cry  smote  painfully  on  his  ear.  Taking  the  case  from  her 
pocket,  Mrs.  Graham  advanced  towards  ’Lena,  saying, 
‘  Here,  see  for  yourself,  and  then  deny  it  if  you  can.’ 

But  ’Lena  had  no  power  to  take  it.  Her  faculties  seemed 
benumbed,  and  Durward,  who,  with  folded  arms  and 
clouded  brow  stood  leaning  against  the  mantel,  construed 
her  hesitation  into  guilt,  which  dreaded  to  be  convicted. 

‘  Why  don’t  you  take  it  ?’  persisted  Mrs,  Graham.  ‘  You 
defied  me  to  prove  it,  and  here  it  is.  I  found  it  in  my  hus¬ 
band’s  private  drawer,  together  with  one  of  those  long 
curls,  which  last  I  burned  out  of  my  sight.’ 

Durward  shuddered,  while  ’Lena  involuntarily  thought 
of  the  mass  of  wavy  tresses  which  they  had  told  her  clus- 
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tered  around  her  mother’s  face,  as  she  lay  in  her  narrow 
coffin.  Why  thought  she  of  her  mother  then  P  Was  it  be¬ 
cause  they  were  so  strangely  alike,  that  any  allusion  to  her 
own  personal  appearance  always  reminded  her  of  her  lost 
parent?  Perhaps  so.  But  to  return  to  our  story.  ’Lena, 
would  have  sworn  that  the  likeness  was  not  hers,  and  still 
an  undefined  dread  crept  over  her,  preventing  her  from 
moving. 

‘You  seem  so  unwilling  to  be  convinced,  allow  me  to 
assist  you,  said.  Mrs.  Graham,  at  the  same  time  unclasping 
the  case  and  holding  to  view  the  picture,  on  which,  with 
wondering  eyes,  ’Lena  gazed  in  astonishment. 

‘  It  is  I — it  is ;  but  oh,  heaven,  how  came  lie  by  it  ?’  she 
gasped,  and  the  next  moment  she  fell  fainting  at  Durward’s 
feet. 

In  an  instant  he  was  bending  over  her,  his  mother  ex¬ 
claiming,  ‘  Pray,  don’t  touch  her — she  does  it  for  effect.’ 

But  he  knew  better.  He  knew  there  was  no  feigning 
the  corpse-like  pallor  of  that  face,  and  pushing  his  mo¬ 
ther  aside,  he  took  the  unconscious  girl  in  his  arms,  and 
bearing  her  to  the  sofa,  laid  her  gently  upon  it,  removing 
her  hand  and  smoothing  back  from  her  cold  brow  the  thick, 
clustering  curls  which  his  mother  had  designated  as,  ‘  coiling 
serpents.’ 

‘  Do  not  ring  and  expose  her  to  the  idle  gaze  of  servants,’ 
said  he  to  his  mother,  who  had  seized  the  bell-rope.  ‘  Bring 
some  water  from  your  bedroom,  and  we  will  take  charge  of 
her  ourselves.’ 

There  was  something  commanding  in  the  tones  of  his 
voice,  and  Mrs.  Graham,  now  really  alarmed  at  the  deathly 
appearance  of  ’Lena,  hastened  to  obey.  When  he  was 
alone,  Durward  bent  down,  imprinting  upon  the  white  lips 
a  burning  kiss — the  first  he  had  ever  given  her.  In  his  heart 
he  believed  her  unworthy  of  his  love,  and  yet  she  had 
never  seemed  one-half  so  dear  to  him  as  at  that  moment 
when  she  lay  there  before  him  helpless  as  an  infant,  and  all 
unmindful  of  the  caresses  which  he  lavished  upon  her.  ‘  If 
it  were  indeed  death,’  he  thought,  ‘  and  it  had  come  upon 
her  while  yet  she  was  innocent,  I  could  have  borne  it,  but 
now  I  would  I  had  never  seen  her ;  and  the  tears  which 
fell  like  rain  upon  her  cheek,  were  not  unworthy  of  the 
strong  man  who  shed  them.  The  cold  water  with  which 
they  profusely  bathed  her  face  and  neck,  restored  her,  and 
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then  Durward,  who  could  bear  the  scene  no  longer,  glided 
silently  into  the  next  room. 

When  he  was  gone,  Mrs.  Graham,  who  seemed  bent  upon 
tormenting  ’Lena,  asked  ‘  what  she  thought  about  it  now  ?’ 

‘Please  don’t  speak  to  me  again,  for  I  am  very,  very 
wretched,’  said  ’Lena,  softly,  while  Mrs.  Graham  continued  : 
*  Have  you  nothing  to  offer  in  explanation  ?’ 

‘Nothing,  nothing — it  is  a  dark  mystery  to  me,  and  I  wish 
that  I  was  dead,’  answered  ’Lena,  sobbing  passionately. 

‘  Better  wish  to  live  and  repent,’  said  Mrs.  Graham,  be¬ 
ginning  to  read  her  a  long  sermon  on  her  duty,  to  which 
’Lena  paid  no  attention,  and  as  soon  as  she  could  walk, 
she  arose  to  go. 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly,  and  as  Mr.  Douglass  lived 
not  far  away,  Mrs.  Graham  did  not  deem  an  escort  neces¬ 
sary.  But  Durward  thought  differently.  He  could  not 
walk  with  her  side  by  side,  as  he  had  often  done  before,  but 
he  followed  at  a  distance,  to  see  that  no  harm  came  near  her. 
There  was  no  danger  of  his  being  discovered,  for  ’Lena  was 
too  much  absorbed  in  her  own  wretchedness  to  heed  aught 
about  her,  and  in  silence  he  walked  behind  her  until  he  saw 
the  door  of  Mr.  Douglass’  house  close  upon  her.  Then 
feeling  that  there  was  an  inseparable  barrier  between  them, 
he  returned  to  his  hotel,  where  he  found  his  mother  exulting 
over  the  downfall  of  one  whom,  for  some  reason,  she  had 
always  disliked. 

‘Didn’t  she  look  confounded,  though,  when  I  showed 
her  the  picture  ?’  said  she  :  to  which  Durward  replied,  by 
asking,  when  and  why  she  sent  the  letter  ?’ 

‘  I  did  it  because  I  had  a  mind  to,  and  I  am  not  sorry  for 
it,  either,’  was  Mrs.  Graham’s  crusty  answer;  whereupon 
the  conversation  was  dropped,  and  as  if  by  tacit  agreement, 
the  subject  was  not  again  resumed  during  their  stay  at 
Louisville. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  ’Lena’s  emotions  as  she 
returned  to  the  house.  Twice  in  the  hall  was  she  obliged 
to  grasp  at  the  banister  to  keep  from  falling,  and  knowing 
that  such  excessive  agitation  would  be  remarked,  she  seated 
herself  upon  the  stairs  until  she  felt  composed  enough  to 
enter  the  parlour.  Fortunately  Mabel  was  alone,  and  so 
absorbed  in  the  fortunes  of  ‘  Uncle  True  and  Little  Gerty,’ 
as  scarcely  to  notice  ’Lena  at  all.  Once,  indeed,  as  she  sat 
before  the  grate  so  motionless  and  still,  Mabel  looked  up,  and 
observing  how  white  she  was,  asked  what  was  the  matter. 
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*  A  bad  headache,’  answered  ’Lena,  at  the  same  time  an¬ 
nouncing  her  intentioh  of  retiring.  ' 

Alone  in  her  room,  her  feelings  gave  way,  and  none  save 
those  who  like  her  have  suffered,  can  conceive  of  her  an¬ 
guish,  as  prostrate  upon  the  floor  she  lay,  her  long  silken 
curls  falling  about  her  white  face,  which  looked  ghastly  and 
haggard  by  the  moonlight  that  fell  softly  about  her,  as 
if  to  soothe  her  woe. 

‘  What  is  it,’  she  cried  aloud — ‘  this  dark  mystery  which  I 
cannot  explain  ?’ 

The  next  moment  she  thought  of  Mr.  Graham.  He  could 
explain  it — he  must  explain  it.  She  would  go  to  him  the 
next  day,  asking  him  what  it  meant.  She  felt  sure  that  he 
could  make  it  plain,  for  suspicious  as  matters  looked,  she 
exculpated  him  from  any  wrong  intention  towards  her.  Still 
she  could  not  sleep,  and  when  the  gray  morning  light 
crept  in,  it  found  her  too  much  exhausted  to  rise. 

For  several  days  she  kept  her  room,  carefully  attended  by 
Mabel  and  her  grandmother,  who,  at  the  first  intimation 
of  her  illness,  hastened  down  to  nurse  her.  Every  day 
did  ’Lena  ask  of  Mr.  Douglass  if  Mr.  Graham  had  been  in 
the  city,  saying  that  the  first  time  he  came  she  wished  to 
see  him.  Days,  however,  went  by,  and  nothing  was  seen 
or  heard  from  him,  until  at  last  John  Jr.,  who  visited  her 
daily,  casually  informed  her  that  Mr.  Graham  had  been  un¬ 
expectedly  called  away  to  South  Carolina.  A  distant  relative 
of  his  had  died,  bequeathing  him  a  large  property,  which 
made  it  necessary  for  him  to  go  there  immediately ;  so  with¬ 
out  waiting  for  the  return  of  his  wife,  he  had  started  off, 
leaving  Woodlawn  alone. 

‘Gone  to  South  Carolina!’  exclaimed  ’Lena.  ‘When 
will  he  return  P 

‘  Nobody  knows.  He’s  away  from  home  more  than  half 
the  time,  just  as  I  should  be  if  Mrs.  Graham  were  my  wife,’ 
answered  John  J r.  at  the  same  time  playfully  remarking  that 
’Lena  need  not  look  so  blank,  as  it  was  not  Durward  who 
had  gone  so  far. 

For  an  instant  ’Lena  resolved  to  tell  him  everything,  and 
ask  him  what  to  do,  but  knowing  how  impetuous  he  wa3 
when  at  all  excited,  she  finally  decided  to  keep  her  own 
secret,  determining,  however,  to  write  to  Mr.  Graham,  as 
soon  as  she  was  able.  Just  before  John  Jr.  left  her,  she 
called  him  to  her  side,  asking  him  if  he  would  do  her  the  fa- 
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vour  of  seeing  that  Vesta  was  sent  back  to  Woo  diawn,  as 
she  did  not  wish  for  her  any  longer. 

‘  What  the  plague  is  that  for — has  mother  been  raising  a 
row  ?’  asked  John  Jr.,  and  ’Lena  replied,  ‘  No,  no,  your  mo¬ 
ther  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  only  want  Vesta  taken 
home.  I  cannot  at  present  tell  you  why,  but  I  have  a  good 
reason,  and  some  time,  perhaps,  I’ll  explain.  You’ll  do  it, 
won’t  you  ?’ 

With  the  determination  of  questioning  Durward  as  to 
what  had  happened,  John  Jr.  promised,  and  when  Mrs. 
Graham  and  her  son  returned  from  Louisville,  they  found 
Vesta  safely  stabled  with  their  other  horses,  while  the  sad¬ 
dle  with  its. tiny  slipper  hung  upon  a  beam,  and  seemingly 
looked  down  with  reproach  upon  Durward,  who  turned 
away  with  a  bitter  pang  as  he  thought  of  the  morning  when 
first  he  took  it  to  Maple  Grove. 

The  next  day  was  dark  and  rainy,  precluding  all  out-door 
exercise ;  and  weary,  sad,  and  spiritless,  Durward  repaired 
to  the  library,  where,  for  an  hour  or  more,  he  sat  musing 
dreamily  of  the  past — of  the  morning,  years  ago,  when  first 
he  met  the  little  girl  who  had  since  grown  so  strongly  into 
his  love,  and  over  whom  so  dark  a  shadow  had  fallen.  A 
heavy  knock  at  the  door,  and  in  a  moment  John  Jr.  ap¬ 
peared,  with  dripping  garments  and  a  slightly  scowling  face. 
There  was  a  faint  resemblance  between  him  and  ’Lena, 
manifest  in  the  soft,  curling  hair,  and  dark,  lustrous  eyes. 
Durward  had  observed  it  before — he  thought  of  it  now — and 
glad  to  see  any  one  who  bore  the  least  resemblance  to  her, 
he  started  up,  exclaiming,  ‘  Why,  Livingstone,  the  very  one 
of  all  the  world  I  am  glad  to  see.’ 

John  made  no  reply,  but  shaking  the  rain-drops  from  his 
overcoat,  which  he  carelessly  threw  upon  the  floor,  he  took 
a  chair  opposite  the  grate,  and  looking  Durward  fully  in 
the  face,  said,  ‘  I’ve  come  over,  Bellmont,  to  ask  you  a  few 
plain,  unvarnished  questions,  which  I  believe  you  will  an¬ 
swer  truthfully.  Am  I  right  ?’ 

‘  Certainly,  sir — go  on,’  was  Durward’ s  reply. 

‘Well,  then,  to  begin,  are  you  and  ’Lena  engaged  ?’ 

‘No,  sir.’ 

‘  Have  you  been  engaged  ?’ 

‘  No,  sir.’ 

‘  Do  you  ever  expect  to  be  engaged  ?’ 

‘  No,  sir.’ 

‘  Have  you  quarrelled  ?’ 
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‘No,  sir.’ 

‘  Do  you  know  why  she  wished  to  have  Vesta  sent  home  ?’ 

‘  I  suppose  I  do.’ 

*  Will  you  tell  me  ?’ 

‘  No,  sir,’  said  Durward,  determined,  for  ’Lena’s  sake,  that 
no  one  should  wring  from  him  the  secret. 

John  Jr.  arose,  jammed  both  hands  into  his  pockets — walk¬ 
ed  to  the  window — made  faces  at  the  weather — walked 
hack  to  the  grate — made  faces  at  that — kicked  it — and  then 
turning  to  Durward,  said,  ‘There’s  the  old  Nick  to  pay, 
somewhere.’ 

Nothing  from  Durward,  who  only  felt  hound  to  answer 
direct  questions. 

‘I  tell  you,  there’s  the  old  Nick  to  pay,  somewhere,’ 
continued  John,  raising  his  voice.  ‘  I  knew  it  all  the  while 
’Lena  was  sick.  I  read  it  in  her  face  when  I  told  her  Mr. 
Graham  had  gone  south — ’ 

A  faint  sickness  gathered  around  Durward’s  heart,  and 
John  Jr.  proceeded:  ‘She  wouldn’t  tell  me,  and  I’ve  come 
to  you  for  information.  Will  you  give  it  to  me  ?’ 

‘No,  sir,’  said  Durward.  ‘The  nature  of  our  trouble 
is  known  only  to  ourselves  and  one  other  individual,  and 
I  shall  never  divulge  the  secret.’ 

‘  Is  that  other  individual  my  mother  ?’ 

‘No,  sir.’ 

‘Is  it  Cad?’ 

‘No,  sir,’ 

‘  Had  they  any  agency  in  the  matter  ?’ 

‘None,  whatever,  that  I  know  of.’ 

*  Then  I’m  on  the  wrong  track,  and  may  as  well  go  home,’ 
said  John  Jr.,  starting  for  the  door,  where  he  stopped,  while 
he  added,  ‘  If,  Belmont,  I  ever  do  hear  of  your  having  mis¬ 
led  me  in  this  matter — ’  He  did  not  finish  the  sentence  in 
words,  hut  playfully  producing  a  revolver,  he  departed. 
The  next  moment  he  was  dashing  across  the  lawn,  the  mud 
flying  in  every  direction,  and  himself  thinking  how  useless  it 
was  for  him  to  try  to  unravel  a  love  quarrel. 

In  the  meantime,  ’Lena  waited  impatiently  for  an  answer 
to  the  letter  which  she  had  sent  to  Mr.  Graham,  hut  day  after 
day  glided  by,  and  still  no  tidings  came.  At  last,  as  if 
everything  had  conspired  against  her,  she  heard  that  he  was 
lying  dangerously  ill  of  a  fever  at  Havana,  whither  he  had 
gone  in  quest  of  an  individual  whose  presence  was  necessary 
in  the  settlement  of  the  estate. 
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The  letter  which  brought  this  intelligence  to  Mrs.  Graham, 
also  contained  a  request  that  she  would  come  to  him  imme¬ 
diately,  and  within  a  few  days  after  this  receipt,  she  started 
for  Cuba,  together  with  Durward,  who  went  without  again 
seeing  ’Lena. 

They  found  him  better  than  they  expected.  The  danger 
was  past,  but  he  was  still  too  weak  to  move  himself,  and  the 
physician  said  it  would  be  many  weeks  ere  he  was  able  to 
travel.  This  rather  pleased  Mrs.  Graham  than  otherwise. 
She  was  fond  of  change,  and  had  often  desired  to  visit  Ha¬ 
vana  ;  so  now  that  she  was  there,  she  made  the  best  of  it,  and 
for  once  in  her  life  enacted  the  part  of  a  faithful,  affection¬ 
ate  wife. 

Often  during  intervals  of  mental  aberration,  Mr.  Graham 
spoke  of  ‘  Helena,’  imploring  her  forgiveness  for  his  leaving 
her  so  long,  and  promising  to  return.  Sometimes  he  spoke 
of  her  as  being  dead,  and  in  piteous  accents  he  would  ask  of 
Durward  to  bring  him  back  his  ‘beautiful  ’Lena,’  who  was 
sleeping  far  away  among  the  New  England  mountains. 

One  day  when  the  servant,  as  usual,  came  in  with  their  let¬ 
ters,  he  brought  one  directed  to  Mr.  Graham,  which  had 
been  forwarded  from  Charleston,  and  which  bore  the  post¬ 
marks  of  many  places,  it  having  been  sent  hither  and  thither, 
ere  it  reached  its  place  of  destination.  It  was  mailed  at 
Frankfort,  Kentucky,  and  in  the  superscription  Durward 
readily  recognised  the  handwriting  of  ’Lena. 

‘  Worse  and  worse,’  thought  he,  now  fully  assured  of  her 
worthlessness. 

For  a  moment  he  felt  tempted  to  break  the  seal,  but  from 
this  act  he  instinctively  shrank,  thinking  that  whatever  it 
might  contain,  it  was  not  for  him  to  read  it.  But  what 
should  he  do  with  it  P  Must  he  give  it  to  his  mother,  who 
already  had  as  much  as  she  could  bear?  No,  ’twas  not  best 
for  her  to  know  aught  about  it,  and  as  the  surest  means  of 
preventing  its  doing  further  trouble,  he  destroyed  it — burned 
it  to  ashes — repenting  the  next  moment  of  the  deed,  wishing 
he  had  read  it,  and  feeling,  not  that  he  had  wronged  the 
dead,  as  his  mother  did  when  she  burned  the  chestnut  curl, 
but  as  if  he  had  done  a  wrong  to  ’Lena. 

In  the  course  of  two  months  he  went  back  to  Wood- 
lawn,  leaving  his  father  and  mother  to  travel  leisurely  from 
place  to  place,  as  the  still  feeble  state  of  the  former  would 
admit.  ’Lena,  who  had  returned  from  Frankfort,  trembled 
lest  he  should  come  to  Maple  Grove,  but  he  seemed  equally 
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desirous  of  avoiding  a  meeting,  and  after  lingering  about 
Woodlawn  for  several  days,  he  suddenly  departed  for  Louis¬ 
ville,  where  for  a  time,  we  leave  him,  while  we  follow  the  for¬ 
tunes  of  others  connected  with  our  story. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

JOHN  JR.  AND  MABEL. 

TIME  and  absence  had  gradually  softened  John  Jr.’s  feel¬ 
ings  towards  Nellie.  She  was  not  married  to  Mr.  Wilbur 
— possibly  she  never  would  be — and  if  on  her  return  to 
America  he  found  her  the  same,  he  would  lose  no  time  in 
seeing  her,  and  if  possible,  secure  her  to  himself.  Such  was 
the  tenor  of  his  thoughts,  as  on  one  bright  morning  in  June 
he  took  his  way  to  Lexington,  whither  he  was  going  on  busi¬ 
ness  for  his  father.  Before  leaving  the  city,  he  rode  down  to 
the  depot,  as  was  his  usual  custom,  reaching  there  just  as  the 
cars  bound  for  Frankfort  were  rolling  away.  Upon  the  plat¬ 
form  of  a  rear  car  stood  an  acquaintance  of  his,  who  called 
out,  ‘  Halloo,  Livingstone,  have  you  heard  the  news  ?’ 

‘  News,  no.  What  news  ?’  asked  John  Jr.,  following  after 
the  fast  moving  train. 

‘  Bob  Wilbur  and  Nellie  Douglass  are  married,’  screamed 
the  young  man,  who,  having  really  heard  of  Mr.  Wilbur’s 
marriage,  supposed  it  must  of  course  be  with  Nellie. 

John  Jr.  had  no  doubt  of  it,  and  for  a  moment  his  heart 
fainted  beneath  the  sudden  blow.  But  he  was  not  one  to 
yield  long  to  despair,  and  soon  recovering  from  the  first 
shock,  he  raved  in  uncontrollable  fury,  denouncing  Nellie 
as  worthless,  fickle,  and  good  for  nothing,  mentally  wishing 
her  much  joy  with  her  husband,  who  in  the  same  breath  he 
hoped  ‘  would  break  his  confounded  neck,’  and  ending  his 
tirade  by  solemnly  vowing  to  offer  himself  to  the  first  girl  he 
met,  whether  black  or  white ! 

Full  of  this  resolution  he  put  spurs  to  Firelock,  and  sped 
away  over  the  turnpike,  looking  neither  to  the  right  nor  the 
left,  lest  a  chance  should  offer  for  the  fulfilment  of  his  vow. 
It  was  the  dusk  of  evening  when  he  reached  home,  and  giv¬ 
ing  his  horse  into  the  care  of  a  servant,  he  walked  with 
rapid  strides  into  the  parlour,  starting  back  as  he  saw  Mabel 
Hoss,  who  for  a  few  days  past,  had  been  visiting  at  Maple 
Grove. 
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‘  There’s  no  backing  out,’  thought  he.  *  It’s  my  destiny, 
and  I’ll  meet  it  like  a  man.  Nellie  spited  me,  and  I’ll  let 
her  know  how  good  it  feels.’ 

‘  Mabel,’  said  he,  advancing  towards  her,  ‘  will  you  marry 
me  ?  Say  yes  or  no,  quick.’ 

This  was  not  quite  the  kind  of  wooing  which  Mabel  had 
expected.  ’Twas  not  what  she  read  of  in  novels,  but  then 
it  was  in  keeping  with  the  rest  of  John  Jr.’s  conduct,  and 
very  frankly  and  naturally  she  answered  ‘Yes.’ 

‘  Very  well,’  said  he,  beginning  to  feel  better  already,  and 
turning  to  leave  the  room — ‘  Very  well,  you  fix  the  day  and 
arrange  it  all  yourself,  only  let  it  be  very  soon,  for  now  I’ve 
made  up  my  mind,  I’m  in  a  mighty  hurry.’ 

Mabel  laughed,  and  hardly  knowing  whether  he  were  in 
earnest  or  not,  asked,  ‘  if  she  should  speak  to  the  minister, 
too.’ 

‘Yes,  no,’  said  he.  ‘Just  tell  mother,  and  she’ll  fix  it  all 
right.  Will  you  ?’ 

And  he  walked  away,  feeling  nothing,  thinking  nothing, 
except  that  he  was  engaged.  Engaged !  The  very  idea 
seemed  to  add  new  dignity  to  him,  while  it  invested  Mabel 
with  a  charm  she  had  not  hitherto  possessed.  John  Jr. 
liked  everything  that  belonged  to  him  exclusively,  and  Ma¬ 
bel  now  was  his — his  wife  she  would  be — and  when  next  he 
met  her  in  the  drawing-room,  his  manner  towards  her  was 
unusually  kind,  attracting  the  attention  of  his  mother,  who 
wondered  at  the  change.  One  after  another  the  family  re¬ 
tired,  until  there  was  no  one  left  in  the  parlour,  except  Ma¬ 
bel  and  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who,  as  her  husband  chanced  to 
be  absent,  had  invited  her  young  visitor  to  share  her  room. 
When  they  were  alone,  Mabel,  with  many  blushes  and  a  few 
tears,  told  of  all  that  had  occurred,  except,  indeed,  of  John’s 
manner  of  proposing,  which  she  thought  best  not  to  confide 
to  a  third  person. 

Eagerly  Mrs.  Livingstone  listened,  mentally  congratulating 
herself  upon  the  completion  of  her  plan  without  her  further 
interference,  wondering  the  while  how  it  had  been  so  sud¬ 
denly  brought  about,  and  half  trembling  lest  it  should 
prove  a  failure  after  all.  So  when  Mabel  spoke  of  John  Jr.’s 
wish  that  the  marriage  should  be  consummated  immediately, 
she  replied,  ‘  Certainly — by  all  means.  There  is  no  neces¬ 
sity  for  delay.  You  can  marry  at  once,  and  get  ready  after¬ 
wards.  It  is  now  the  last  of  June.  I  had  thought  of  going 
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to  Saratoga  in  July,  and  a  bride  is  just  the  thing  to  give 
eclat  to  our  party.’ 

‘But,’  answered  Mabel,  who  hardly  fancied  a  wedding 
without  all  the  usual  preparations,  which  she  felt  she  should 
enjoy  so  much,  ‘  I  cannot  think  of  being  married  until  Octo¬ 
ber,  when  Nellie  perhaps  will  be  here.’ 

Nellie’s  return  was  what  Mrs.  Livingstone  dreaded,  and 
very  ingeniously  she  set  herself  at  work  to  put  aside  Mabel’s 
objections,  succeeding  so  far  that  the  young  girl  promised 
compliance  with  whatever  she  should  think  proper.  The 
next  morning,  as  John  Jr.  was  passing  through  the  hall, 
she  called  him  into  her  room,  delicately  broaching  the  subject 
of  his  engagement,  saying  she  knew  he  could  not  help  lov¬ 
ing  a  girl  possessed  of  so  many  excellent  qualities  as  Mabel 
Ross.  Very  patiently  John  Jr.  heard  her  until  she  came  to 
speak  of  love.  Then,  in  much  louder  tones  than  newly  en¬ 
gaged  men  are  apt  to  speak  of  their  betrothed,  he  exclaimed, 
‘  Love !  Fudge !  If  you  think  I’m  marrying  Mabel  for  love, 
you  are  greatly  mistaken.  I  like  her,  but  love  is  out  of  the 
question.’ 

‘  Pray  what  are  you  marrying  her  for  ?  Her  property  ?’ 

‘Property!’  repeated  John,  with  a  sneer.  ‘I’ve  seen  the 
effect  of  marrying  for  property,  and  I  trust  I’m  not  despic¬ 
able  enough  to  try  it  for  myself.  No,  madam,  I’m  not  marry¬ 
ing  her  for  money — but  to  spite  Nellie  Douglass,  if  you 
must  know  the  reason.  I’ve  loved  her  as  I  shall  never  again 
love  womankind,  but  she  cheated  me.  She’s  married  to 
Robert  Wilbur,  and  now  I’ve  too  much  spirit  to  have  her 
think  I  care.  If  she  can  marry,  so  can  I — she  isn’t  the  only 
girl  in  the  world — and  when  I  heard  what  she  had  done,  I 
vowed  I’d  offer  myself  to  the  first  female  I  saw.  As  good 
or  bad  luck  would  have  it,  ’twas  Mabel,  who  you  know  said 
yes,  of  course,  for  I  believe  she  likes  me  far  better  than  I 
deserve.  What  kind  of  a  husband  I  shall  make,  the  Lord 
only  knows,  but  I’m  in  for  it.  My  word  is  passed,  and  the 
sooner  you  get  us  tied  together,  but  for  heaven’s  sake,  don’t 
go  to  making  a  great  parade.  Mabel  has  no  particular 
home.  She’s  here  now,  and  why  not  let  the  ceremony  take 
place  here  F  Bait  fix  it  to  suit  yourselves,  only  don’t  let  me 
hear  you  talking  about  it,  for  fear  I’ll  get  sick  of  the  whole 
thing.’ 

This  was  exactly  what  Mrs.  Livingstone  desired.  She  had 
the  day  before  been  to  Frankfort  herself,  learning  from  Mrs. 
Atkins  of  Mr.  Wilbur’s  marriage  with  the  English  girl.  She 
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knew  her  son  was  deceived,  and  it  was  highly  necessary  that 
he  should  continue  so.  She  felt  sure  that  neither  her  daugh¬ 
ters,  Mabel,  nor  ’Lena  knew  of  Mr.  Wilbur’s  marriage,  and 
she  resolved  they  should  not.  It  was  summer,  and  as  many 
of  then1  city  friends  had  left  Frankfort  for  places  of  fashion¬ 
able  resort,  they  received  but  few  calls,  and  by  keeping  them 
at  home  until  the  wedding  was  over,  she  trusted  that  all 
would  be  safe  in  that  quarter.  Du-rward,  too,  was  fortunate¬ 
ly  absent,  so  she  only  had  to  deal  with  Mabel  and  John 
Jr.  The  first  of  these  she  approached  very  carefully,  cas¬ 
ually  telling  her  of  Mr.  Wilbur’s  marriage  and  then  hastily 
adding,  ‘  But  pray  don’t  speak  of  it  to  any  one  as  there  are 
special  reasons  why  it  should  not  at  present  be  discussed. 
Sometime  I  may  tell  you  the  reason.’ 

Mabel  wondered  why  so  small  a  matter  should  be  a  secret, 
but  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  requested  her  to  keep  silence,  and 
that  was  a  sufficient  reason  why  she  should  do  so.  The  next 
step  was  to  win  her  consent  for  the  ceremony  to  take  place, 
and  in  the  course  of  three  weeks,  saying  that  it  was  her  son’s 
wish.  But  on  this  point  she  found  more  difficulty  than  she 
had  anticipated,  for  Mabel  shrank  from  being  married  at 
the  house  of  his  father. 

‘  It  didn’t  look  right,’  said  she,  ‘  and  she  knew  Mr.  Douglass 
would  not  object  to  having  it  there.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  knew  so,  too,  but  there  was  too  much 
danger  in  such  an  arrangement,  and  she  replied,  ‘  Of  course 
not,  if  you  request  it,  but  will  it  be  quite  proper  for  you  to 
ask  him  to  be  at  all  that  trouble  when  Nellie  is  gone,  and 
there  is  no  one  at  home  to  superintend  ?’ 

So  after  a  time  Mabel  was  convinced,  thinking,  though, 
how  differently  everything  was  turning  out  from  what  she 
expected.  Three  weeks  from  that  night  was  fixed  upon  for 
the  bridal,  to  which  but  few  were  to  be  invited,  for  Mrs. 
Livingstone  did  not  wish  to  call  forth  remark. 

*  Everything  should  be  done  quietly  and  in  order,’  she  said, 
‘  and  then,  when  Autumn  came,  she  would  give  a  splendid 
party  in  honour  of  the  bride.’ 

Mr.  Douglass,  when  told  of  the  coming  event  by  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone,  who  would  trust  no  one  else,  expressed  much  sur¬ 
prise,  saying  he  greatly  preferred  that  the  ceremony  should 
take  place  at  his  own  house. 

‘  Of  course,’  returned  the  oily-tongued  woman,  ‘  Of  course 
you  had,  but  even  a  small  wedding  party  is  a  vast  amount  of 
trouble,  and  in  Nellie’s  absence  you  would  be  disturbed. 
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Were  she  here  I  would  not  say  a  word,  hut  now  I  insist  upon 
having  it  my  own  way,  and  indeed,  I  think  my  claim  upon 
Mabel  is  the  strongest.’ 

Silenced,  but  not  quite  convinced,  Mr.  Douglass  said  no 
more,  thinking,  meanwhile,  that  if  he  only  could  afford  it, 
Mabel  should  have  a  wedding  worthy  of  her.  But  he  could 
not ;  he  was  poor,  and  hence  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  arguments 
prevailed  the  more  easily.  Fortunately  for  her,  John  Jr. 
manifested  no  inclination  to  go  out  at  all.  A  kind  of  torpor 
seemed  to  have  settled  upon  him,  and  day  after  day  he  re¬ 
mained  at  home,  sometimes  in  a  deep  study  in  his  own  room, 
and  sometimes  sitting  in  the  parlour,  where  his  very  unlover¬ 
like  deportment  frequently  brought  tears  to  Mabel’s  eyes, 
while  Carrie  loudly  denounced  him  the  most  clownish  fellow 
she  ever  saw. 

‘  I  hope  you’ll  train  him,  Mabel,’  said  she,  ‘  for  he  needs  it. 
He  ought  to  have  had  Nellie  Douglass.  She’s  a  match  for 
him.  Why  didn’t  you  have  her,  John  ?’ 

With  a  face  as  dark  as  night,  he  angrily  requested  Carrie 
‘  to  mind  her  own  business,’  saying  he  was  fully  competent  to 
take  charge  of  himself,  without  the  interference  of  either 
wife  or  sister.’ 

‘  Oh,  what  if  he  should  look  and  talk  so  to  me !’  thought 
Mabel,  shuddering  as  a  dim  foreboding  of  her  sad  future 
came  over  her. 

’Lena,  who  understood  John  Jr.  better  than  any  one  else, 
saw  that  all  was  not  right.  She  knew  how  much  he  had 
loved  Nellie ;  she  believed  he  loved  her  still ;  and  why  should 
he  marry  another  ?  She  could  not  tell,  and  as  he  withheld 
his  confidence  from  her,  appearing  unusually  moody  and 
cross,  she  dared  not  approach  him.  At  last,  having  an  idea  of 
what  she  wanted,  and  willing  to  give  her  a  chance,  he  one 
day,  when  they  were  alone,  abruptly  asked  her  what  she 
thought  of  his  choice. 

‘  If  you  ask  me  what  I  think  of  Mabel,’  said  she,  ‘  I  answer 
that  I  esteem  her  very  highly,  and  the  more  I  know  her 
the  better  I  love  her.  Still,  I  never  thought  she  would  be 
your  wife.’ 

‘  Ah — indeed ! — never  thought  she  would,  hey  ?’  answered 
John,  beginning  to  grow  crusty,  and  elevating  his  feet  to 
the  top  of  the  mantel.  ‘  You  see  now  what  thought  did ;  but 
what  is  your  objection  to  her  ?’ 

‘ Nothing,  nothing,’  returned  ’Lena.  ‘Mabel  is  amiable, 
gentle,  and  confiding,  and  will  try  to  be  a  good  wife.’ 


198 


’LENA  RIVERS 


c  What  the  deuce  are  you  grumbling  for,  then  ?’  interrupt¬ 
ed  John  Jr.  ‘Do  you  want  me  yourself?  If  you  do,  just 
say  the  word,  and  "it  shall  be  done !  I’m  bound  to  be  mar¬ 
ried,  and  I’d  sooner  have  you  than  anybody  else.  Come, 
what  do  you  say  ?’ 

’Lena  smiled,  while  she  disclaimed  any  intention  towards 
her  cousin,  who,  resuming  the  position  which  in  his  ex¬ 
citement  he  had  slightly  changed,  continued:  ‘I  have  al¬ 
ways  dealt  fairly  with  you,  ’Lena,  and  now  I  tell  you  truly, 
I  have  no  particular  love  for  Mabel,  although  I  intend  mak¬ 
ing  her  my  wife,  and  heartily  wish  she  was  so  now.’ 

’Lena  started,  and  clasping  John’s  arm,  exclaimed,  ‘  Marry 
Mabel  and  not  love  her !  You  cannot  be  in  earnest.  You 
will  not  do  her  so  great  a  wrong — you  shall  not.’ 

‘  I  don’t  know  how  you’ll  help  it,  unless  you  meddle  with 
what  does  not  concern  you,’  said  John.  ‘  I  am  doing  her  no 
wrong.  I  never  told  her  I  loved  her — never  acted  as  though 
I  did ;  and  if  she  is  content  to  have  me  on  such  terms,  it’s 
nobody’s  business.  She  loves  me  half  to  death,  and  if  the 
old  adage  be  true  that  love  begets  love,  I  shall  learn  to  love 
her,  and  when  I  do  I’ll  let  you  know.’ 

So  saying,  the  young  man  shook  down  his  pants,  which 
had  become  disarranged,  and  walked  away,  leaving  ’Lena 
to  wonder  what  course  she  had  better  pursue.  Once  she  re¬ 
solved  on  telling  Mabel  all  that  had  passed  between  them, 
but  the  next  moment  convinced  her  that,  as  he  had  said, 
she  would  be  meddling,  so  she  decided  to  say  nothing, 
silently  hoping  that  affairs  would  turn  out  better  than  she 
feared. 

It  was  Mabel’s  wish  that  ’Lena  and  Anna  should  be  her 
bridesmaids,  Durward  and  Malcolm  officiating  as  grooms¬ 
men  ;  and  as  Mr.  Bellmont  was  away,  she  wrote  to  him,  re¬ 
questing  his  attendance,  but  saying  she  had  not  yet  men¬ 
tioned  the  subject  to  ’Lena.  Painful  as  was  the  task  of 
being  thus  associated  with  ’Lena,  Durward  felt  that  to  refuse 
might  occasion  much  remark,  so  he  wrote  to  Mabel  that  ‘  he 
would  comply  with  her  request,  provided  Miss  Rivers  were 
willing.’ 

‘  Of  course  she’s  willing,’  said  Mabel  to  herself,  at  the 
same  time  running  with  the  letter  to  ’Lena,  who,  to  her 
utter  astonishment,  not  only  refused  outright,  but  also  de¬ 
clined  giving  any  particular  reason  for  her  doing  so.  ‘  Carrie 
will  suit  him  much  better  than  I,’  said  she ;  but  unfortunate¬ 
ly,  Carrie,  who  chanced  to  be  present,  half  hidden  in  the  re- 
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cess  of  a  window,  indignantly  declined  ‘going  Jack-at-a- 
pinch’  with  any  one ;  so  Mabel  was  obliged  to  content  herself 
with  Anna  and  Mr.  Everett. 

But  here  a  new  difficulty  arose,  for  Mrs.  Livingstone  de¬ 
clared  that  the  latter  shouid  not  be  invited,  and  Anna,  in  a 
fit  of  anger,  insisted  that  if  he  were  not  good  enough  to  be 
present,  neither  was  she,  and  she  should  accordingly  re¬ 
main  in  her  own  room.  Poor  Mabel  burst  into  tears,  and 
when,  a  few  moments  afterwards,  John  Jr.  appeared,  asking 
what  ailed  her,  she  hid  her  face  in  his  bosom,  and  sobbed 
like  a  child.  Then,  frightened  at  her  own  temerity,  for  he 
gave  her  no  answering  caress,  she  lifted  up  her  head,  while 
with  a  quizzical  expression  John  Jr.  said,  ‘So-ho,  Meb, 
seems  to  me  you’ve  taken  to  crying  on  my  jacket  a  little 
in  advance.  But  what’s  the  matter  ?’ 

In  a  few  words  Mabel  told  him  how  everything  went 
wrong,  how  neither  ’Lena,  Carrie,  nor  Anna  would  be  her 
bridesmaids,  and  how  Anna  wouldn’t  see  her  married  be¬ 
cause  Malcolm  was  not  invited. 

‘  I  can  manage  that,’  said  John  Jr.  ‘  Mr.  Everett  shall  be 
invited,  so  just  shut  up  crying,  for  if  there’s  anything  I  detest 
it’s  a  woman  snivelling ;’  and  he  walked  off,  thinking  he  had 
begun  just  as  he  meant  to  hold  out. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  BRIDAL. 

’mWAS  Mabel’s  wedding-night,  and  in  one  of  the  upper 
_L  rooms  of  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  house  she  stood  awaiting 
the  summons  to  the  parlour.  They  had  arrayed  her  for  the 
bridal ;  Mrs.  Livingstone,  Carrie,  ’Lena,  Anna,  and  the  seam¬ 
stress,  all  had  had  something  to  do  with  her  toilet ;  and  now 
they  had  left  her  for  a  time  with  him  who  was  so  soon  to  be 
her  husband.  She  knew — for  they  had  told  her — she  was 
looking  uncommonly  well.  Her  dress,  of  pure  white  satin, 
was  singularly  becoming;  pearls  were  interwoven  in  the 
heavy  braids  of  her  raven  hair ;  the  fleecy  folds  of  the  rich 
veil,  which  fell  like  a  cloud  around  her,  swept  the  floor.  In 
her  eye  there  was  an  unusual  sparkle,  and  on  her  cheek  an 
unwonted  bloom. 

Still  Mabel  was  not  happy.  There  was  a  heavy  pain  at 
her  heart — a  foreboding  of  coming  evil — and  many  an 
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anxious  glance  she  cast  towards  the  stern,  silent  man,  who, 
with  careless  tread,  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  utterly 
regardless  of  her  presence,  and  apparently  absorbed  in  bitter 
reflections.  Once  only  had  she  ventured  to  speak,  and 
then,  in  childlike  simplicity,  she  had  asked  him  ‘  how  she 
looked  ?’ 

‘Well  enough,’  was  his  answer,  as,  without  raising  his 
eyes,  he  continued  his  walk. 

The  tears  gathered  in  Mabel’s  eyes — she  could  not  help 
it ;  drop  after  drop  they  came,  falling  upon  the  marble  table, 
until  John  Jr.,  who  saw  more  than  he  pretended,  came  to 
her  side,  asking  ‘  why  she  wept  ?’ 

Mabel  was  beginning  to  be  terribly  afraid  of  him,  and  for  a 
moment  she  hesitated,  but  ^at  length,  summoning  all  her 
courage,  she  wound  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and  in  low, 
earnest  tones,  said,  ‘  Tell  me  truly,  do  you  wish  to  marry 
me  ?’ 

‘  And  suppose  I  do  not  ?’  he  asked,  with  the  same  stony 
composure. 

Stepping  backward,  Mabel  stood  proudly  erect  before 
him,  and  answered,  ‘  Then  would  I  die  rather  than  wed 
you!’ 

There  was  something  in  her  appearance  and  attitude  pe¬ 
culiarly  attractive  to  John  Jr.  Never  in  his  life  had  he 
felt  so  much  interested  in  her,  and  drawing  her  towards 
him  and  placing  his  arms  around  her,  he  said,  gently,  ‘  Be 
calm,  little  Meb,  you  are  nervous  to-night.  Of  course  I 
wish  you  to  be  my  wife,  else  I  had  not  asked  you.  Are 
you  satisfied  ?’ 

The  joyous  glance  of  the  dark  eyes  lifted  so  confidingly 
to  his,  was  a  sufficient  answer,  and  as  if  conscious  of  the 
injustice  he  was  about  to  do  her,  John  Jr.  bent  for  an  in¬ 
stant  over  her  slight  figure,  mentally  resolving,  that  so  far 
as  in  liim  lay  he  would  be  true  to  his  trust.  There  was  a 
knock  at  the  door,  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  herself  looked  in, 
pale,  anxious,  and  expectant.  Mr.  Douglass,  who  was 
among  the  invited  guests,  had  arrived,  and  must  have  an 
interview  with  John  Jr.  ere  the  ceremony.  ’Twas  in  vain 
she  attempted  politely  to  waive  his  request.  He  would  see 
him,  and  distracted  with  fear,  she  had  at  last  conducted  him 
into  the  upper  hall,  and  out  upon  an  open  verandah,  where 
in  the  moonlight  he  awaited  the  coming  of  the  bride¬ 
groom,  who,  with  some  curiosity,  approached  him,  asking 
him  what  he  wanted. 
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‘  It  may  seem  strange  to  you,’  said  Mr.  Douglass,  ‘  that  I 
insist  upon  seeing  you  now,  when  another  time  might  do  as 
well,  hut  I  believe  in  having  a  fair  understanding  all  round.’ 

‘  Meddling  old  rascal !’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who, 
of  course,  was  within  hearing,  bending  her  ears  so  as  not  to 
lose  a  word. 

But  in  this  she  was  thwarted,  for  drawing  nearer  to  John 
Jr.  Mr.  Douglass  said,  so  low  as  to  prevent  her  catching  any¬ 
thing  further,  save  the  sound  of  his  voice, 

‘  I  do  not  accuse  you  of  being  at  all  mercenary,  but  such 
things  have  been,  and  there  has  something  come  to  my  know¬ 
ledge  to-day,  which  I  deem  it  my  duty  to  tell  you,  so  that 
hereafter  you  can  neither  blame  me  nor  Mabel.’ 

‘  What  is  it  ?’  asked  John  Jr.,  and  Mr.  Douglass  replied, 

‘  To  be  brief,  then  Mabel’s  large  fortune  is,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  a  few  thousands,  of  which  I  have  charge,  all  swept 
away  by  the  recent  failure  of  the  Planter’s  Bank,  in  which 
it  was  invested.  I  heard  of  it  this  morning,  and  determined 
on  telling  you,  knowing  that  if  you  loved  her  for  herself,  it 
would  make  no  difference,  while  if  you  loved  her  for  her 
money,  it  were  far  better  to  stop  here.’ 

Nothing  could  have  been  further  from  John’s  thoughts 
than  a  desire  for  Mabel’s  wealth,  which,  precious  as  it 
seemed  in  his  mother’s  eyes,  was  valueless  to  him,  and  after 
a  moment’s  silence,  in  which  he  was  thinking  what  a  rich 
disappointment  it  would  be  to  his  mother,  who  he  knew, 
prized  Mabel  only  for  her  money,  he  exclaimed,  ‘  Good, 
I’m  glad  of  it.  I  never  sought  Mabel’s  hand  for  what  there 
was  in  it,  and  I’m  more  ready  to  marry  her  now  than  ever. 
But,’  he  added,  as  a  sudden  impulse  of  good  came  over  him, 
‘  She  need  not  know  it ;  it  would,  trouble  her  uselessly,  and 
for  the  present  we’ll  keep  it  from  her.’ 

John  Jr.  had  always  been  a  puzzle  to  Mr.  Douglass,  who 
by  turns  censured  and  admired  him,  but  now  there  was  but 
one  feeling  in  his  bosom  towards  him,  and  that  was  one  of 
unbounded  respect.  With  a  warm  pressure  of  the  hand  he 
turned  away,  thinking,  perchance,  of  his  fair  young  daughter, 
who  far  away  o’er  the  Atlantic  wave,  little  dreamed  of  the 
scene  on  which  that  summer  moon  was  shining.  As  the 
conference  ended,  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  had  learned  no¬ 
thing,  glided  from  her  hiding-place,  eagerly  scanning  her 
son’s  face  to  see  if  there  was  aught  to  justify  her  fears.  But 
there  was  nothing,  and  with  her  heart  beating  at  its  ac¬ 
customed  pace,  she  descended  the  stairs  in  time  to  meet 
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Durward,  who,  having  reached  Woodlawn  that  day,  had  not 
heard  of  ’Lena’s  decision. 

‘  This  way,  Marster  Bellmont — up  stairs  is  the  gentleman’s 
room,’  said  the  servant  in  attendance,  and  ascending  the 
stairs,  Durward  met  with  Anna,  asking  her  for  her  cousin. 

‘  In  there — go  in,’  said  Anna,  pointing  to  a  half-open 
door,  and  then  hurrying  away  to  meet  Macolm,  whose  com¬ 
ing  she  had  seen  from  the  window. 

Hesitatingly,  Durward  approached  the  chamber  indicated, 
and  as  his  knock  met  with  no  response,  he  ventured  at  last 
to  enter  unannounced  into  the  presence  of  ’Lena,  whom  he 
had  not  met  since  that  well-remembered  night.  Tastefully 
attired  for  the  wedding  in  a  simple  white  muslin,  she  sat 
upon  a  little  stool  with  her  face  buried  in  the  cushions  of 
the  sofa.  She  had  heard  his  voice  in  the  lower  hall,  and 
knowing  she  must  soon  meet  him,  she  had  for  a  moment 
abandoned  herself  to  the  tumult  of  bitter  thoughts,  which 
came  sweeping  over  her  in  that  trying  hour.  She  was  weep¬ 
ing — he  knew  that  by  the  trembling  of  her  body — and  for 
an  instant  everything  was  forgotten. 

Advancing  softly  toward  her,  he  was  about  to  lay  his 
hand  upon  the  clustering  curls  which  fell  around  her,  when 
the  thought  that  from  among  them  had  been  cut  the  hated 
tress  which  his  mother  had  cast  into  the  flames,  arrested  his 
hand,  and  he  was  himself  again.  Forcing  down  his  emotion, 
he  said  calmly,  ‘  Miss  Rivers,’  and  starting  quickly  to  her 
feet,  ’Lena  demanded  proudly  what  he  would  have,  and  why 
he  was  there. 

‘  Pardon  me,  said  he,  as  he  marked  her  haughty  bearing 
and  glanced  at  her  dress,  which  was  hardly  in  accordance 
with  that  of  a  bridesmaid ;  ‘  I  supposed  I  was  to  be  grooms¬ 
man — am  I  mistaken  ?’ 

‘  So  far  as  I  am  concerned  you  are,  sir ;  I  knew  nothing 
of  Mabel’s  writing  to  you,  or  I  should  have  prevented  it,  for 
after  what  has  occurred,  you  can  not  deem  me  weak  enough 
to  lend  myself  to  such  an  arrangement.’ 

And  ’Lena  walked  out  of  the  room,  while  Durward  looked 
after  her  in  amazement,  one  moment  admiring  her  spirit, 
and  the  next  blaming  Mabel  for  not  informing  him  how 
matters  stood.  ‘  But  there’s  no  help  for  it  now,’  thought 
he,  as  he  descended  the  stairs  and  made  his  way  into  the 
parlour,  whither  ’Lena  had  preceded  him. 

And  thus  ended  an  interview  of  which  ’Lena  had  thought 
so  much,  hoping  and  praying  that  it  might  result  in  a  recon- 
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ciliation.  But  it  was  over  now — the  breach  was  wider 
than  ever — and  with  half-benumbed  faculties  she  leaned 
against  the  open  window  unconscious  of  the  earnest  desire 
he  felt  to  approach,  for  there  was  about  her  a  strange 
fascination  which  it  required  all  his  power  to  resist. 

When  at  last  all  was  in  readiness  a  messenger  was  de¬ 
spatched  to  John  Jr.,  who,  without  a  word,  offered  his  arm 
to  Mabel,  and  descending  the  broad  staircase,  they  stood 
within  the  parlour  in  the  spot  which  had  been  assigned 
them.  Once  during  the  ceremony  he  raised  his  eyes,  en¬ 
countering  those  of  ’Lena,  fixed  upon  him  so  reproachfully 
that  with  a  scowl  he  turned  away.  Mechanically  he  went 
through  with  his  part  of  the  service,  betraying  no  emotion 
whatever,  until  the  solemn  words  which  made  them  one 
were  uttered.  Then,  when  it  was  over — when  he  was  bound 
to  her  for  ever — he  seemed  suddenly  to  awake  from  his 
apathy  and  think  of  what  he  had  done.  Crowding  around 
him,  they  came  with  words  of  congratulation — all  but  ’Lena, 
who  tarried  behind,  for  she  had  none  to  give.  Wretched  as 
she  was  herself,  she  pitied  the  frail  young  bride,  whose 
half -joyous,  half-timid  glances  towards  the  frigid  bride¬ 
groom  showed  that  already  was  she  sipping  from  the  bitter 
cup  whose  very  dregs  she  was  destined  to  drain. 

In  the  recess  of  the  window  near  to  John  Jr.,  Mr.  Doug¬ 
lass  and  Durward  stood,  speaking  together  of  Nellie,  and 
though  John  shrank  from  the  sound  of  her  name,  his  hearing 
faculties  seemed  unusually  sharpened,  and  he  lost  not  a 
word  of  what  they  were  saying. 

‘  So  Nellie  is  coming  home  in  the  autumn,  I  am  told,’  said 
Durward,  ‘  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  I  miss  her  much.  But 
what  is  it  about  Mr,  Wilbur’s  marriage  ?  Wasn’t  it  rather 
unexpected  ?’ 

‘No,  not  very.  Nellie  knew  before  she  went  that  he 
was  engaged  to  Miss  Allen,  but  at  his  sister’s  request  she 
kept  it  still.  He  found  her  at  a  boarding-school  in  Mon¬ 
treal,  several  years  ago.’ 

*  Will  they  remain  in  Europe  ?’ 

‘  For  a  time,  at  least,  until  Mary  is  better — but  Nellie  comes 
home  with  some  friends  from  New  Haven,  whom  she  met 
in  Paris  ;’  then  in  a  low  tone  Mr.  Douglass  added,  ‘  I  almost 
dread  the  effect  of  this  marriage  upon  her,  for  I  am  positive 
she  liked  him  better  than  any  one  else.’ 

The  little  white,  blue-veined  hand  which  rested  on  that 
of  John  Jr.,  was  suddenly  pressed  so  spasmodically,  that 
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Mabel  looked  up  inquiringly  in  the  face  which  had  no 
thought  of  her,  for  Mr.  Douglass’  words  had  fallen  upon 
him  like  a  thunderbolt,  crushing  him  to  the  earth,  and  for 
a  moment  rendering  him  powerless.  Instantly  he  compre¬ 
hended  it  all.  He  had  deceived  himself,  and  by  his  impetuous 
haste  lost  all  that  he  held  most  dear  on  earth.  There  was 
a  cry  of  faintness,  a  grasping  at  empty  space  to  keep  from 
falling,  and  then  forth  into  the  open  air  they  led  the 
half -fainting  man,  followed  by  his  frightened  bride,  who 
tenderly  bathed  his  damp,  cold  brow,  unmindful  how  he 
shrank  from  her,  shuddering  as  he  felt  the  touch  of  her  soft 
hand,  and  motioning  her  aside  when  she  stooped  to  part 
from  his  forehead  the  heavy  locks  of  his  hair. 

That  night,  the  pale  starlight  of  another  hemisphere  kept 
watch  over  a  gentle  girl,  who  ’neath  the  blue  skies  of  sunny 
France,  dreamed  of  her  distant  home  across  the  ocean 
wave ;  of  the  gray-haired  man,  who,  with  every  morning 
light  and  evening  shade,  blessed  her  as  his  child ;  of  another, 
whose  image  was  ever  present  with  her,  whom  from  her 
childhood  she  had  loved,  and  whom  neither  time  nor  dis¬ 
tance  could  efface  from  her  memory. 

Later,  and  the  silvery  moon  looked  mournfully  down  upon 
the  white,  haggard  face  and  heavy  bloodshot  eye  of  him 
who  counted  each  long,  dreary  hour  as  it  passed  by,  cursing 
the  fate  which  had  made  him  what  he  was,  and  unjustly 
hardening  his  heart  against  his  innocent,  unsuspecting  wife. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

MARRIED  LIFE. 

FOR  a  short  time  alter  their  marriage,  John  Jr.  treated 
Mabel  with  at  least  a  show  of  attention,  but  he  was  not 
one  to  act  long  as  he  did  not  feel.  Had  Nellie  been  indeed 
the  wife  of  another,  he  might  in  time  have  learned  to  love 
Mabel  as  she  deserved,  but  now  her  presence  only  served 
to  remind  him  of  what  he  had  lost,  and  at  last  he  began  to 
shun  her  society,  never  seeming  willing  to  be  left  with  her 
alone,  and  either  repulsing  or  treating  with  indifference 
the  many  little  acts  of  kindness  which  her  affectionate  na¬ 
ture  prompted.  To  all  this  Mabel  was  not  blind,  and  when 
once  she  began  to  suspect  her  true  position,  it  was  easy  for 
her  to  fancy  slights  where  none  were  intended. 
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Thus,  ere  she  had  been  two  months  a  wife,  her  life  was 
one  of  constant  unhappiness,  and  as  a  matter  of  course,  her 
health,  which  had  been  improved,  began  to  fail.  Her  old 
rackiug  headaches  returned  with  renewed  force,  confining 
her  for  whole  days  to  her  room,  where  she  lay  listening  in 
vain  for  the  footsteps  which  never  came,  and  tended  only  by 
’Lena,  who,  in  proportion  as  the  others  neglected  her,  clung 
to  her  more  and  more.  The  trip  to  Saratoga  was  given  up, 
John  Jr.  in  the  bitterness  of  his  disappointment  utterly 
refusing  to  go,  and  saying  there  was  nothing  sillier  than  for 
a  newly-married  couple  to  go  riding  around  the  country, 
disgusting  sensible  people  with  their  fooleries.  So  with  a 
burst  of  tears  Mabel  yielded,  and  her  bridal  tour  extended 
no  further  than  Frankfort,  whither  her  husband  did  once 
accompany  her,  dining  out  even  then  with  an  old  schoolmate 
whom  he  chanced  to  meet,  and  almost  forgetting  to  call  at 
Mr.  Douglass’  for  Mabel  when  it  was  time  to  return  home. 

Ere  long,  too,  another  source  of  trouble  arose,  which 
shipwrecked  entirely  the  poor  bride’s  happiness.  Ey  some 
means  or  other  it  last  came  to  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  knowledge 
that  Mabel’s  fortune  was  not  only  all  gone,  but  that  her 
son  had  known  it  in  time  to  prevent  his  marrying  her. 
Owing  to  various  losses,  her  own  property  had  for  a  few 
years  past  been  gradually  diminishing,  and  when  she  found 
that  Mabel’s  fortune,  which  she  leaned  upon  as  an  all-power¬ 
ful  prop,  was  swept  away,  it  was  more  than  she  could  bear 
peaceably ;  and  in  a  fit  of  disappointed  rage  she  assailed 
her  son,  reproaching  him  with  bringing  disgrace  upon  the 
family  by  marrying  a  poor,  homely,  sickly  girl,  who  would 
be  for  ever  incurring  expense  without  any  means  of  paying 
it !  For  once,  however,  she  found  her  match,  for  in  good 
round  terms  John  Jr.  bade  her  ‘go  to  grass,’  his  favourite 
point  of  destination  for  his  particular  friends,  at  the  same 
time  saying,  ‘  he  didn’t  care  a  dime  for  Mabel’s  money.  It 
was  you,’  said  he,  ‘  who  kept  your  eye  on  that,  aiding  and 
abetting  the  match,  and  now  that  you  are  so  disappointed, 
I’m  right  heartily  glad  of  it.’ 

‘  But  who  is  going  to  pay  for  her  board  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone.  ‘  You’ve  no  means  of  earning  it,  and  I  hope  you 
don’t  intend  to  sponge  out  of  me,  for  I  think  I’ve  enough 
paupers  on  my  hands  already !’ 

'•Board!'  roared  John  Jr.  in  a  towering  passion.  ‘While 
you  thought  her  rich,  you  gave  no  heed  to  board  or  anything 
else ;  and  since  she  has  become  poor,  I  do  not  think  her 
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appetite  greatly  increased.  You  taunt  me,  too,  with  having 
no  means  of  earning  my  own  living.  Whose  fault  is  it  ? 
— tell  me  that.  Haven’t  you  always  opposed  my  having  a 
profession  ?  Didn’t  you  pet  and  baby  ‘Johnny’  when  a  boy, 
keeping  him  always  at  your  apron-strings,  and  now  that 
he’s  become  a  man,  he’s  not  to  be  turned  adrift.  No, 
madam,  I  shall  stay,  and  Mabel,  too,  just  as  long  as  I  please.’ 

Gaining  no  satisfaction  from  him,  Mrs.  Livingstone  turn¬ 
ed  her  battery  upon  poor  Mabel,  treating  her  with  shameful 
neglect ;  intimating  that  she  was  in  the  way,  that  the  house 
was  full  enough  already,  and  that  she  never  supposed  John 
was  going  to  settle  down  at  home  for  her  to  support ;  that  he 
was  big  euough  to  look  after  himself,  and  if  he  chose  to 
marry  a  wife  who  had  nothing,  why  let  them  go  to  work, 
as  other  folks  did. 

Mabel  listened  in  perfect  amazement,  never  dreaming 
what  was  meant,  for  John  Jr.  had  carefully  kept  from  her 
a  knowledge  of  her  loss,  requesting  his  mother  to  do  the 
same  in  such  decided  terms,  that,  hint  as  strongly  as  she 
pleased,  she  dare  not  to  tell  the  whole,  for  fear  of  the  storm 
which  was  sure  to  follow.  All  this  was  not,  of  course, 
calculated  to  add  to  Mabel’s  comfort,  and  day  by  day  she 
grew  more  and  more  unhappy,  generously  keeping  to  herself, 
however,  the  treatment  which  she  received  from  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone. 

‘  He  will  only  dislike  me  the  more  if  I  complain  to  him  of 
his  mother,’  thought  she ;  so  the  secret  was  kept,  though 
she  could  not  always  repress  the  tears  which  would  start 
when  she  thought  how  wretched  she  was. 

We  believe  we  have  said  elsewhere,  that  if  there  was  any¬ 
thing  particularly  annoying  to  John  Jr.,  it  was  a  sick  or 
crying  woman,  and  now,  when  he  so  often  found  Mabel 
indisposed  or  weeping,  he  grew  more  morose  and  fault-find¬ 
ing,  sometimes  wantonly  accusing  her  of  trying  to  provoke 
him,  when  in  fact,  she  had  used  every  means  in  her  power 
to  conciliate  him.  Again,  conscience-smitten,  he  would 
lay  her  aching  head  upon  his  bosom,  and  tenderly  bathing 
her  throbbing  temples,  would  soothe  her  into  a  quiet  sleep, 
from  which  she  always  awoke  refreshed,  and  in  her  heart 
forgiving  him  for  all  he  had  made  her  suffer.  At  such  times, 
John  would  resolve  never  again  to  treat  her  unkindly,  but 
alas  !  his  resolutions  were  too  easily  broken.  Had  he  married 
Nellie,  a  more  faithful,  affectionate  husband  there  could  not 
have  been.  But  now  it  was  different.  A  withering  blight 
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had  fallen  upon  his  earthly  prospects,  and  forgetting  that  he 
alone  was  to  blame,  he  unjustly  laid  the  fault  upon  his  inno¬ 
cent  wife,  who,  as  far  as  she  was  able  loved  him  as  deeply 
as  Nellie  herself  could  have  done. 

One  morning  about  the  first  of  September,  John  Jr.  re¬ 
ceived  a  note,  informing  him  that  several  of  his  young 
associates  were  going  on  a  three  days’  hunting  excursion, 
in  which  they  wished  him  to  join.  In  the  large,  easy  chair, 
just  before  him,  sat  Mabel,  her  head  supported  by  pillows 
and  saturated  with  camphor,  while  around  her  eyes  were  the 
dark  rings  which  usually  accompanied  her  headaches.  In¬ 
voluntarily  John  Jr.  glanced  towards  her.  Had  it  been 
Nellie,  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world  could  not  have  induced 
him  to  leave  her,  but  Mabel  was  altogether  another  person, 
and  more  for  the  sake  of  seeing  what  she  would  say,  than 
from  any  real  intention  of  going,  he  read  the  note  aloud ; 
then  carelessly  throwing  it  aside,  he  said,  ‘  Ah,  yes,  I’ll  go. 
It’ll  be  rare  fun  camping  out  these  moonlight  nights.’ 

Much  as  she  feared  him,  Mabel  could  not  bear  to  have 
him  out  of  her  sight,  and  now,  at  the  first  intimation  of  his 
leaving  her,  her  lips  began  to  tremble,  while  tears  filled  her 
eyes  and  dropped  upon  her  cheeks.  This  was  enough,  and 
mentally  styling  her  ‘  a  perfect  cry-baby,’  he  resolved  to  go 
at  all  hazards. 

‘  I  don’t  think  you  ought  to  leave  Mabel,  she  feels  so  bad¬ 
ly,’  said  Anna,  who  was  present. 

‘  I  want  to  know  if  little  Anna’s  got  so  she  can  dictate 
me,  too,’  answered  J ohn,  imitating  her  voice,  and  adding, 
that  ‘  he  reckoned  Mabel  would  get  over  her  bad  feelings 
quite  as  well  without  him  as  with  him.’ 

More  for  the  sake  of  opposition  than  because  she  really 
cared,  Carrie,  too,  chimed  in,  saying  that  ‘  he  was  a  pretty 
specimen  of  a  three  months’  husband,’  and  asking  ‘how  he 
ever  expected  to  answer  for  all  of  Mabel’s  tears  and  head¬ 
aches.’ 

‘  Hang  her  tears  and  headaches,’  said  he,  beginning  to 
grow  angry.  ‘  She  can  get  one  up  in  order  any  time,  and 
for  my  part,  I  am  getting  heartily  tired  of  the  sound  of  aches 
and  pains. 

‘  Please  don't  talk  so,’  said  Mabel,  pressing  her  hands  upon 
her  aching  head,  while  ’Lena  sternly  exclaimed,  ‘  Shame  on 
you,  John  Livingstone.  I  am  surprised  at  you,  for  I  did 
suppose  you  had  some  little  feeling  left.’ 

‘Miss  Rivers  can  be  very  eloquent  when  she  chooses, 
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but  I  am  happy  to  say  it  is  entirely  lost  on  me/  said  John, 
leaving  the  room  and  shutting  the  door  with  a  bang,  which 
made  every  one  of  Mabel’s  nerves  quiver  anew. 

‘  What  a  perfect  brute !’  said  Carrie,  while  ’Lena  and  An¬ 
na  drew  nearer  to  Mabel,  the  one  telling  her  ‘  she  would  not 
care,’  and  the  other  silently  pressing  the  little  hand  which 
instinctively  sought  hers,  as  if  sure  of  finding  sympathy. 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Livingstone  came  in,  and  imme¬ 
diately  Carrie  gave  a  detailed  account  of  her  brother’s  con¬ 
duct,  at  the  same  time  referring  her  mother  for  proof  to 
Mabel’s  red  eyes  and  swollen  face. 

‘  I  never  interfere  between  husband  and  wife,’  said  Mrs.  Li¬ 
vingstone,  coolly,  ‘  but  as  a  friend  I  will  give  Mabel  a  bit 
of  advice.  Without  being  at  all  personal,  I  would  say  that 
few  women  have  beauty  enough  to  afford  to  impair  it  by 
eternally  crying,  while  fewer  men  have  patience  enough  to 
bear  with  a  woman  who  is  for  ever  whining  and  complain¬ 
ing,  first  of  this  and  then  of  that.  I  don’t  suppose  that  John 
is  so  much  worse  than  other  people,  and  I  think  he  bears 
up  wonderfully,  considering  his  disappointment.’ 

Here  the  lady  flounced  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  girls 
to  stare  at  each  other  in  silence,  wondering  what  she  meant. 
Since  her  marriage,  Mabel  had  occupied  the  parlour  chamber 
which  connected  with  a  cozy  little  bedroom  and  dressing- 
room  adjoining.  These  had  at  the  time  been  fitted  up  and 
furnished  in  a  style  which  Mrs.  Livingstone  thought  worthy 
of  Mabel’s  wealth,  but  now  that  she  was  poor,  the  case 
was  altered,  and  she  had  long  contemplated  removing  her 
to  more  inferior  quarters.  ‘  She  wasn’t  going  to  give  her  the 
best  room  in  the  house.  No,  indeed,  she  wasn’t — wealing 
out  the  carpets,  soiling  the  furniture,  and  keeping  every¬ 
thing  topsy-turvy. 

She  understood  John  Jr.  well  enough  to  know  that  it 
would  not  do  to  approach  him  on  the  subject ;  so  she  waited, 
determining  to  carry  out  her  plans  the  very  first  time  he 
should  be  absent,  thinking  when  it  was  once  done,  he  would 
submit  quietly.  On  hearing  that  he  had  gone  off  on  a  hunt¬ 
ing  excursion,  she  thought,  ‘  Now  is  my  time/  and  summon¬ 
ing  to  her  assistance  three  or  four  servants,  she  removed 
everything  belonging  to  John  Jr.  and  Mabel,  to  the  small 
and  not  remarkably  convenient  room  which  the  former  had 
occupied  previous  to  his  marriage. 

‘  What  are  you  about  ?’  asked  Anna,  who  chanced  to  pass 
by  and  looked  in. 
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‘  About  my  business,’  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ‘  I’m  not 
going  to  have  my  best  things  all  worn  out,  and  if  this  was 
once  good  enough  for  John  to  sleep  in  it  is  now.’ 

‘  But  will  Mabel  like  it  F  said  Anna,  a  little  suspicious  that 
her  sister-in-law’s  rights  were  being  infringed. 

‘  Nobody  cares  whether  she  is  pleased  or  not,’  said  Mrs. 
Livingstone.  ‘  If  she  don’t  like  it,  all  she  has  to  do  is  to  go 
away.’ 

‘Lasted  jest  about  as  long  as  I  thought  ’twould,’  said 
Aunt  Milly,  when  she  had  heard  what  was  going  on.  ‘  lie 
and  crab-apple  vinegar  won’t  mix,  nohow,  and  if  before  the 
year’s  up  old  miss  don’t  worry  the  life  out  of  that  poor 
little  sickly  critter,  that  looks  now  like  a  picked  chicken, 
my  name  ain’t  Milly  Livingstone. 

The  other  negroes  agreed  with  her.  Constantly  associated 
with  the  family  they  saw  things  as  they  were,  and  while 
Mrs.  Livingstone’s  conduct  was  universally  condemned, 
Mabel  was  a  general  favourite.  After  Mrs.  Livingstone  had 
left  the  room,  Milly,  with  one  or  two  others,  stole  up  to 
reconnoitre. 

‘Now  I  ’clar’  for’t,’  said  Milly,  ‘if  here  ain’t  Marster 
John’s  bootjack,  fish-line,  and  box  of  tobacky,  right  out  in 
far  sight,  and  Miss  Mabel  cornin’  in  here  to  sleep.  ’Pears 
like  some  white  folks  hain’t  no  idee  of  what  ’longs  to  good 
manne.  Here,  Corind,  put  the  jack  in  thar,  the  fish-line 
thar,  the  backy  thar,  and  heave  that  ar  other  trash  out  o’ 
door,’  pointing  to  some  geological  specimens  which  from 
time  to  time  J ohn  Jr.  had  gathered,  and  which  his  mother  had 
not  thought  proper  to  molest. 

Corinda  obeyed,  and  then  Aunt  Milly,  who  really  possessed 
good  taste,  began  to  make  some  alterations  in  the  arrange¬ 
ment  of  the  furniture,  and  under  her  supervision  the  room 
soon  began  to  present  a  more  cheerful  and  inviting  aspect. 

‘  Get  out  with  yer  old  airthen  candlestick,’  said  she,  turn¬ 
ing  up  her  broad  nose  at  the  said  article,  which  stood  upon 
the  stand.  ‘  What’s  them  tall  frosted  ones  in  the  parlour 
chamber  for,  if  ’tain’t  to  use.  Go,  Corind,  and  fetch  ’em.’ 

But  Corinda  did  not  dare,  and  Aunt  Milly  went  hersef, 
taking  the  precaution  to  bring  them  in  the  tongs ,  so  that  in 
the  denouement  she  could  stoutly  deny  having  ever  ‘  tached 
’em,  or  even  had  ’em  in  her  hands !’  (So  much  for  a  subter¬ 
fuge,  where  there  is  no  moral  training.) 

When  Mabel  heard  of  the  change,  she  seemed  for  a  moment 
stupefied.  Had  she  been  consulted,  had  Mrs.  Livingstono 
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frankly  stated  her  reasons  for  wishing  her  to  take  another 
room,  she  would  have  consented  willingly,  but  to  he  thus 
summarily  removed  without  a  shadow  of  warning,  hardly 
came  up  to  her  ideas  of  justice.  Still,  there  was  no  help  for 
it,  and  that  night  the  bride  of  three  months  watered  her 
lone  pillow  with  tears,  never  once  closed  her  eyelids  in  sleep 
until  the  dim  morning  light  came  in  through  the  open  win¬ 
dow,  and  the  tread  of  the  negroes’  feet  was  heard  in  the  yard 
below.  Then,  for  many  hours  the  weary  girl  slumbered  on, 
unconscious  of  the  ill-natured  remarks  which  her  non-ap¬ 
pearance  was  eliciting  from  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  said  ‘it 
was  strange  what  airs  some  people  would  put  on ;  perhaps 
Mrs.  Mabel  fancied  her  breakfast  would  be  sent  into  her 
room,  or  kept  warm  for  her  until  such  time  as  she  chose  to 
appear,  but  she’d  find  herself  mistaken,  for  the  servants  had 
enough  to  do  without  waiting  upon  her,  and  if  she  couldn’t 
get  up  to  breakfast,  why,  she  must  wait  until  dinner  time !’ 

’Lena  and  Milly,  however,  thought  differently.  Softly 
had  the  former  stolen  up  to  her  cousin’s  room,  gazing  pity¬ 
ingly  upon  the  pale,  worn  face,  whose  grieved,  mournful 
expression  told  of  sorrow  which  had  come  all  too  soon. 

‘  Let  her  sleep ;  it  will  do  her  good,’  said  ’Lena,  adjusting 
the  bed-clothes,  and  dropping  the  curtain  so  that  the  sunlight 
should  not  disturb  her,  she  left  the  chamber. 

An  hour  after,  on  entering  the  kitchen,  she  found  Aunt 
Milly  preparing  a  rich  cream  toast,  which,  with  a  cup  of 
fragrant  black  tea,  were  to  be  slily  conveyed  to  Mabel,  who 
was  now  awoke. 

‘  Reckon  thar  don’t  nobody  starve  as  long  as  this  nigger 
rules  the  roost,’  said  Milly,  wiping  one  of  the  silver  tea¬ 
spoons  with  a  comer  of  her  apron,  and  then  placing  it  in 
the  cup  destined  for  Mabel,  who,  not  having  seen  her  break¬ 
fast  prepared,  relished  it  highly,  thinking  the  world  was 
not,  after  all,  so  dark  and  dreary,  for  there  were  yet  a  few 
left  who  cared  for  her. 

Her  headache  of  the  day  before  still  remained,  and  ’Lena 
suggested  that  she  should  stay  in  her  room,  saying  that  she 
would  herself  see  every  necessary  attention  was  paid  to  her. 
This  she  could  the  more  readily  do,  as  Mrs.  Livingstone  had 
gone  to  Versailles  with  her  husband.  That  afternoon,  as 
Mabel  lay  watching  the  drifting  clouds  as  they  passed  and 
repassed  before  the  window,  her  ear  suddenly  caught  the 
sound  of  horses’  feet.  Nearer  and  nearer  they  came,  until 
with  a  cry  of  delight  she  hid  her  face  in  the  pillows,  weeping 
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for  very  joy — for  John  Jr.  had  come  home!  She  could  hot 
be  mistaken,  and  if  there  was  any  lingering  doubt,  it  was 
soon  lost  in  certainty,  for  she  heard  his  voice  in  the  hall  be¬ 
low,  his  footsteps  on  the  stairs.  He  was  coming,  an  unusual 
thing,  to  see  her  first ! 

But  how  did  he  know  she  was  there,  in  his  old  room  F 
He  did  not  know  it ;  he  was  only  coming  to  put  his  rifle  in  its 
accustomed  place,  and  on  seeing  the  chamber  filled  with  the 
various  paraphernalia  of  a  woman’s  toilet,  he  started,  with 
the  exclamation,  ‘  What  the  deuce !  I  reckon  I’ve  got  into 
the  wrong  pew,’  and  was  going  away,  when  Mabel  called  him 
back.  ‘  Meb,  you  here  ?’  said  he.  ‘  You  in  this  little  tucked- 
up  hole,  that  I  always  thought  too  small  for  me  and  my 
traps  ?  What  does  it  mean  ?’ 

Mabel  had  carefully  studied  the  tones  of  her  husband’s 
voice,  and  knowing  from  the  one  he  now  assumed  that  he 
was  not  displeased  with  her,  the  sense  of  injustice  done  by  his 
mother  burst  out,  and  throwing  her  arms  around  his  neck, 
she  told  him  everything  connected  with  her  removal,  asking 
what  his  mother  meant  by  saying,  ‘  she  should  never  get  any¬ 
thing  for  their  board,’  and  begging  him  ‘  to  take  her  away 
where  they  could  live  alone  and  be  happy.’ 

Since  he  had  left  her,  John  Jr.  had  thought  a  great  deal,  the 
result  of  which  was,  that  he  determined  on  returning  home 
much  sooner  than  he  at  first  intended,  promising  himself  to 
treat  Mabel  decently,  and  if  possible  win  back  the  respect  of 
’Lena,  which  he  knew  he  had  lost.  To  his  companions, 
who  urged  him  to  remain,  he  replied  that  ‘  he  had  left  his 
wife  sick,  and  he  could  not  stay  longer.’ 

It  cost  him  a  great  effort  to  say  ‘  my  wife,’  for  never  be¬ 
fore  had  he  so  called  her,  but  he  felt  better  the  moment  he 
had  done  so,  and  bidding  his  young  friends  adieu,  he  started 
for  home  with  th&  same  impetuous  speed  which  usually 
characterized  his  riding.  He  fully  expected  to  meet  Mabel 
in  the  parlour,  and  was  even  revolving  in  his  own  mind 
the  prospect  of  kisssing  her,  providing  ’Lena  were  present. 

*  That’ll  prove  to  her,’  thought  he,  ‘  that  I  am  not  the  harden¬ 
ed  wretch  she  thinks  I  am ;  so  I’ll  do  it,  if  Meb  doesn’t  hap¬ 
pen  to  be  all  bound  up  in  camphor  and  aromatic  vinegar, 
which  I  can’t  endure,  anyway.’ 

Full  of  this  resolution  he  had  hastened  home,  going  first 
into  his  old  room,  where  he  had  come  so  unexpectedly  upon 
Mabel  that  for  a  moment  he  scarcely  knew  what  to  say. 
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By  the  time,  however,  that  she  had  finished  her  story,  his 
mind  was  pretty  well  made  up. 

‘And  so  it’s  mother’s  doings,  hey?’  said  he,  violently 
pulling  the  bell-rope,  and  then  walking  up  and  down  the 
room  until  Corinda  appeared  in  answer  to  his  summons. 

‘  How  many  blacks  are  there  in  the  kitchen  ?’  he  asked. 

‘  Six  or  seven,  besides  Aunt  Polly,’  answered  Corinda. 

‘Very  well.  Tell  every  man  of  them  to  come  up  here, 
quick.’ 

Full  of  wonder  Corinda  departed,  carrying  the  intelli¬ 
gence,  and  adding  ‘  Marster  John  looked  mighty  black  in 
the  face,  and  she  reckoned  some  on  ’em  would  catch  it,’  at 
the  same  time,  for  fear  of  what  might  happen,  secretly  con¬ 
veying  back  to  the  safe  the  piece  of  cake  which,  in  her  mis¬ 
tress’  absence,  she  had  stolen!  Aunt  Milly’s  first  thought 
was  of  the  frosted  candlesticks,  and  by  way  of  impressing 
upon  Corinda  a  sense  of  what  she  might  expect  if  in  any 
way  she  implicated  her,  she  gave  her  a  cuff  in  advance,  bid¬ 
ding  her  ‘bekeerful  how  she  blabbed;’  th6n  heading  the 
sable  group,  she  repaired  to  the  chamber,  where  John  Jr. 
was  awaiting  them. 

Advancing  towards  them,  as  they  appeared  in  the  doorway, 
he  said,  ‘  Take  hold  here,  every  one  of  you,  and  move  these 
things  back  where  they  came  from.’ 

‘  Don’t,  oh  don’t,’  entreated  Mabel,  but  laying  his  hand 
over  her  mouth,  John  Jr.  bade  her  keep  still,  at  the  same  time 
ordering  the  negroes  ‘  to  be  quick.’ 

At  first  the  younger  portion  of  the  blacks  stood  speechless, 
but  Aunt  Milly  comprehending  the  whole  at  once,  and  feeling 
glad  that  her  mistress  had  her  match  in  her  son,  set  to  work 
with  a  right  good  will,  and  when  about  dusk  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  came  home,  she  was  astonished  at  seeing  a  light  in  the 
parlour  chamber,  while  occasionally  she  could  discern  the 
outline  of  a  form  moving  before  the  window.  What  could 
it  mean  ?  Perhaps  they  had  company,  and  springing  from 
the  carriage  she  hastened  into  the  house,  meeting  ’Lena  in 
the  hall,  and  eagerly  asking  who  was  in  the  front  chamber. 

‘I  believe,’  said  ’Lena,  ‘that  my  cousin  is  not  pleased 
with  the  change,  and  has  gone  back  to  the  front  room.’ 

‘The  impudent  thing!’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  ig¬ 
norant  of  her  son’s  return,  and  as  a  matter  of  course  attri¬ 
buting  the  whole  to  Mabel. 

Darting  up  stairs,  she  advanced  towards  the  chamber,  and 
pushing  open  the  door,  stood  face  to  face  with  John  Jr., 
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wlio,  with  hands  crammed  in  his  pockets  and  legs  crossed, 
was  leaning  against  the  mantel,  waiting  and  ready  for  what¬ 
ever  might  occur. 

‘John  Livingstone!’  she  gasped  in  her  surprise. 

‘  That’s  my  name,’  he  returned,  quietly  enjoying  her  look 
of  amazement. 

‘  What  do  you  mean  ?’  she  continued. 

‘  Mean  what  I  say,’  was  his  provoking  answer. 

‘  What  have  you  been  about  ?’  was  her  next  question,  to 
which  he  replied,  ‘  Your  eyesight  is  not  deficient — you  can 
see  for  yourself.’ 

Gaining  no  satisfaction  from  him,  Mrs.  Livingstone  now 
turned  upon  Mabel,  abusing  her  until  J ohn  J r.  sternly  com¬ 
manded  her  to  desist,  bidding  her  ‘  confine  her  remarks  to 
himself,  and  let  his  wife  alone  as  she  was  not  in  the  least  to 
blame.’ 

‘  Your  wife !’  repeated  Mrs.  Livingstone — ‘  very  affection¬ 
ate  you’ve  grown,  all  at  once.  Perhaps  you’ve  forgotten 
that  you  married  her  to  spite«Nellie,  who  you  then  believed 
was  the  bride  of  Mr.  Wilbur,  but  you  surely  remember  how 
you  fainted  when  you  accidentally  learned  your  mistake.’ 

A  cry  from  Mabel,  who  fell  back,  fainting,  among  the  pil¬ 
lows,  prevented  Mrs.  Livingstone  from  any  further  remarks  ; 
and  satisfied  with  the  result  of  her  visit,  she  walked  away, 
while  John  Jr.,  springing  to  the  bedside,  bore  his  young  wife 
to  the  open  window,  hoping  the  cool  night  air  would  revive 
her.  But  she  lay  so  pale  and  motionless  in  his  arms,  her 
head  resting  so  heavily  upon  his  shoulder,  that  with  a  terri¬ 
ble  foreboding  he  laid  her  back  upon  the  bed,  and  rushing  to 
the  door,  shouted  loudly,  ‘  Help — somebody — come  quick — 
Mabel  is  dead,  I  know  she  is.’ 

’Lena  heard  the  cry  and  hastened  to  the  rescue,  starting 
back  when  she  saw  the  marble  whiteness  of  Mabel’s  face. 

‘I  didn’t  kill  her,  ’Lena.  God  knows  I  didn’t.  Poor 
little  Meb,’  said  John  Jr.,  quailing  beneath  ’Lena’s  rebuk¬ 
ing  glance,  and  bending  anxiously  over  the  slight  form  which 
looked  so  much  like  death. 

But  Mabel  was  not  dead.  ’Lena  knew  it  by  the  faint  flut¬ 
tering  of  her  heart ;  and  an  application  of  the  usual  reme¬ 
dies  sufficed,  at  last,  to  restore  her  to  consciousness.  With  a 
long-drawn  sigh  her  eyes  unclosed,  and  looking  earnestly 
Jnto  ’Lena’s  face,  she  said,  ‘Was  it  a  dream,  ’Lena?  Tell 
me,  was  it  all  a  dream  P’ — then,  as  she  observed  her  hus- 
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band,  she  added,  shudderingly,  ‘  No,  no,  not  a  dream.  I  re¬ 
member  it  all  now.  And  I  wish  I  was  dead.’ 

Again  ’Lena’s  rebuking  glance  went  over  to  John  Jr.,  who, 
advancing  nearer  to  Mabel,  gently  laid  his  hand  upon  her 
white  brow,  saying  softly,  ‘Poor,  poor  Meb.’ 

There  was  genuine  pity  in  the  tones  of  his  voice,  and  while 
the  hot  tears  gushed  forth,  the  sick  girl  murmured,  ‘  For¬ 
give  me,  John,  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  didn’t  know  it,  and 
now,  if  you  say  so,  I’ll  go  away,  alone — where  you’ll  never 
see  me  again.’ 

She  comprehended  it  all.  Her  mother-in-law  had  rudely 
torn  away  the  veil,  and  she  saw  why  she  was  there — knew 
why  he  had  sought  her  for  his  wife — understood  all  his  cold¬ 
ness  and  neglect ;  but  she  had  no  word  of  reproach  for  him, 
her  husband,  and  from  the  depths  of  her  crushed  heart  she 
forgave  him,  commiserating  him  as  the  greater  sufferer. 

‘  May  be  I  shall  die,’  she  whispered,  ‘  and  then — ’ 

She  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  neither  was  it  necessary, 
for  John  Jr.  understood  what  she  meant,  and  with  his  con¬ 
science  smiting  him  as  it  did,  he  felt  half  inclined  to  declare, 
with  his  usual  impulsiveness,  that  it  should  never  be ;  but 
the  rash  promise  was  not  made,  and  it  was  far  better  that 
it  should  not  be. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  SHADOW. 

MABEL’S  nerves  had  received  too  great  a  shock  to  rally 
immediately,  and  as  day  after  day  went  by,  she  still  kept 
her  room,  notwithstanding  the  very  pointed  hints  of  her 
mother-in-law  that  ‘she  was  making  believe  for  the  sake 
of  sympathy.’  Why  didn’t  she  get  up  and  go  out  doors — 
anybody  would  be  sick  to  be  flat  on  their  back  day  in  and 
day  out :  or  did  she  think  she  was  spiting  her  by  showing 
what  muss  she  could  keep  the  ‘  best  chamber’  in  if  she  chose  ? 

This  last  was  undoubtedly  the  grand  secret  of  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone’s  dissatisfaction.  Foiled  in  her  efforts  to  dislodge 
them,  she  would  not  yield  without  an  attempt  at  making  Ma¬ 
bel,  at  least,  as  uncomfortable  in  mind  as  possible.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  almost  every  day  when  her  son  was  not  present,  she 
conveyed  from  the  room  some  nice  article  of  furniture,  sub¬ 
stituting  in  its  place  one  of  inferior  quality,  which  was  quite 
good  enough,  she  thought,  for  a  penniless  bride. 
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‘  Pears  like  ole  miss  goin’  to  make  a  clean  finish  of  her  dis 
time,’  said  Aunt  Milly,  who  watched  her  mistress’  daily  de¬ 
predations.  ‘  Ole  Sam  done  got  title  deed  of  her,  sure  enough. 
Ki !  won’t  she  ketch  it  in  t’other  world,  when  lie  done  show 
her  his  cloven  foot,  and  won’t  she  holler  out  for  old  Milly 
to  f otch  her  a  drink  of  water  ?  not  particular  then — drink 
out  of  the  bucket,  gourd-shell,  or  anything ;  but  dis  nigger’ll 
’sign  her  post  in  de  parlour  afore  she’ll  go.’ 

‘  Why,  Milly,’  said  ’Lena,  who  overheard  this  soliloquy, 
‘don’t  you  know  it’s,  wrong  to  indulge  in  such  wicked 
thoughts  ?’ 

‘  Bless  you,  child,’  returned  the  old  negress,  ‘  she  ’sarves 
’em  all  for  treatin’  that  poor,  dear  lamb  so.  I’d  ’nihilate  her 
if  I’s  Miss  Mabel.’ 

‘  No,  no,  Milly,’  said  Aunt  Polly,  who  was  present.  ‘  You 
must  heap  coals  of  fire  on  her  head.’ 

‘  Yes,  yes,  that’s  it — she  orto  have  ’em,’  quickly  respond¬ 
ed  Milly,  thinking  Polly’s  method  of  revenge  the  very  best  in 
the  world,  provided  the  coals. were  ‘  bilin’  hot,’  and  with  this 
reflection  she  started  up  stairs,  with  a  bowl  of  nice,  warm 
gruel  she  had  been  preparing  for  the  invalid. 

Several  times  each  day  Grandma  Nichols  visited  Mabel’s 
room,  always  prescribing  some  new  tea  of  herbs,  whose  heal¬ 
ing  qualities  were  wonderful,  having  effected  cures  in  every 
member  of  Nancy  Sco Vandyke’s  family,  that  lady  herself,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  being  first  included.  And  Aunt  Milly, 
with  the  faithfulness  characteristic  of  her  race,  would  seek 
out  each  new  herb,  uniting  with  it  her  own  simple  prayer 
that  it  might  have  the  desired  effect.  But  all  in  vain,  for 
every  day  Mabel  became  weaker,  while  her  dark  eyes  grew 
larger  and  brighter,  anon  lighting  up  with  joy  as  she  heard 
her  husband’s  footsteps  in  the  hall,  and  again  filling  with 
tears  as  she  glanced  timidly  into  his  face,  and  thought  of  the 
dread  reality. 

‘  May  be  I  shall  die,’  was  more  than  once  murmured  in 
her  sleep,  and  John  Jr.,  as  often  as  he  heard  those  words, 
would  press  her  burning  hands,  and  mentally  reply,  ‘  Poor 
little  Meb.’ 

And  all  this  time  no  one  thought  to  call  a  physician,  until 
Mr.  Livingstone  himself  at  last  suggested  it.  At  first  he  felt 
no  interest  whatever  in  his  daughter-in-law,  but  with  him 
force  of  habit  was  everything,  and  when  she  no  longer  came 
among  them,  he  missed  her — missed  her  languid  steps  upon 
the  stairs  and  her  childish  voice  in  the  parlour.  At  last  it 
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one  day  occurred  to  him  to  visit  her.  She  was  sleeping 
when  he  entered  the  room,  hut  he  could  see  there  had  been  a 
fearful  change  since  last  he  looked  upon  her,  and  without 
a  word  concerning  his  intentions,  he  walked  to  the  kitchen, 
ordering  one  of  his  servants  to  start  forthwith  for  the  physi¬ 
cian,  whose  residence  was  a  few  miles  distant. 

Mrs.  Livingstone  was  in  the  front  parlour  when  he  re¬ 
turned,  in  company  with  Doctor  Gordon,  and  immediately 
her  avaricious  spirit  asked  who  would  pay  the  bill,  and  why 
was  he  sent  for.  Mabel  did  not  need  him — she  was  only 
babyish  and  spleeny — and  so  she  told  the  physician,  who, 
however,  did  not  agree  with  her.  He  did  not  say  that  Mabel 
would  die,  but  he  thought  so,  for  his  experienced  eye  saw 
in  her  infallible  signs  of  the  disease  which  had  stricken  down 
both  her  parents,  and  to  which,  from  her  birth,  she  had  been 
a  prey.  Mabel  guessed  as  much  from  his  manner,  and  when 
again  he  visited  her,  she  asked  him  plainly  what  he  thought. 

She  was  young — a  bride — surrounded  apparently  by  every¬ 
thing  which  could  make  her  happy,  and  the  physician  hesi¬ 
tated,  answering  her  evasively,  until  she  said,  ‘  Do  not  fear 
to  tell  me  truly,  for  I  want  to  die.  Oh,  I  long  to  die,’  she 
continued,  passionately  clasping  her  thin  white  hands  to¬ 
gether. 

‘  That  is  an  unusual  wish  in  one  so  young,’  answered  the 
physician,  ‘  but  to  be  plain  with  you,  Mrs.  Livingstone,  I 
think  consumption  too  deeply  seated  to  admit  of  your  re¬ 
covery.  You  may  be  better,  but  never  well.  Your  disease  is 
hereditary,  and  has  been  coming  on  too  long/ 

‘  It  is  well,’  was  Mabel’s  only  answer,  as  she  turned  wearily 
upon  her  side,  and  hid  her  face  in  the  pillows. 

For  a  long  time  she  lay  there,  thinking,  weeping,  and 
thinking  again,  of  the  noisome  grave  through  which  she 
must  pass,  and  from  which  she  instinctively  shrank,  it  was 
so  dark,  so  cold,  and  dreary.  But  Mabel  had  trusted  in  One 
who  she  knew  would  go  with  her  down  into  the  lonely  valley 
— whose  arm  she  felt  would  uphold  her  as  she  crossed  the 
dark,  rolling  stream  of  death ;  and  as  if  her  frail  bark  were 
already  safely  moored  upon  the  shores  of  the  eternal  river, 
she  looked  back  dreamily  upon  the  world  she  had  left,  and 
as  she  saw  what  she  felt  would  surely  be,  she  again  murmur¬ 
ed  through  her  tears,  ‘  It  is  well.’ 

That  night,  when  John  Jr.  came  up  to  his  room,  he  ap¬ 
peared  somewhat  moody  and  cross,  barely  speaking  to  Ma¬ 
bel,  and  then  walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  the  heavy 
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tread  which  always  indicated  a  storm  within.  He  had  that 
day  been  to  Frankfort,  hearing  that  Nellie  was  really  com¬ 
ing  home  very  soon — very  possibly  she  was  now  on  her  way. 
Of  course  she  would  visit  Mabel,  when  she  heard  she  was 
sick,  and  of  course  he  must  meet  her  face  to  face,  must  stand 
with  her  at  the  bedside  of  his  wife,  and  that  wife  Mabel. 
In  his  heart  he  did  not  accuse  the  latter  of  feigning  her  ill¬ 
ness,  but  he  wished  she  would  get  well  faster,  so  that  Nellie 
need  not  feel  obliged  to  visit  her.  She  could  at  least  make 
an  effort — a  great  deal  depended  upon  that — and  she  had 
now  been  confined  to  her  room  three  or  four  weeks. 

Thus  he  reflected  as  he  walked,  and  at  last  his  thoughts 
formed  themselves  into  words.  Stopping  short  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  he  said  abruptly,  and  without  looking  her  in  the 
face,  ‘  How  do  you  feel  to-night  ?’ 

The  stifled  cough  which  Mabel  tried  to  suppress  because 
it  was  offensive  to  him,  brought  a  scowl  to  his  forehead,  and 
in  imagination  he  anticipated  her  answer.  ‘  I  do  not  think 
I  am  any  better.' 

*  And  I  don’t  believe  you  try  to  be,’  sprang  to  his  lips,  but 
its  utterance  was  prevented  by  a  glance  at  her  face,  which 
by  the  flickering  lamplight  looked  whiter  than  ever. 

‘  Nellie  is  coming  home  in  a  few  weeks,’  he  said  at  length, 
with  his  usual  precipitancy. 

’Twas  the  first  time  Mabel  had  heard  that  name  since  the 
night  when  her  mother-in-law  had  rang  it  in  her  ears,  and 
now  she  started  so  quickly,  that  the  offending  cough  could 
not  be  forced  back,  and  the  coughing  fit  which  followed  was 
so  violent  that  John  Jr.,  as  he  held  the  bowl  to  her  quiver¬ 
ing  lips,  saw  that  what  she  had  raised  was  streaked  with 
blood.  But  he  was  unused  to  sickness,  and  he  gave  it  no 
farther  thought,  resuming  the  conversation  as  soon  as  she 
became  quiet. 

‘  To  be  plain,  Meb,’  said  he,  ‘  I  want  you  to  hurry  and  get 
well  before  Nellie  comes — for  if  you  are  sick  she’ll  feel  in 
duty  bound  to  visit  you,  and  I’d  rather  face  a  loaded  cannon 
than  her.’ 

Mabel  was  too  much  exhausted  to  answer  immediately, 
and  she  lay  so  long  with  her  eyes  closed  that  John  Jr.,  grow¬ 
ing  impatient,  said,  ‘  Are  you  asleep,  Meb  ?’ 

‘  No,  no,’  said  she,  at  the  same  time  requesting  him  to 
take  the  vacant  chair  by  her  side,  as  she  wished  to  talk 
with  him. 

John  Jr.  hated  to  be  talked  to,  particularly  by  her,  for  he 
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felt  that  she  had  much  cause  to  reproach  him ;  hut  she  did 
not,  and  as  she  proceeded,  his  heart  melted  towards  her  in 
a  manner  which  he  had  never  thought  possible.  Very  gently 
she  spoke  of  her  approaching  end  as  sure. 

‘  You  ask  me  to  make  haste  and  be  well,’  said  she,  ‘  but  it 
cannot  be.  I  shall  never  go  out  into  the  bright  sunshine 
again,  never  join  you  in  the  parlour  below,  and  before  the 
cold  winds  of  winter  are  blowing,  I  shall  be  dead.  I  hope 
I  shall  live  until  Nellie  comes,  for  I  must  see  her.  I  must 
make  it  right  between  her  and  you.  I  must  tell  her  to  for¬ 
give  you  for  marrying  me  when  you  loved  only  her ;  and  she 
will  listen — she  won’t  refuse  me,  and  when  I  am  gone  you’ll 
be  happy  together.’ 

John  Jr.  did  not  speak,  but  the  little  hand  which  nervous¬ 
ly  moved  towards  him  was  met  more  than  half-way,  and 
thus  strengthened,  Mabel  continued ;  ‘  You  must  sometimes 
think  and  speak  of  Mabel  when  she  is  dead.  I  do  not  ask 
you  to  call  me  wife.  I  do  not  wish  it,  but  you  must  forget 
how  wretched  I  have  made  you,  for  oh,  I  did  not  mean  it,  and 
had  I  sooner  known  what  I  do  now,  I  would  have  died  ere 
I  had  caused  you  one  pang  of  sorrow.’ 

Afterwards,  when  it  was  too  late,  John  Jr.  would  have 
given  worlds  to  recall  that  moment,  that  he  might  tell  the 
broken-hearted  girl  how  bitterly  he,  too,  repented  of  all  the 
wrong  he  had  done  her ;  but  he  did  not  say  so  then — he  could 
only  listen,  while  he  mentally  resolved  that  if  Mabel  were 
indeed  about  to  die,  he  would  make  the  remainder  of  her 
short  life  happy,  and  thus  atone,  as  far  as  possible,  for  the 
past.  But  alas  for  John  Jr.,  his  resolutions  were  easily 
broken,  and  as  days  and  weeks  went  by,  and  there  was  no 
perceptible  change  in  her,  he  grew  weary  of  well-doing,  ab¬ 
senting  himself  whole  days  from  the  sick-room,  and  at  night 
rather  unwillingly  resuming  his  post  as  watcher,  for  Mabel 
would  have  no  one  else. 

Since  Mabel’s  illness  he  had  occupied  the  little  room  ad¬ 
joining  hers,  and  often  when  in  the  still  night  he  lay  awake, 
watching  the  shadow  which  the  lamp  cast  upon  the  wall,  and 
thinking  of  her  for  whom  the  light  was  constantly  kept 
burning,  his  conscience  would  smite  him  terribly,  and  rising 
up,  he  would  steal  softly  to  her  bedside,  to  see  if  she  were 
sleeping  quietly.  But  anon  he  grew  weary  of  this,  too ;  the 
shadow  on  the  wall  troubled  him ;  it  kept  him  awake ;  it 
was  a  continual  reproach,  and  he  must  be  rid  of  it,  some¬ 
how.  He  tried  the  experiment  of  closing  his  door,  but 
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Mabel  knew  the  moment  he  attempted  it,  and  he  could  not 
refuse  her  when  she  asked  him  to  leave  it  open. 

John  Jr.  grew  restless,  fidgety,  and  nervous.  Why  need  the 
lamp  be  kept  burning  ?  He  could  light  it  when  necessary ; 
or  why  need  he  sleep  there,  when  some  one  else  would  do  as 
well  P  He  thought  of  ’Lena — she  was  just  the  one,  and  the 
next  day  he  would  speak  to  her.  To  his  great  joy  she 
consented  to  relieve  him  awhile,  provided  Mabel  were  wil¬ 
ling  ;  but  she  was  not,  and  John  Jr.  was  forced  to  submit. 
He  was  not  accustomed  to  restraint,  and  every  night 
matters  grew  worse  and  worse.  The  shadow  annoyed  him 
exceedingly.  If  he  slept,  he  dreamed  that  it  kept  a  glimmer¬ 
ing  watch  over  him,  and  when  he  awoke,  he,  in  turn,  watch¬ 
ed  over  that,  until  the  misty  daylight  came  to  dissipate  the 
phantom. 

About  this  time  several  families  from  Frankfort  started 
for  New  Orleans,  where  they  were  wont  to  spend  the 
winter,  and  irresistibly,  John  Jr.  became  possessed  of  a  desire 
to  visit  that  city,  too.  Mabel  would  undoubtedly  live  until 
spring,  now  that  the  trying  part  of  autumn  was  past,  and 
there  could  be  no  harm  in  his  leaving  her  for  awhile,  when 
he  so  much  needed  rest.  Accordingly,  ’Lena  was  one  day 
surprised  by  his  announcing  his  intended  trip. 

‘  But  you  cannot  be  in  earnest,’  she  said ;  ‘  you  surely  will 
not  leave  Mabel  now.’ 

‘And  why  not?’  he  asked.  ‘She  doesn’t  grow  any 
worse,  and  won’t  until  spring,  and  this  close  confinement 
is  absolutely  killing  me  !  Why,  I’ve  lost  six  pounds  in  six 
months,  and  you’ll  see  to  her,  I  know  you  will.  You’re  a 
good  girl,  and  I  like  you,  if  I  did  get  angry  with  you  weeks 
ago  when  I  went  a  hunting.’ 

’Lena  knew  he  ought  not  to  go,  and  she  tried  hard  to 
convince  him  of  the  fact,  telling  him  how  much  pleasure 
she  had  felt  in  observing  his  improved  manner  toward  Mabel, 
and  that  he  must  not  spoil  it  now. 

‘  It’s  no  use  talking,’  said  he.  ‘  I’m  bent  on  going  some¬ 
where.  I’ve  tried  to  be  good,  I  know,  but  the  fact  is,  I  can’t 
put  it  off.  I  must  certainly  go.  I  shan’t  tell  Meb  till  just 
before  I  start,  for  I  hate  scenes.’ 

‘  And  suppose  she  dies  while  you  are  gone  ?’  asked  ’Lena. 

John  was  beginning  to  grow  impatient,  for  he  knew  he 
was  wrong,  and  rather  tartly  he  answered,  as  he  left  the 
room,  ‘  Give  her  a  decent  burial,  and  present  the  bill  to  mo¬ 
ther!’ 
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The  next  morning,  as  ’Lena  sat  alone  with  Mabel,  John 
Jr.  entered,  dressed  and  ready  for  his  journey.  But  he 
found  it  harder  telling  his  wife  than  he  had  anticipated. 
She  looked  unusually  pale  this  morning.  The  sallowness  of 
her  complexion  was  all  gone,  and  on  either  cheek  there 
burned  a  round,  bright  spot.  ’Lena  had  just  been  arranging 
her  thick,  glossy  hair,  and  now,  wholly  exhausted,  she  re¬ 
clined  upon  her  pillows,  while  her  large  black  eyes,  unna¬ 
turally  bright,  sparkled  with  joy  at  her  husband.  But  they 
quickly  filled  with  tears  when  he  told  her  that  he  was  going 
away,  and  had  come  to  say  good-bye. 

‘  It’s  only  to  New  Orleans  and  back,’  he  said,  as  he  saw 
her  changing  face.  ‘  I  shan’t  be  gone  long,  and  ’Lena  will 
take  care  of  you  a  heap  better  than  I  can.’ 

‘  It  isn’t  that,’  answered  Mabel,  wiping  her  tears  away. 
‘  Don’t  go,  John.  Wait  a  little  while.  I’m  sure  it  won’t  be 
long. 

‘  You  are  nervous,’  said  he,  playfully  tapping  her  white 
cheek.  ‘  You’re  not  going  to  die.  You’ll  live  to  be  grand¬ 
mother  yet,  who  knows  F  But  I  must  be  off  or  lose  the 
train.  Good-by,  little  Meb,’  grasping  her  hand,  ‘  Good-bye, 
’Lena.  I’ll  bring  you  both  something  nice — good-bye.’ 

When  she  saw  that  he  was  going,  Mabel  asked  him  to  come 
back  to  her  bedside  just  for  one  moment.  He  could  not 
refuse,  and  winding  her  long,  emaciated  arms  around  his 
neck,  she  whispered,  ‘  Kiss  me  once  before  you  go.  I  shall 
never  ask  it  again,  and  ’twill  make  me  happier  when  you 
are  gone.' 

‘  A  dozen  times,  if  you  like,’  said  he,  giving  her  the  only 
husband’s  kiss  she  had  ever  received. 

For  a  moment  longer  she  detained  him,  while  she  prayed 
silently  for  heaven’s  blessing  on  his  wayward  head,  and 
then  releasing  him  she  bade  him  go.  Had  he  known  of  all 
that  was  to  follow,  he  would  not  have  left  her,  but  he  believ¬ 
ed  as  he  said  that  she  would  survive  the  winter,  and  with 
one  more  kiss  upon  her  brow,  where  the  perspiration  was 
standing  thickly,  he  departed.  The  window  of  Mabel’s  room 
commanded  a  view  of  the  turnpike,  and  when  the  sound  of 
horses’  feet  was  heard  on  the  lawn,  she  requested  ’Lena  to 
lead  her  to  the  window,  where  she  stood  watching  him  until 
a  turn  of  the  road  hid  him  from  her  sight. 

‘  ’Tis  the  last  time,’  said  she,  ‘  and  he  will  never  want  you 
to  tell  her  how  it  all  happened,  and  that  she  know  how 
much  this  parting  cost  me.’ 
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That  night,  as  they  were  alone  in  the  gathering  twilight, 
Mabel  said,  ‘If  I  die  before  Nellie  comes  I  must  forgive 
him,  for  he  was  not  to  blame.’ 

‘  I  do  not  understand  you,’  said  ’Lena,  and  then,  in  broken 
sentences,  Mabel  told  what  her  mother-in-law  had  said,  and 
how  terribly  J ohn  was  deceived.  ‘  Of  course  he  couldn’t 
love  me  after  that,’  said  she,  ‘  and  it’s  right  that  I  should 
die.  He  and  Nellie  were  made  for  each  other,  and  if  the 
inhabitants  of  heaven  are  allowed  to  watch  over  those 
they  loved  on  earth,  I  will  ask  to  be  always  near  them.  You 
will  tell  her,  won’t  you  ?’ 

’Lena  promised,  adding  that  she  thought  Mabel  would 
see  Nellie  herself  as  she  was  to  sail  from  Liverpool  the 
20th,  and  a  few  days  proved  her  conjecture  correct.  Enter¬ 
ing  Mabel’s  room  one  morning  about  a  week  after  John’s  de¬ 
parture,  she  brought  the  glad  news  that  Nellie  had  returned, 
and  would  be  with  them  to-morrow. 

The  next  day  Nellie  came,  but  she,  too,  was  changed. 
The  roundness  of  her  form  and  face  was  gone ;  the  rose  had 
faded  from  her  cheek,  and  her  footsteps  were  no  longer 
light  and  bounding  as  of  old.  She  knew  of  John  Jr.’s  ab¬ 
sence  or  she  would  not  have  come,  for  she  could  not  meet 
him  face  to  face.  She  had  heard,  too,  of  his  treatment  of 
Mabel,  and  while  she  felt  indignant  towards  him,  she  freely 
forgave  his  innocent  wife,  who  she  felt  had  been  more  sinned 
against  than  sinning. 

With  a  faint  cry  Mabel  started  from  her  pillow,  and  bury¬ 
ing  her  face  on  Nellie’s  neck,  wept  like  a  child.  ‘  You  do 
not  hate  me,’  she  said  at  last,  ‘  or  you  would  not  have  come 
so  soon.’ 

‘  Hate  you  ? — no,’  answered  Nellie.  *  I  have  no  cause  for 
hating  you.’ 

‘  And  you  will  stay  with  me  until  I  die — until  he  comes 
home — and  forgive  him,  too,’  Mabel  continued. 

‘  I  can  promise  the  first,  but  the  latter  is  harder,’  said  Nel¬ 
lie,  her  cheeks  burning  with  anger  as  she  gazed  on  the 
wreck  before  her.’ 

‘  But  you  must,  you  will,’  exclaimed  Mabel,  rapidly  telling 
all  she  knew  ;  then  falling  back  upon  the  pillow,  she  added, 
‘  You’ll  forgive  him  now.’ 

As  time  passed  on,  Mabel  grew  weaker  and  weaker, 
clinging  closer  to  Nellie  as  she  felt  the  dark  shadow  of  death 
creeping  gradually  over  her. 
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‘  If  he’d  only  come,’  she  would  say,  ‘  and  I  could  place 
your  hand  in  his  before  I  died.’ 

But  it  was  not  to  be.  Day  after  day  John  Jr.  lingered, 
dreading  to  return,  for  he  knew  Nellie  was  there,  and  he 
could  not  meet  her,  he  thought,  at  the  bedside  of  Mabel. 
So  he  tarried  until  a  letter  from  ’Lena,  which  said  that  Ma¬ 
bel  would  die,  decided  him,  and  rather  reluctantly  he  started 
homeward.  Meantime  Mabel,  who  knew  nothing  of  her 
loss,  conceived  the  generous  idea  of  willing  all  her  posses¬ 
sions  to  her  recreant  husband. 

‘  Perhaps  he’ll  think  more  kindly  of  me,’  said  she  to  his  fa¬ 
ther,  to  whom  she  first  communicated  he  r  plan,  and  Mr. 
Livingstone  felt  that  he  could  not  undeceive  her. 

Accordingly,  a  lawyer  was  summoned  from  Frankfort, 
and  the  will  was  duly  drawn  up,  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered 
into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Livingstone,  whose  wife,  with  a  mock¬ 
ing  laugh,  bade  him  ‘  guard  it  carefully,  it  was  so  valuable.’ 

‘  It  shows  her  goodness  of  heart,  at  least,’  said  he ;  and 
possibly  Mrs.  Livingstone  thought  so,  too,  for  from  that 
time  her  manner  softened  greatly  toward  her  daughter-in- 
law. 

*  *  *  # 

It  was  midnight  at  Maple  Grove.  On  the  table,  in  its 
accustomed  place,  the  lamp  was  burning  dimly,  casting 
the  shadow  upon  the  wall,  whilst  over  the  whole  room  a 
darker  shadow  was  brooding.  The  window  was  open,  and 
the  cool  night  air  came  softly  in,  lifting  the  masses  of 
raven  hair  from  off  the  pale  brow  of  the  dying.  Tenderly 
above  her  Nellie  and  ’Lena  were  bending.  They  had 
watched  by  her  many  a  night,  and  now  she  asked  them 
not  to  leave  her,  not  to  disturb  a  single  one — she  would  ra¬ 
ther  die  alone. 

The  sound  of  horses’  hoofs  rang  out  on  the  still  air,  but 
she  did  not  heed  it.  Nearer  and  nearer  it  came,  over  the 
lawn,  up  the  gravelled  walk,  through  the  yard,  and  Nellie’s 
face  blanched  to  an  unnatural  whiteness  as  she  thought 
who  that  midnight  rider  was.  Arrived  in  Frankfort  only 
an  hour  before,  he  had  hastened  forward,  impelled  by  a 
something  he  could  not  resist.  From  afar  he  had  caught  the 
glimmering  light,  and  he  felt  he  was  not  too  late.  He  knew 
how  to  enter  the  house,  and  on  through  the  wide  hall  and 
up  the  broad  staircase  he  came,  until  he  stood  in  the  cham¬ 
ber  where,  before  him,  another  guest  had  entered,  whose 
name  was  Death ! 
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Face  to  face  he  stood  with  Nellie  Douglass,  and  between 
them  lay  his  wife — her  rival — the  white  hands  folded  meekly 
upon  her  bosom,  and  the  pale  lips  just  as  they  had  breathed 
a  prayer  for  him. 

‘  Mabel !  She  is  dead !’  was  all  he  uttered,  and  falling 
upon  his  knees,  he  buried  his  face  in  the  pillow,  while  half 
scornfully,  half  pityingly,  Nellie  gazed  upon  him. 

There  was  much  of  bitterness  in  her  heart  towards  him, 
not  for  the  wrong  he  had  done  her,  but  for  the  sake  of  the 
young  girl,  now  passed  for  ever  away.  ’Lena  felt  differently. 
His  silent  grief  conquered  all  resentment,  and  going  to  his 
side  she  told  him  how  peacefully  Mabel  had  died — how  to 
the  last  she  had  loved  and  remembered  him,  praying  that  he 
might  be  happy  when  she  was  gone. 

‘  Poor  little  Meb,  she  deserved  a  better  fate,’  was  all  he 
said,  as  he  continued  his  kneeling  posture,  until  the  family 
and  servants,  whom  Nellie  had  summoned,  came  crowding 
around,  the  cries  of  the  latter  grating  on  the  ear,  and  seem¬ 
ing  sadly  out  of  place  for  her  whose  short  life  had  been  so 
dreary,  and  who  had  welcomed  death  as  a  release  from  all 
her  pain. 

It  was  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  wish  that  Mabel,  should  be  ar¬ 
rayed  in  her  bridal  robes,  but  with  a  shudder  at  the  idle 
mockery,  John  Jr.  answered,  ‘  No and  in  a  plain  white 
muslin,  her  shining  hair  arrayed  as  she  was  wont  to  wear  it, 
they  placed  her  in  her  coffin,  and  on  a  sunny  slope  where  the 
golden  sunlight  and  the  pale  moonbeams  latest  fell,  and  where 
in  spring  the  bright  green  grass  and  sweet  wild  flowers  are 
earliest  seen,  they  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

That  night,  when  all  around  was  still,  John  Jr.  lay  musing 
sadly  of  the  past.  His  affection  for  Mabel  had  been  slight 
and  variable,  but  now  that  she  was  gone,  he  missed  her. 
The  large,  easy  chair,  with  its  cushions  and  pillows,  was 
empty,  and  as  he  thought  of  the  pale,  dark  face  and  aching 
head  he  had  so  often  seen  reclining  there,  and  which  he  would 
never  see  again,  he  groaned  in  bitterness  of  spirit,  for  well 
he  knew  that  he  had  helped  to  break  that  heart  now  lying 
cold  and  still  beneath  the  coffin-lid.  There  was  no  shadow 
on  the  wall,  for  the  lamp  had  gone  out  with  the  young  life 
for  whom  it  had  been  kept  burning,  but  many  a  shadow  lay 
dark  and  heavy  across  his  heart. 

With  the  sun-setting  a  driving  rain  had  come  on,  and  as 
the  November  wind  went  howling  past  the  window,  and  the 
large  drops  beat  against  the  casement,  he  thought  of  the 
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lonesome  little  grave  on  which  that  rain  was  falling ;  and 
shuddering,  he  hid  his  face  in  the  pillows,  asking  to  be  for¬ 
given,  for  he  knew  that  all  too  soon  that  grave  was  made, 
and  he  had  helped  to  make  it.  At  last,  long  after  the  clock 
had  told  the  hour  of  midnight,  he  arose,  and  lighting  the 
lamp  which  many  a  weary  night  had  burned  for  her,  he 
placed  it  where  the  shadow  would  fall  upon  the  wall  as  it  had 
done  of  old.  It  was  no  longer  a  phantom  to  annoy  him,  and 
soothed  by  its  presence,  he  fell  asleep,  dreaming  that  Mabel 
had  come  back  to  bring  him  her  forgiveness,  but  when  he 
essayed  to  touch  her,  she  vanished  from  his  sight,  and 
there  was  nothing  left  save  that  shadow  on  the  wall. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

MRS.  GRAHAM’S  RETURN. 

MR  and  Mrs.  Graham  had  returned  to  Woodlawn,  the  for¬ 
mer  remaining  but  a  day  and  night,  and  then,  with¬ 
out  once  seeing  ’Lena,  departing  for  Europe,  where  business, 
either  fancied  or  real,  called  him.  Often,  when  lying 
weary  and  sick  at  Havana,  had  he  resolved  on  revealing 
to  his  wife  the  secret  which  he  felt  was  wearing  his  life 
away,  but  the  cowardice  of  his  nature  seemed  increased  by 
physical  weakness,  and  from  time  to  time  was  the  disclosure 
postponed,  while  the  chain  of  evidence  was  fearfully  length¬ 
ening  around  poor  ’Lena,  to  whom  Mrs.  Graham  had  trans¬ 
ferred.  the  entire  weight  of  her  displeasure. 

Loving  her  husband  as  well  as  such  as  she  could  love,  she 
was  ever  ready  to  forgive  when  she  saw  any  indications  of 
reform  on  his  part,  and  as  during  all  their  journey  he  had 
never  once  given  her  cause  for  offence,  she  began  to  attri¬ 
bute  his  former  delinquencies  wholly  to  ’Lena ;  and  when 
he  proposed  a  tour  to  Europe  she  readily  sanctioned  it, 
hoping  that  time  and  absence  would  remove  from  his  mind 
all  thoughts  of  the  beautiful  girl,  who  she  thought  was  her 
rival.  Still,  though  she  would  not  confess  it,  in  her  heart  she 
did  not  believe  ’Lena  guilty,  except  so  far  as  a  desire  to 
attract  Mr.  Graham’s  attention  would  make  her  so. 

For  this  belief  she  had  a  good  and  potent  reason.  The 
daguerreotype  which  had  caused  so  much  trouble  was  still  in 
her  possession,  guarded  carefully  from  her  husband,  who 
never  suspecting  the  truth,  supposed  he  had  lost  it.  Fre- 
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quently  had  Mrs.  Graham  examined  the  picture,  each  time 
discovering  some  point  of  difference  between  it  and  its  sup¬ 
posed  original.  Still  she  never  for  a  moment  doubted  that 
it  was  ’Lena,  until  an  event  occurred  which  convinced  her 
of  the  contrary,  leaving  her,  meantime,  more  mystified  than 
ever. 

On  their  way  home  from  Havana,  Mr.  Graham  had  pro¬ 
posed  stopping  a  day  at  Cincinnatti,  taking  rooms  at  the 
Burnet  House,  where  the  first  individual  whom  they  saw 
at  the  table  was  our  old  acquaintance,  Joel  Slocum.  Not 
finding  his  business  as  profitable  in  Lexington  as  he  could 
wish,  he  had  recently  removed  to  Cincinnatti.  Here  his  as¬ 
piring  mind  had  prompted  him  to  board  at  the  Burnet 
House,  until  he’d  seen  the  ‘  Ohio  elephant,’  when  he  intended 
retiring  to  one  of  the  cheaper  boarding-houses.  The  mo¬ 
ment  he  saw  Mr.  Graham,  a  grin  of  recognition  became  visi¬ 
ble  on  his  face,  bringing  to  view  a  row  of  very  long  and 
very  yellow  teeth,  apparently  unacquainted  with  the  use  of 
either  water  or  brush. 

‘  Who  is  that  loafer  who  seems  to  know  you  ?’  asked 
Mrs.  Graham,  directing  her  husband’s  attention  towards 

Joel. 

Mr.  Graham  replied  that  ‘  he  had  once  seen  him  in  Lex¬ 
ington,  and  that  he  took  daguerreotypes.’ 

The  moment  dinner  was  over,  Joel  came  forward,  going 
through  with  one  of  his  wonderful  bows,  and  exclaiming, 
with  his  peculiar  nasal  twang,  ‘  Now  you  don’t  say  this  is 
you.  And  this  is  your  old  woman,  I  s’pose.  Miss  Graham, 
how-dy-du?  Darned  if  you  don’t  look  like  Aunt  Nancy, 
only  she’s  lean  and  you  are  squatty.  S’posin’  you  give  mo 
a  call  and  get  your  picters  taken.  I  didn’t  get  an  all- 
killin’  sight  of  practice  in  Lexington,  for  the  plaguy  green¬ 
horns  didn’t  know  enough  to  patternize  me,  and  ’taint  a  tar¬ 
nation  sight  better  here ;  but  you,’  turning  to  Mr.  Graham, 

*  employed  me  once,  and  pretended  to  be  suited.’ 

Mr.  Graham  turned  scarlet,  and  saying  something  in  an 
undertone  to  Joel,  gave  his  wife  his  arm,  leading  her  to 
their  room,  where  he  made  an  excuse  for  leaving  her  awhile. 
Looking  from  the  window  a  moment  after,  Mrs.  Graham  saw 
him  walking  down  the  street  in  close  conversation  with  J oel, 
who,  by  the  way  of  showing  his  importance,  lifted  his  white 
beaver  to  almost  every  man  he  met.  Instantly  her  curiosity 
was  roused,  and  when  her  husband  returned,  every  motion 
of  his  was  narrowly  watched,  the  espionage  resulting  in  the 
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conviction  that  there  was  something  in  his  possession  which 
he  did  not  wish  her  to  see.  Once,  when  she  came  unexpect¬ 
edly  upon  him,  he  hastily  thrust  something  into  his  pocket, 
appearing  so  much  confused  that  she  resolved  to  ferret 
out  the  secret. 

Accordingly,  that  night,  when  assured  by  his  heavy 
breathing  that  he  was  asleep,  she  crept  softly  from  his  side, 
and  rumaging  his  pockets,  found  a  daguerreotype,  which 
by  the  full  moonlight  she  saw  was  a  facsimile  of  the  one 
she  had  in  her  possession.  The  arrangement  of  the  hair — 
everything — was  the  same  and  utterly  confounded,  she 
stood  gazing  first  at  one  and  then  at  the  other,  wonder¬ 
ing  what  it  meant.  Could  ’Lena  be  in  the  city?  She 
thought  not,  and  even  if  she  were,  the  last  daguerreotype 
was  not  so  much  like  her,  she  fancied,  as  the  first.  At  all 
events,  she  did  not  dare  to  secrete  it  as  she  had  done  its 
companion,  and  stealthily  returning  it  to  its  place,  she  crept 
back  to  bed. 

The  next  night  they  reached  Woodlawn,  where  they 
learned  that  Mabel  was  buried  that  day.  Of  course,  ’Lena 
could  not  have  been  absent  from  home.  Mrs.  Graham 
felt  convinced  of  that,  and  gradually  the  conviction  came 
upon  her  that  another  than  ’Lena  was  the  original  of  the 
daguerreotypes.  And  yet  she  was  not  generous  enough  to 
tell  Durward  so.  She  knew  he  was  deceived — she  wished 
him  to  remain  so — and  to  effect  it,  she  refrained  from  seek¬ 
ing  an  explanation  from  her  husband,  fearing  lest  ’Lena 
should  be  proved  innocent.  Her  husband  knew  there  was  a 
misunderstanding  between  Durward  and  ’Lena,  and  if  she 
were  to  ask  him  about  the  pictures,  he  would,  she  thought, 
at  once  suspect  the  cause  of  that  misunderstanding,  and  as 
a  matter  of  course,  exonerate  ’Lena  from  all  blame.  The 
consequence  of  this  she  foresaw,  and  therefore  she  resolved 
upon  keeping  her  own  counsel,  satisfied  in  the  end  she  pre¬ 
vented  Durward  from  making  ’Lena  his  wife. 

To  effect  this,  she  endeavoured,  during  the  winter,  to 
keep  the  matter  almost  constantly  before  Durward’s  mind, 
frequently  referring  to  ’Lena’s  agitation  when  she  first 
learned  that  Mr.  Graham  had  started  for  Europe.  She  had 
called  with  her  son  at  Maple  Grove  on  the  very  day  of  her 
husband’s  departure.  ’Lena  had  not  met  the  lady  before, 
since  that  night  in  Frankfort,  and  now,  with  the  utmost 
hauteur,  she  returned  her  nod,  and  then,  too  proud  to  leave 
the  room,  resumed  her  seat  near  the  window,  directly  oppo- 
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site  to  the  divan  on  which  Durward  was  seated  with  Carrie. 

She  did  not  know  before  of  Mrs.  Graham’s  return,  and 
when  her  aunt  casually  asked,  ‘Did  your  husband  come 
back  with  you  ?’  she  involuntarily  held  her  breath  for  the 
answer,  which,  when  it  came,  sent  the  blood  in  torrents  to 
her  face  and  neck,  while  her  eyes  sparkled  with  joy.  She 
should  see  him — he  would  explain  everything — and  she 
should  be  guiltless  in  Durward’ s  sight.  This  was  the  cause 
of  her  joy,  which  was  quickly  turned  into  sorrow  by  Mrs. 
Graham’s  adding,  ‘But  he  started  this  morning  for  Europe, 
where  he  will  remain  three  months,  and  perhaps  longer, 
just  according  to  his  business.’ 

The  bright  flush  died  away,  and  was  succeeded  by  pale¬ 
ness,  which  did  not  escape  the  observation  of  either  mother 
or  son,  the  latter  of  whom  had  watched  her  from  the  first, 
noting  each  change,  and  interpreting  it  according  to  his 
fears. 

‘  ’Lena,  ’Lena,  how  have  I  been  deceived !’  was  his  mental 
cry,  as  she  precipitately  left  the  room,  saying  to  her  aunt, 
who  asked  what  was  the  matter,  that  she  was  faint  and 
dizzy.  Death  had  been  but  yesterday  within  their  walls, 
and  as  if  softened  by  its  presence,  Mrs.  Livingstone  actually 
spoke  kindly  of  her  niece,  saying,  that  ‘  constant  watching 
with  poor,  dear  Mabel  had  impaired  her  health.’ 

‘  Perhaps  there  are  other  causes  which  may  affect  her,’  re¬ 
turned  Mrs.  Graham,  with  a  meaning  look,"  which  though 
lost  on  Mrs.  Livingstone,  was  noticed  by  Durward,  who  soon 
proposed  leaving. 

On  their  way  home,  his  mother  asked  if  he  observed 
’Lena  when  Mr.  Graham  was  mentioned. 

Without  saying  that  he  did,  Durward  replied,  ‘  I  noticed 
your  remark  to  Mrs.  Livingstone,  and  was  sorry  for  it,  for  I 
do  not  wish  you  to  say  a  word  which  will  throw  the  least 
shade  of  suspicion  upon  ’Lena.  Her  reputation  as  yet  is 
good,  and  you  must  not  be  the  first  to  say  aught  against  it.’ 

‘I  won’t,  I  won’t,’  answered  Mrs.  Graham,  anxious  to 
conciliate  her  son,  but  she  found  it  a  harder  matter  to 
refrain  than  she  had  first  supposed. 

’Lena  was  to  her  a  constant  eye-sore,  and  nothing  but  the 
presence  of  Durward  prevented  her  from  occasionally  giving 
vent  in  public  to  expressions  which  would  have  operated 
unfavourably  against  the  young  girl,  and  when  at  last  cir¬ 
cumstances  occurred  which  gave  her  as  she  thought,  liberty 
to  free  her  mind,  she  was  only  too  willing  to  do  so.  Of 
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those  circumstances,  in  which  others  besides  ’Lena  were 
concerned,  we  will  speak  in  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 


ANNA  AND  CAPTAIN  ATHERTON. 


ALCOLM  EVERETT’S  engagement  with  General  Fon- 


Itl  taine  had  expired,  and  as  was  his  original  intention,  he 
started  for  New  York,  first  seeking  an  interview  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Livingstone,  of  whom  he  asked  their  daughter  An¬ 
na  in  marriage,  at  the  same  time  announcing  the  startling 
fact  that  they  had  been  engaged  for  more  than  a  year.  ‘  I 
do  not  ask  you  for  her  now,’  said  he,  ‘  for  I  am  not  in  a 
situation  to  support  her  as  I  would  wish  to,  but  that  time  will 
come  ere  long,  I  trust,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  her  happi¬ 
ness  shall  be  the  first  object  of  my  life.’ 

There  was  no  cringing  on  the  part  of  Malcolm  Everett. 
He  was  unused  to  that,  and  as  an  equal  meets  an  equal,  he 
met  them,  made  his  request,  and  then  in  silence  awaited 
their  answer.  Had  Mrs.  Livingstone  been  less  indignant, 
there  would  undoubtedly  have  ensued  a  clamorous  call 
for  hartshorn  and  vinaigrette,  but  as  it  was,  she  started  up, 
and  confronting  the  young  man,  she  exclaimed,  ‘  How  dare 
you  ask  such  a  thing?  My  daughter  marry  you!' 

‘And  why  not,  madam?’  he  answered  coolly,  while  Mrs. 
Livingstone  continued :  ‘  You,  a  low-born  Yankee,  who 
have  been  as  it  were,  an  hireling,  You  presume  to  ask  for  my 
daughter !’ 

‘  I  do,’  he  answered  calmly,  with  a  quiet  smile,  tenfold 
more  tantalizing  than  harsh  words  would  have  been,  ‘  I  do. 
Can  I  have  her  with  your  consent  ?’ 

*  Never  as  long  as  I  live,  I’d  sooner  see  her  dead  than 
wedded  to  vulgar  poverty.’ 

‘  That  is  your  answer.  Very  well,’  said  Malcolm,  bowing 
stiffly.  ‘  And  now  I  will  hear  yours,’  turning  to  Mr.  Living¬ 
stone,  who  replied,  that  ‘  he  would  leave  the  matter  entirely 
with  his  wife — it  was  nothing  to  him — he  had  nothing 
personal  against  Mr.  Everett — he  rather  liked  him  than 
otherwise,  but  he  hardly  thought  Anna  suited  to  him,  she 
had  been  brought  up  so  differently ;’  and  thus  evasively 
answering,  he  walked  away. 

‘  Cowardly  fool !’  muttered  Mrs.  Livingstone,  as  the  door 
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closed  upon  him.  ‘  If  I  pretended  to  be  a  man,  I’d  be  one  ; 
then  turning  to  Malcolm,  she  said,  ‘  Is  there  anything  fur¬ 
ther  you  wish  to  say.’ 

‘  Nothing,’  he  replied.  *  I  have  honourably  asked  you  for 
your  daughter.  You  have  refused  her,  and  must  abide  the 
consequence.’ 

‘  And  pray  what  may  that  be  ?’  she  asked,  and  he  answer¬ 
ed  :  ‘  She  will  soon  be  of  an  age  to  act  for  herself,  and  though 
I  would  far  rather  take  her  with  your  consent,  I  shall  not 
then  hesitate  to  take  her  without,  if  you  still  persist  in  op¬ 
posing  her.’ 

‘  There  is  the  door,’  said  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

*  I  see  it,  madam,’  answered  Malcolm,  without  deigning 
to  move. 

‘  Oblige  me  by  passing  out,’  continued  Mrs.  Livingstone. 
‘  Insolent  creature,  to  stand  here  threatening  to  elope  with 
my  daughter,  who  has  been  destined  for  another  since  her 
infancy.’ 

‘  But  she  shall  never  become  the  bride  of  that  old  man,’ 
answered  Malcolm.  ‘  I  know  your  schemes,  I’ve  seen  them 
all  along,  and  I  will  frustrate  them.’ 

‘  You  cannot,’  fiercely  answered  Mrs.  Livingstone.  ‘  It 
shall  be  ere  another  year  comes  round,  and  when  you  hear 
that  it  is  so,  know  that  you  hastened  it  forward  ;’  and  the 
indignant  lady,  finding  that  her  opponent  was  not  inclined 
to  move,  left  the  room  herself,  going  in  quest  of  Anna,  whom 
she  determined  to  watch  for  fear  of  what  might  happen. 

But  Anna  was  nowhere  to  be  found,  and  in  a  paroxysm 
of  rage  she  alarmed  the  household,  instituting  a  strict  search, 
which  resulted  in  the  discovery  of  Anna  beneath  the  same 
sycamore  where  Malcolm  had  first  breathed  his  vows,  and 
to  which  she  had  gone  to  await  the  decision  of  her  parents. 

‘  I  expected  as  much,’  said  she,  when  told  of  the  result, 
‘but  it  matters  not.  I  am  yours,  and  I’ll  never  marry 
another.’ 

The  approach  of  the  servants  prevented  any  further  con¬ 
versation,  and  with  a  hurried  adieu  they  parted.  A  few 
days  afterwards,  as  Mrs.  Livingstone  sat  in  her  large,  easy 
chair  before  the  glowing  grate,  Captain  Atherton  was  an¬ 
nounced,  and  shown  at  once  into  her  room.  To  do  Mrs. 
Livingstone  justice,  we  must  say  that  she  had  long  debated 
the  propriety  of  giving  Anna,  in  all  the  freshness  of  her 
girlhood,  to  a  man  old  as  her  father,  but  any  hesitancy  she 
had  heretofore  felt,  had  now  vanished.  The  crisis  had  come, 
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and  when  the  captain,  as  he  had  two  or  three  times  before 
done,  broached  the  subject,  urging  her  to  a  decision,  she 
replied  that  she  was  willing,  if  Anna  was  willing. 

‘Pho  !  that’s  easy  enough,’  said  the  captain,  complacently 
rubbing  together  his  fat  handstand  smoothing  his  coloured 
whiskers — ‘  Bring  her  in  here,  and  I’ll  coax  her  in  five  mi¬ 
nutes.’ 

Anna  was  sitting  with  her  grandmother  and  ’Lena,  when 
word  came  that  her  mother  wished  to  see  her,  the  servant 
adding,  with  a  titter,  that  ‘  Mas’r  Atherton  thar  too.’ 

Instinctively  she  knew  why  she  was  "sent  for,  and  turning 
white  as  marble,  she  begged  her  cousin  to  go  with  her.  But 
’Lena  refused,  soothing  the  agitated  girl,  and  begging  her 
to  be  calm.  ‘  You’ve  only  to  be  decided,’  said  she,  *  and  it 
will  soon  be  over.  Captain  Atherton,  I  am  sure,  will  not 
insist  when  he  sees  how  repugnant  to  your  feelings  it  is.’ 

But  Anna  knew  her  own  weakness — she  could  never  say, 
in  her  mother’s  presence,  what  she  felt — and  trembling  like 
an  aspen,  she  descended  the  stairs,  meeting  in  the  lower 
hall  her  brother,  who  asked  what  was  the  matter. 

‘  Oh,  John,  John,’  she  cried,  ‘  Captain  Atherton  is  in  there 
with  mother,  and  they  have  sent  for  me.  What  shall  I  do  ?’ 

*  Be  a  woman,’  answered  John  Jr.  ‘  Tell  him  no  in  good 
broad  English,  and  if  the  old  fellow  insists,  I’ll  blow  his 
brains  out !’ 

But  the  captain  did  not  insist.  He  was  too  cunning  for 
that,  and  when,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  Anna  told  him  she 
could  not  be  his  wife  because  she  loved  another,  he  said, 
good-humouredly,  ‘  Well,  well,  never  mind  spoiling  those 
pretty  blue  eyes.  I’m  not  such  an  old  savage  as  you  think 
me.  So  we’ll  compromise  the  matter  this  way.  If  you  really 
love  Malcolm,  why  marry  him,  and  on  your  bridal  day  I’ll 
make  you  a  present  of  a  nice  little  place  I  have  in  Frank¬ 
fort  ;  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  Malcolm  proves  untrue,  you 
must  promise  to  have  me.  Come,  that’s  a  fair  bargain. 
What  do  you  say  ? 

‘  Malcolm  will  never  prove  untrue,’  said  Anna. 

‘  Of  course  not,’  returned  the  captain.  ‘  So  you  are  safe 
in  promising.’ 

‘  But  what  good  will  it  do  you  ?’  queried  Anna. 

‘No  good,  in  particular,’  said  the  captain.  ‘It’s  only  a 
whim  of  mine,  to  which  I  thought  you  might  perhaps  agree, 
in  consideration  of  my  offer.’ 
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‘I  do — I  will,’  said  Anna,  thinking  the  captain  not  so 
bad,  after  all. 

*  There’s  mischief  somewhere  and  I  advise  you  to  watch,’ 
said  John  Jr.,  when  he  learned  from  Anna  the  result  of  the 
interview. 

But  week  after  week  glided  by.  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  per¬ 
secutions  ceased,  and  she  sometimes  herself  handed  to  Anna, 
Malcolm’s  letters,  which  came  regularly,  and  when  about  the 
first  of  March  Captain  Atherton  himself  went  off  to  Wash¬ 
ington,  Anna  gave  her  fears  to  the  wind,  and  all  the  day 
long  went  singing  about  the  house,  unmindful  of  the  snare 
laid  for  her  unsuspecting  footsteps.  At  length  Malcolm’s 
letters  suddenly  ceased,  and  though  Anna  wrote  again  and 
again,  there  came  no  answer.  Old  Caesar,  who  always  car¬ 
ried  and  brought  the  mail  for  Maple  Grove,  was  questioned, 
but  he  declared  he  ‘  done  got  none  from  Mas’r  Everett,’  and 
suspicion  in  that  quarter  was  lulled.  Unfortunately  for  An¬ 
na,  both  her  father  and  J ohn  J r.  were  now  away,  and  she 
had  no  counsellor  save  ’Lena,  who  once,  on  her  own  re¬ 
sponsibility,  wrote  to  Malcolm,  but  with  a  like  success,  and 
Anna’s  heart  grew  weary  with  hope  deferred.  Smilingly, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  looked  on,  one  moment  laughing  at  Anna 
for  what  she  termed  love-sickness,  and  the  next  advising  her 
to  marry  Captain  Atherton.  ‘  He  was  not  very  old — only 
forty-three — and  it  was  better  to  be  an  old  man’s  darling 
than  a  young  man’s  slave !’ 

Thus  the  days  wore  on,  until  one  evening  just  as  the  family 
were  sitting  down  to  tea  they  were  surprised  by  a  call  from 
the  captain,  who  had  returned  that  afternoon,  and  who,  with 
the  freedom  of  an  old  friend,  unceremoniously  entered  the 
supper-room,  appropriating  to  himself  the  extra  plate  which 
Mrs.  Livingstone  always  had  upon  the  table.  Simultaneously 
with  him  came  Caesar,  who,  having  been  to  the  post-office, 
had  just  returned,  bringing,  besides  other  things,  a  paper  for 
Carrie,  from  her  old  admirer,  Tom  Lakin  who  lived  in  Rock¬ 
ford,  at  which  place  the  paper  was  printed.  Several  times 
had  Tom  remembered  Carrie  in  this  way,  and  now  carelessly 
glancing  at  the  first  page,  she  threw  it  upon  the  floor, 
whence  it  was  taken  by  Anna,  who  examined  it  more  min¬ 
utely,  glancing,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  the  marriage  notices. 

Meantime  the  captain,  who  was  sitting  by  ’Lena,  casually 
remarked,  ‘  Oh,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  saw  Mr.  Everett 
in  Washington.’ 

‘  Mr.  Everett — Malcolm  Everett  P’  said  ’Lena, 
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‘Yes,  Malcolm  Everett;  He  is  there  spending1  the  honey¬ 
moon  with  his  bride !’ 

’Lena’s  exclamation  of  astonishment  was  prevented  by  a 
shriek  from  Anna,  who  had  that  moment  read  the  announce¬ 
ment  of  Mr.  Everett’s  marriage,  which  was  the  first  on  the 
list.  It  was  Malcolm  H.  Everett — there  could  be  no  mistake 
— and  when  ’Lena  reached  her  cousin’s  side,  she  found  that 
she  had  fainted.  All  was  now  in  confusion,  in  the  midst 
of  which  the  captain  took  his  leave,  having  managed  to 
speak  a  few  words  in  private  with  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘  Fortune  favours  us,’  was  her  reply,  as  she  went  back  to 
her  daughter,  whose  long,  death-like  swoon  almost  wrung 
from  her  the  secret. 

But  Anna  revived,  and  with  the  first  indication  of  return¬ 
ing  consciousness,  the  cold,  hard  woman  stifled  all  her  better 
feelings,  and  then  tried  to  think  she  was  acting  only  for  the 
good  of  her  child.  For  a  long  time  Anna  appeared  to  be  in 
a  kind  of  benumbed  torpor,  requesting  to  be  left  alone, 
and  shuddering  if  Mr.  Everett’s  name  were  mentioned  in 
her  presence.  It  was  in  vain  that  ’Lena  strove  to  comfort 
her,  telling  her  there  might  be  some  mistake.  Anna  refused 
to  listen,  angrily  bidding  ’Lena  desist,  and  saying  frequently 
that  she  cared  but  little  what  became  of  herself  now.  A 
species  of  recklessness  seemed  to  have  taken  possession  of  her, 
and  when  her  mother  one  day  carelessly  remarked  that  pos¬ 
sibly  Captain  Atherton  would  claim  the  fulfilment  of  her  pro¬ 
mise,  she  answered  in  the  cold,  indifferent  tone  which  now 
marked  her  manner  of  speaking,  ‘  Let  him.  I  am  ready  and 
willing  for  the  sacrifice.’ 

‘  Are  you  in  earnest  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Livingstone,  eagerly. 

‘  In  earnest  F  Yes — try  me  and  see,’  was  Anna’s  brief  an¬ 
swer,  which  somewhat  puzzled  her  mother,  who  would  in 
reality  have  preferred  opposition  to  this  unnatural  passive¬ 
ness. 

But  anything  to  gain  her  purpose,  she  thought,  and  draw¬ 
ing  Anna  closely  to  her  side,  she  very  gently  and  affection¬ 
ately  told  her  how  happy  it  would  make  her  could  she  see 
her  the  wife  of  Captain  Atherton,  who  had  loved  and  waited 
for  her  so  long,  and  who  would  leave  no  wish,  however  slight, 
ungratified.  And  Anna,  with  no  shadow  of  emotion  on  her 
calm,  white  face,  consented  to  all  that  her  mother  asked,  and 
when  next  the  captain  came,  she  laid  her  feverish  hand  in 
his,  and  with  a  strange,  wild  light  beaming  from  her  dark 
blue  eyes,  promised  to  share  his  fortunes  as  his  wife. 
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4  ’Twill  be  winter  and  spring,’  said  she,  with  a  bitter, 
mocking  laugh,  ‘  ’Twill  be  winter  and  spring,  but  it  matters 
not.’ 

Many  years  before,  when  a  boy  of  eighteen,  Captain  Ath¬ 
erton  had  loved,  or  fancied  he  loved,  a  young  girl,  whose 
very  name  afterwards  became  hateful  to  him,  and  now,  as 
he  thought  of  Anna’s  affection  for  Malcolm,  he  likened  it  to 
his  own  fancy,  believing  she  would  soon  get  over  it,  and  thank 
him  for  what  he  had  done. 

That  night  Anna  saw  the  moon  and  stars  go  down,  bend¬ 
ing  far  out  from  her  window,  that  the  damp  air  might  cool 
her  burning  brow,  and  when  the  morning  sun  came  up  the 
eastern  horizon,  its  first  beams  fell  on  the  golden  curls  which 
streamed  across  the  window-sill,  her  only  pillow  the  livelong 
night.  On  ’Lena’s  mind  a  terrible  conviction  was  fastening 
itself — Anna  was  crazed !  She  saw  it  in  the  wildness  of  her 
eye,  in  the  tones  of  her  voice,  and  more  than  all,  in  the  readi¬ 
ness  with  which  she  yielded  to  her  mother’s  schemes.  4  But 
it  shall  not  be,’  she  thought ;  ‘  I  will  save  her,’  and  then  she 
knelt  before  her  aunt  imploring  her  to  spare  her  daughter — 
not  to  sacrifice  her  on  the  altar  of  mammon. 

But  Mrs.  Livingstone  turned  angrily  away,  telling  her  to 
mind  her  own  affairs.  Then  ’Lena  sought  her  cousin,  and 
winding  her  arms  around  her  neck,  besought  of  her  to  resist 
— to  burst  the  chain  which  bound  her,  and  be  free.  But 
with  a  shake  of  her  head,  Anna  bade  her  go  away.  ‘  Leave 
me,  ’Lena  Rivers,’  said  she,  ‘  leave  me  to  work  out  my  destiny. 
It  is  decreed  that  I  shall  be  his  wife,  and  I  may  not  struggle 
against  it.  Each  night  I  read  it  in  the  stars,  and  the  wind, 
as  it  sighs  through  the  maple  trees,  whispers  it  to  my  ear.’ 

4  Oh,  if  my  aunt  could  see  her  now,’  thought  ’Lena ;  but 
as  if  her  mother’s  presence  had  a  paralyzing  power,  Anna, 
when  with  her,  was  quiet,  gentle,  and  silent,  and  if  Mrs. 
Livingstone  sometimes  missed  her  merry  laugh  and  playful 
ways,  she  thought  the  dignity  which  seemed  to  have  taken 
their  place  quite  an  improvement,  and  far  more  in  keeping 
with  the  bride  elect  of  Captain  Atherton. 

About  this  time  Mr.  Livingstone  returned,  appearing 
greatly  surprised  at  the  phase  which  affairs  had  assumed  in 
his  absence,  but  when  ’Lena  whispered  to  him  her  fears,  he 
smilingly  answered,  4 1  reckon  you’re  mistaken.  Her  mother 
would  have  found  it  out — where  is  she  ?’ 

In  her  chamber  at  the  old  place  by  the  open  window  they 
found  her,  and  though  she  did  not  as  usual  spring  eagerly 
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forward  to  meet  her  father,  her  greeting  was  wholly  natural; 
but  when  Mr.  Livingstone,  taking  her  upon  his  knee,  said, 
gently,  ‘  They  tell  me  you  are  to  be  married  soon,’  the  wild¬ 
ness  came  back  to  her  eye,  and  ’Lena  wondered  he  could  not 
see  it.  But  he  did  not,  and  smoothing  her  disordered  tresses, 
he  said,  ‘  Tell  me,  my  daughter,  does  this  marriage  please 
you  ?  Do  you  enter  into  it  willingly  ?’ 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  wavering,  and  ’Lena  held  her 
breath  to  catch  the  answer,  which  came  at  last  while  the  eyes 
shone  brighter  than  ever — ‘  Willing  ?  yes,  or  I  should  not  do 
it :  no  one  compels  me,  else  I  would  resist.’ 

‘  Woman’s  nature,’  said  Mr.  Livingstone,  laughingly, 
while  ’Lena  turned  away  to  hide  her  tears. 

Day  after  day  preparations  went  on,  for  Mrs.  Livingstone 
would  have  the  ceremony  a  grand  and  imposing  one.  In  the 
neighbourhood,  the  fast  approaching  event  was  discussed, 
some  pronouncing  it  a  most  fortunate  thing  for  Anna,  who 
could  not,  of  course,  expect  to  make  so  eligible  a  match  as 
her  more  brilliant  sister,  while  others — the  sensible  portion — 
wondered,  pitied,  and  blamed,  attributing  the  whole  to  her 
ambitious  mother,  whose  agency  in  her  son’s  marriage  was 
generally  known.  At  Maple  Grove,  closets,  chairs,  tables, 
and  sofas,  were  loaded  down  with  finery,  and  like  an  auto¬ 
maton,  Anna  stood  up  while  they  fitted  to  her  the  rich  white 
satin,  scarcely  whiter  than  her  own  face,  and  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  when  she  saw  her  daughter’s  indifference,  would  pinch 
her  bloodless  cheeks,  wondering  how  she  could  care  so  little 
for  her  good  fortune. 

Unnatural  mother ! — from  the  little  grave  on  the  sunny 
slope,  now  grass-grown  and  green,  came  there  no  warning 
voice  to  stay  her  in  her  purpose  F  No ;  she  scarcely  thought 
of  Mabel  now,  and  with  unflinching  determination  she  kept 
on  her  way. 

But  there  was  one  who,  night  and  day,  pondered  in  her 
mind  the  best  way  of  saving  Anna  from  the  living  death  to 
which  she  would  surely  awake,  when  it  was  too  late.  At  last 
she  resolved  on  going  herself  to  Captain  Atherton,  telling 
him  just  how  it  was,  and  if  there  was  a  spark  of  generosity 
in  his  nature,  she  thought  he  would  release  her  cousin.  But 
this  plan  required  much  caution,  for  she  would  not  have  her 
uncle’s  family  know  of  it,  and  if  she  failed,  she  preferred 
that  it  should  be  kept  a  secret  from  the  world.  There  was 
then  no  alternative  but  to  go  in  the  night,  and  alone.  She 
did  not  now  often  sit  with  the  family,  and  she  knew  they 
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would  not  miss  her.  So,  one  evening  when  they  were  as 
usual  assembled  in  the  parlour,  she  stole  softly  from' the  house 
and  managing  to  pass  the  negro  quarters  unobserved,  she 
went  down  to  the  lower  stable,  where  she  saddled  the  pony 
she  was  now  accustomed  to  ride,  and  leading  him  by  a  cir¬ 
cuitous  path  out  upon  the  turnpike,  mounted  and  rode  away. 

The  night  was  moonless,  and  the  starlight  obscured  by 
heavy  clouds,  but  the  pale  face  and  golden  curls  of  Anna, 
for  whose  sake  she  was  there  alone,  gleamed  on  her  in  the 
darkness,  and  ’Lena  was  not  afraid.  Once — twice — she 
thought  she  caught  the  sound  of  another  horse’s  hoofs,  but 
when  she  stopped  to  listen,  all  was  still,  and  again  she  press¬ 
ed  forward,  while  her  pursuer  (for  ’Lena  was  followed)  kept 
at  a  greater  distance.  Durward  had  been  to  Frankfort,  and 
on  his  way  home  had  stopped  at  Maple  Grove  to  deliver  a 
package.  Stopping  only  a  moment,  he  reached  the  turnpike 
just  after  ’Lena  had  struck  into  it.  Thinking  it  was  a  ser¬ 
vant,  he  was  about  to  pass  her,  when  her  horse  sheered  at 
something  on  the  1  oad  side,  and  involuntarily  she  exclaimed, 
‘  Courage,  Dido,  there’s  nothing  to  fear.’ 

Instantly  he  recognized  her  voice,  and  was  about  to  over¬ 
take  and  speak  to  her,  but  thinking  that  her  mission  was  a 
secret  one,  or  she  would  not  be  there  alone,  he  desisted.  Still 
he  could  not  leave  her  thus.  Her  safety  might  be  endanger¬ 
ed,  and  reining  in  his  steed,  and  accommodating  his  pace  to 
hers,  he  followed  without  her  knowledge.  On  she  went  until 
she  reached  the  avenue  leading  to  ‘  Sunnyside,’  as  Captain 
Atherton  termed  his  residence,  and  there  she  stopped,  going 
on  foot  to  the  house,  while,  hidden  by  the  deep  darkness, 
Durward  waited  and  watched. 

Half  timidly  ’Lena  rang  the  door-bell,  dropping  her  veil 
over  her  face  that  she  might  not  be  recognized. 

‘  I  want  to  see  your  master,’  she  said  to  the  woman  who 
answered  her  ring,  and  who  in  some  astonishment  replied, 
‘  Bless  you,  miss,  Mas’r  Atherton  done  gone  to  Lexington 
and  won’t  be  home  till  to-morry.’ 

‘  Gone !’  repeatead  ’Lena,  in  a  disappointed  tone.  ‘  Oh, 
I’m  so  sorry.’ 

‘  Is  you  the  new  miss  what’s  cornin’  here  to  live  ?’  asked  the 
negro,  who  was  Captain  Atherton’s  housekeeper. 

Instantly  the  awkwardness  of  her  position  flashed  upon 
’Lena,  but  resolving  to  put  a  bold  face  on  the  matter,  she  re¬ 
moved  her  veil,  saying,  playfully,  *  You  know  me  now,  Aunt 
Martha.’ 
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‘  In  course  I  do,’  answered  the  negro,  holding  up  both 
hands  in  amazement,  ‘  but  what  sent  you  here  this  dark,  un- 
airthly  night  ?’ 

‘  Business  with  your  master,’  and  then  suddenly  remem¬ 
bering  that  among  her  own  race  Aunt  Martha  was  accounted 
an  intolerable  gossip,  she  began  to  wish  she  had  not  come. 

But  it  could  not  now  be  helped,  and  turning  away,  she 
walked  slowly  down  the  avenue,  wondering  what  the  result 
would  be.  Again  they  were  in  motion,  she  and  Durward, 
who  followed  until  he  saw  her  safe  home,  and  then,  glad  that 
no  one  had  seen  her  but  himself,  he  retraced  his  steps,  pon¬ 
dering  on  the  mystery  which  he  could  not  fathom.  After 
’Lena  left  Sunnyside,  a  misty  rain  came  on,  and  by  the  time 
she  reached  her  home,  her  long  riding-dress  was  wet  and  driz¬ 
zled,  the  feathers  on  her  cap  were  drooping,  and  to  crown 
all,  as  she  was  crossing  the  hall  with  stealthy  step,  she  came 
suddenly  upon  her  aunt,  who,  surprised  at  her  appearance, 
demanded  of  her  where  she  had  been.  But  ’Lena  refused  to 
tell,  and  in  quite  a  passion  Mrs.  Livingstone  laid  the  case 
before  her  husband. 

‘  Lena  had  been  off  that  dark,  rainy  night,  riding  some¬ 
where  with  somebody,  she  wouldn’t  tell  who,  but  she  (Mrs. 
Livingstone)  most  knew  it  was  Durward,  and  something 
must  be  done.’ 

Accordingly,  next  day,  when  they  chanced  to  be  alone, 
Mr.  Livingstone  took  the  opportunity  of  questioning  ’Lena, 
who  dared  not  disobey  him,  and  with  many  tears  she  con¬ 
fessed  the  whole,  saying  that  ‘  if  it  were  wrong  she  was  very 
sorry.’ 

‘You  acted  foolishly,  to  say  the  least  of  it,’  answered  her 
uncle,  adding,  drily,  that  he  thought  she  troubled  herself  al¬ 
together  too  much  about  Anna,  who  seemed  happy  and  con¬ 
tented. 

Still  he  was  ill  at  ease.  ’Lena’s  fears  disturbed  him,  and 
for  many  days  he  watched  his  daughter  narrowly,  admitting 
to  himself  that  there  was  something  strange  about  her.  But 
possibly  all  engaged  girls  acted  so ;  his  wife  said  they  did ; 
and  hating  anything  like  a  scene,  he  concluded  to  let  mat¬ 
ters  take  their  course,  half  hoping,  and  half  believing,  too, 
that  something  would  occur  to  prevent  the  marriage.  What 
it  would  be,  or  by  what  agency  it  would  be  brought  about, 
he  didn’t  know,  but  he  resolved  to  let  'Lena  alone,  and  when 
his  wife  insisted  upon  his  ‘  lecturing  her  soundly  for  med- 
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dling,’  he  refused,  venturing  even  to  say,  that  ‘  she  hadn’t 
meddled.’ 

Meantime,  a  new  idea  had  entered  ’Lena’s  mind.  She 
would  write  to  Mr.  Everett.  There  might  yet  be  some  mis¬ 
take  ;  she  had  read  of  such  things  in  stories,  and  it  could 
do  no  harm.  Gradually  as  she  wrote,  hope  grew  strong 
within  her,  and  it  became  impressed  upon  her  that  there  had 
been  some  deep-laid,  fiendish  plot.  If  so,  she  dared  not 
trust  her  letter  with  old  Croser,  who  might  be  bribed  by  his 
mistress.  And  how  to  convey  it  to  the  office  was  now  the 
grand  difficulty.  As  if  fortune  favoured  her  plan,  Durward, 
that  very  afternoon,  called  at  Maple  Grove,  being,  as  he 
said,  on  his  way  to  Frankfort. 

’Lena  would  have  died  rather  than  ask  a  favour  of  him 
for  herself,  but  to  save  Anna  she  could  do  almost  anything. 
Hastily  securing  the  letter,  and  throwing  on  her  sun-bonnet 
she  sauntered  down  the  lawn  and  out  upon  the  turnpike  road, 
where  by  the  gate  she  awaited  his  coming. 

‘  ’Lena — excuse  me — Miss  Rivers,  is  it  you  ?’  asked  Dur- 
vard,  touching  his  hat,  as  in  evident  confusion  she  came 
forth,  asking  if  she  could  trust  him. 

‘Trust  me?  Yes,  with  anything,’  answered  Durward, 
quickly  dismounting,  and  forgetting  everything  save  the 
bright,  beautiful  face  which  looked  up  to  him  so  eagerly. 

‘Then,’  answered ’Lena,  ‘take  this  letter  and  see  it  de¬ 
posited  safely,  will  you  ?’ 

Glancing  at  the  superscription,  Durward  felt  his  face 
crimson,  while  he  instantly  remembered  what  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  had  once  said  concerning  ’Lena’s  attachment  to  Mr. 
Everett. 

‘  Sometime,  perhaps,  I  will  explain,’  said  ’Lena,  observing 
the  expression  of  his  countenance,  and  then  adding,  with 
some  bitterness,  ‘  I  assure  you  there  is  no  harm  in  it.’ 

‘  Of  course  not,’  answered  Durward,  again  mounting  his 
horse,  and  riding  away  more  puzzled  than  ever,  while  ’Lena 
returned  to  the  house,  which  everywhere  gave  tokens  of  the 
approaching  nuptials. 

Already  had  several  costly  bridal  gifts  arrived,  and  among 
them  was  a  box  from  the  captain,  containing  a  set  of  dia¬ 
monds,  which  Mrs.  Livingstone  placed  in  her  daughter’s 
waving  hair,  bidding  her  mark  their  effect.  But  not  a 
muscle  of  Anna’s  face  changed ;  nothing  moved  her ;  and 
with  the  utmost  indifference  she  gazed  on  the  preparations 
around  her.  A  stranger  would  have  said  ’Lena  was  the 
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bride,  for  with  flushed  cheeks  and  nervously  anxious  manner, 
she  watched  each  sun  as  it  rose  and  set,  wondering  what 
the  result  would  be.  Once,  when  asked  whom  she  would 
have  for  her  bridesmaid  and  groomsman,  Anna  had  answer¬ 
ed,  ‘Nellie  and  John!’  but  that  could  not  be,  for  the  latter 
had  imposed  upon  himself  the  penance  of  waiting  a  whole 
year  ere  he  spoke  to  Nellie  of  that  which  lay  nearest  his 
heart,  and  in  order  the  better  to  keep  his  vow,  he  had  gone 
from  home,  first  winning  from  her  the  promise  that  she 
would  not  become  engaged  until  his  return.  And  now, 
when  he  learned  of  his  sister’s  request,  he  refused  to  come, 
saying,  ‘  if  she  would  make  such  a  consummate  fool  of  her¬ 
self,  he  did  not  wish  to  see  her.’ 

So  Carrie  and  Durward  were  substituted,  and  as  this  ar¬ 
rangement  brought  the  latter  occasionally  to  the  house, 
’Lena  had  opportunities  of  asking  him  if  there  had  yet  come 
any  answer  to  her  letter ;  and  much  oftener  than  he  would 
otherwise  have  done,  Durward  went  down  to  Frankfort,  for 
he  felt  that  it  was  no  unimportant  matter  which  thus  deeply 
interested  ’Lena.  At  last,  the  day  before  the  bridal  came, 
Durward  had  gone  to  the  city,  and  in  a  state  of  great  excite¬ 
ment  ’Lena  awaited  his  return,  watching  with  a  trembling 
heart  as  the  sun  went  down  behind  the  western  hills.  Slowly 
the  hours  dragged  on,  and  many  a  time  she  stole  out  in  the 
deep  darkness  to  listen,  but  there  was  nothing  to  be  heard 
save  the  distant  cry  of  the  night-owl,  and  she  was  about 
retracing  her  stops  for  the  fifth  time,  when  from  behind  a 
clump  of  rose-bushes  started  a  little  dusky  form,  which 
whispered  softly,  ‘  Is  you  Miss  ’Leny  ?’ 

Repressing  the  scream  which  came  near  escaping  her  lips, 
’Lena  answered,  ‘  Yes ;  what  do  you  want  ?’  while  at  the  same 
moment  she  recognized  a  little  hunch-back  belonging  to 
General  Fontaine. 

‘  Marster  Everett  tell  me  to  fetch  you  this,  and  wait  for 
the  answer,’  said  the  boy,  passing  her  a  tiny  note. 

‘  Master  Everett !  Is  he  here  ?’  she  exclaimed,  catching 
the  note  and  re-entering  the  house,  where  by  the  light  of 
the  hall  lamp  she  read  what  he  had  written. 

It  was  very  short,  but  it  told  all — how  he  had  written 
again  and  again,  receiving  no  answer,  and  was  about  coming 
himself  when  a  severe  illness  prevented.  The  marriage,  ho 
said,  was  that  of  his  uncle,  from  whom  he  was  named,  and 
who  had  in  truth  gone  on  to  Washington,  the  home  of  his 
second  wife.  It  closed  by  asking  her  to  meet  him,  with 
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Anna,  on  one  of  the  arbour  bridges  at  midnight.  Hastily- 
tearing  a  blank  leaf  from  a  book  which  chanced  to  be  lying 
in  the  hall,  ’Lena  wrote,  ‘We  will  be  there,’  and  giving  it  to 
the  negro,  bade  him  hasten  back. 

There  was  no  longer  need  to  wait  for  Durward,  who,  if 
he  got  no  letter,  was  not  to  call,  and  trembling  in  every 
nerve,  ’Lena  sought  her  chamber,  there  to  consider  what 
she  was  next  to  do.  For  some  time  past  Carrie  had  occupied 
a  separate  room  from  Anna,  who,  she  said,  disturbed  her 
with  her  late  hours  and  restless  turnings,  so  ’Lena’s  part 
seemed  comparatively  easy.  Waiting  until  the  house  was 
still,  she  entered  Anna’s  room,  finding  her,  as  she  had  ex¬ 
pected,  at  her  old  place  by  the  open  window,  her  head  rest¬ 
ing  upon  the  sill,  and  when  she  approached  nearer,  she  saw 
that  she  was  asleep. 

*  Let  her  sleep  yet  awhile,’  said  she ;  ‘  it  will  do  her  good.’ 

In  the  room  adjoining  lay  the  bridal  dress,  and  ’Lena’s 
first  impulse  was  to  trample  it  under  foot,  but  passing  it 
with  a  shudder,  she  hastily  collected  whatever  she  thought 
Anna  would  most  need.  These  she  placed  in  a  small-sized 
trunk,  and  then  knowing  it  was  time,  she  approached  her 
cousin,  who  seemed  to  be  dreaming,  for  she  murmured  the 
name  of  ‘  Malcolm.’ 

‘  He  is  here,  love — he  has  come  to  save  you,’  she  whisper¬ 
ed,  while  Anna,  only  partially  aroused,  gazed  at  her  so 
vacantly,  that  ’Lena’s  heart  stood  still  with  fear  lest  the 
poor  girl’s  reason  were  wholly  gone.  ‘  Anna,  Anna,’  she 
said,  ‘  awake ;  Malcolm  is  here — in  the  garden,  where  you 
must  meet  him — come.’ 

‘  Malcolm  is  married,’  said  Anna,  in  a  whisper — ‘  married 
— and  my  bridal  dress  is  in  there,  all  looped  with  flowers ; 
would  you  like  to  see  it  ?’ 

‘  Our  Father  in  heaven,  help  me,’  cried  ’Lena,  clasping 
her  hands  in  anguish,  while  her  tears  fell  like  rain  on  Anna’s 
upturned  face. 

This  seemed  to  arouse  her,  for  in  a  natural  tone  she  asked 
why  ’Lena  wept.  Again  and  again  ’Lena  repeated  to  her 
that  Malcolm  had  come — that  he  was  not  married — that 
ho  had  come  for  her ;  and  as  Anna  listened,  the  torpor  slowly 
passed  away — the  wild  light  in  her  eyes  grew  less  bright, 
for  it  was  quenched  by  the  first  tears  she  had  shed  since  the 
shadow  fell  upon  her;  and  when  ’Lena  produced  the  note, 
and  she  saw  it  was  indeed  true,  the  ice  about  her  heart  was 
melted,  and  in  choking,  long-drawn  sobs,  her  pent-up  feel- 
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ings  gave  way,  as  she  saw  the  gulf  whose  verge  she  had  been 
treading.  Crouching  at  ’Lena’s  feet,  she  kissed  the  very  hem 
of  her  garments,  blessing  her  as  her  preserver,  and  praying 
heaven  to  bless  her,  also.  It  was  the  work  of  a  few  moments 
to  array  her  in  her  travelling  dress,  and  then  very  cautiously 
’Lena  led  her  down  the  stairs,  and  out  into  the  open  air. 

*  If  I  could  see  father  once,’  said  Anna ;  but  such  an  act 
involved  too  much  danger,  and  with  one  lingering,  tearful 
look  at  her  old  home,  she  moved  away,  supported  by  ’Lena 
who  rather  dragged  than  led  her  over  the  gravelled  walk. 

As  they  approached  the  arbour  bridge,  they  saw  the  glim¬ 
mering  light  of  a  lantern,  for  the  night  was  intensely  dark, 
and  in  a  moment  Anna  was  clasped  in  the  arms  which  hence¬ 
forth  were  to  shelter  her  from  the  storms  of  life.  Helpless  as 
an  infant  she  lay,  while  ’Lena,  motioning  the  negro  who  was 
in  attendance  to  follow  her,  returned  to  the  house  for  the 
trunk,  which  was  soon  safely  deposited  in  the  carriage  at 
the  gate. 

‘  Words  cannot  express  what  I  owe  you,’  said  Malcolm, 
when  he  gave  her  his  hand  at  parting,  ‘  but  of  this  be  as¬ 
sured,  so  long  as  I  live  you  have  in  me  a  friend  and  brother.’ 
Turning  back  for  a  moment,  he  added,  ‘This  flight  is,  I 
know,  unnecessary,  for  I  could  prevent  to-morrow’s  expect¬ 
ed  event  in  other  ways  than  this,  but  revenge  is  sweet,  and  I 
trust  I  am  excusable  for  taking  it  in  my  own  way. 

Anna  could  not  speak,  but  the  look  of  deep  gratitude 
which  beamed  from  her  eyes  was  far  more  eloquent  than 
words.  Upon  the  broad  piazza  ’Lena  stood  until  the  last 
faint  sound  of  the  carriage  wheels  died  away;  then,  weary 
and  worn,  she  sought  her  room,  locking  Anna’s  door  as  she 
passed  it,  and  placing  the  key  in  her  pocket.  Softly  she  crept 
to  bed  by  the  side  of  her  slumbering  grandmother,  and  with 
a  fervent  prayer  for  the  safety  of  the  fugitives,  fell  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  RESULT. 

THE  loud  ringing  of  the  breakfast-bell  aroused  ’Lena  from 
her  heavy  slumber,  and  with  a  vague  consciousness  of 
what  had  transpired  the  night  previous,  she  at  first  turned 
wearily  upon  her  pillow,  wishing  it  were  not  morning ;  but 
soon  remembering  all,  she  sprang  up,  and  after  a  hasty 
toilet,  descended  to  the  breakfast-room,  where  another  chair 
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was  vacant,  another  face  was  missing.  Without  any  sus¬ 
picion  of  the  truth,  Mrs.  Livingstone  spoke  of  Anna’s  ab¬ 
sence,  saying  she  presumed  the  poor  girl  was  tired  and 
sleepy,  and  this  was  admitted  as  an  excuse  for  her  tardiness. 
But  when  breakfast  was  over  and  she  still  did  not  appear, 
Corinda  was  sent  to  call  her,  returning  soon  with  the  informa¬ 
tion  that  ‘  she’d  knocked  and  knocked,  but  Miss  Anna  would 
not  answer,  and  when  she  tried  the  door  she  found  it  locked.’ 

Involuntarily,  Mr.  Livingstone  glanced  at  ’Lena,  whose 
face  wore  a  scarlet  hue  as  she  hastily  quitted  the  table.  With 
a  presentiment  of  something,  he  himself  started  for  Anna’s 
room,  followed  by  his  wife  and  Carrie,  while  ’Lena,  half-way 
up  the  stairs,  listened  breathlessly  for  the  result.  It  was  use¬ 
less  knocking  for  admittance,  for  there  was  no  one  within  to 
bid  them  enter,  and  with  a  powerful  effort  Mr.  Livingstone 
burst  the  lock.  The  window  was  open,  the  lamp  was  still 
burning,  emitting  a  faint,  sickly  odour ;  the  bed  was  undis¬ 
turbed,  the  room  in  confusion,  and  Anna  was  gone.  Mrs. 
Livingstone’s  eye  took  in  all  this  at  a  glance,  but  her  hus¬ 
band  saw  only  the  latter,  and  ere  he  was  aware  of  what  he 
did,  a  fervent  ‘  Thank  heaven !’  escaped  him. 

‘She’s  gone — run  away — dead,  may-be,’  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  wringing  her  hands  in  unfeigned  distress,  and 
instinctively  drawing  nearer  to  her  husband  for  comfort. 

By  this  time  ’Lena  had  ventured  into  the  room,  and  turn¬ 
ing  towards  her,  Mr.  Livingstone  said  very  gently,  ‘  ’Lena, 
where  is  our  child  ?’ 

‘  In  Ohio,  I  dare  say,  by  this  time,  as  she  took  the  night 
train  at  Midway  for  Cincinnati,’  said  ’Lena,,  thinking  she 
might  as  well  tell  the  whole  at  once. 

‘  In  Ohio !’  shrieked  Mrs.  Livingstone,  fiercely  grasping 
’Lena’s  arm.  ‘  What  has  she  gone  to  Ohio  for  ?  Speak,  in¬ 
grate,  for  you  have  done  the  deed — I  am  sure  of  that !’ 

‘It  was  Mr.  Everett’s  wish  to  return  home  that  way,  I 
believe,’  coolly  answered  ’Lena,  without  quailing  in  the  least 
from  the  .eyes  bent  so  angrily  upon  her. 

Instantly  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  fingers  loosened  their  grasp, 
while  her  face  grew  livid  with  mingled  passion  and  fear. 
Her  fraud  was  discovered — her  stratagem  had  failed  and  she 
was  foiled  in  this,  her  second  darling  scheme.  But  she  was 
yet  to  learn  what  agency  ’Lena  had  in  the  matter,  and  this 
information  her  husband  obtained  for  her.  There  was  no 
anger  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  when  he  asked  his  niece  to  ex¬ 
plain  the  mystery,  else  she  might  not  have  answered,  for 
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’Lena  could  not  be  driven.  Now,  however,  she  felt  that  he 
had  a  right  to  know,  and  she  told  him  all  she  knew ;  what 
she  had  done  herself  and  why  she  had  done  it ;  that  General 
Fontaine,  to  whom  Malcolm  had  gone  in  his  trouble,  had 
kindly  assisted  him  by  lending  both  servants  and  carriage ; 
but  upon  the  intercepted  letters  she  could  throw  no  light. 

‘  ’Twas  a  cursed  act,  and  whoever  was  guilty  of  it  is  un¬ 
worthy  the  name  of  either  man  or  woman,’  said  Mr.  Liv¬ 
ingstone,  while  his  eye  rested  sternly  upon  his  wife. 

She  knew  that  he  suspected  her,  but  he  had  no  proof, 
and  resolving  to  make  the  best  of  the  matter,  she,  too,  united 
with  him  in  denouncing  the  deed,  wondering  who  could 
have  done  it,  and  meanly  suggesting  Maria  Fontaine,  a  pupil 
of  Mr.  Everett’s  who  had  at  one  time  felt  a  slight  prefer¬ 
ence  for  him.  But  this  did  not  deceive  her  husband — neither 
did  it  help  her  at  all  in  the  present  emergency.  The  bride 
was  gone,  and  already  she  felt  the  tide  of  scandal  and  gossip 
which  she  knew  would  be  the  theme  of  the  entire  neigh¬ 
bourhood.  Still,  if  her  own  shameful  act  was  kept  a  secret, 
she  could  bear  it,  and  it  must  be.  No  one  knew  of  it  except 
Captain  Atherton  and  Csesar,  the  former  of  whom  would 
keep  his  own  counsel,  while  fear  of  a  passport  down  the 
river,  the  negroes’  dread,  would  prevent  the  latter  from  tell¬ 
ing. 

Accordingly,  her  chagrin  was  concealed,  and  affecting  to 
treat  the  whole  matter  as  a  capital  joke,  worthy  of  being 
immortalized  in  romance,  she  returned  to  her  room,  and 
hastily  writing  a  few  lines,  rang  the  bell  for  Caesar,  who  soon 
appeared,  declaring  that  ‘  as  true  as  he  lived  and  breathed 
and  drew  the  breath  of  life,  he’d  done  gin  miss  every  single 
letter  afore  handin’  ’em  to  anybody  else.’ 

‘  Shut  your  mouth  and  mind  you  keep  it  shut,  or  you’ll 
find  yourself  in  New  Orleans,’  was  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  very 
lady-like  response,  as  she  handed  him  the  note  bidding  him 
take  it  to  Captain  Atherton. 

For  some  reason  or  other  the  captain  this  morning  was  ex¬ 
ceedingly  restless,  walking  from  room  to  room,  watching 
the  clock,  and  then  the  sun,  and  finally,  in  order  to  pass  the 
time  away,  trying  on  his  wedding  suit,  to  see  how  he  was 
going  to  look  !  Perfectly  satisfied  with  his  appearance,  he 
was  in  imagination  going  through  the  ceremony,  and  had 
just  inclined  his  head  in  token  that  he  would  take  Anna  for 
his  wife,  when  Mrs.  Livingstone’s  note  was  handed  him.  At 
first  he  could  hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  his  own  eyes. 
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Anna  gone ! — run  away  with  Mr.  Everett !  It  could  no*  he, 
and  sinking  into  a  chair,  he  felt,  as  he  afterwards  expressed 
it,  ‘  mighty  queer  and  shaky.’ 

But  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  advised  him  to  put  a  hold  face 
on  it,  and  this,  upon  second  thought,  he  determined  to  do. 
Hastily  changing  his  dress,  now  useless,  he  mounted  his 
steed,  and  was  soon  on  his  way  towards  Maple  Grove,  a  new 
idea  dawning  upon  his  mind,  ere  his  arrival,  settling  itself 
into  a  fixed  purpose.  From  Aunt  Martha  he  had  heard  of 
’Lena’s  strange  visit,  and  he  now  remembered  the  many 
times  she  had  tried  to  withdraw  him  from  Anna,  appropriat¬ 
ing  him  to  herself  for  hours.  The  captain’s  vanity  was  won¬ 
derful.  Sunnyside  needed  a  mistress — he  needed  a  wife. 
’Lena  was  poor — perhaps  she  liked  him — and  if  so,  there 
might  he  a  wedding,  after  all.  She  was  beautiful,  and  would 
sustain  the  honours  of  his  house  with  a  better  grace,  he  verily 
believed,  than  Anna !  Full  of  these  thoughts  he  reached 
Maple  Grove,  where  he  found  Durward,  to  whom  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone  had  detailed  the  whole  circumstance,  dwelling  long 
upon  ’Lena’s  meddling  propensities,  and  charging  the  whole 
affair  upon  her. 

‘  But  she  knew  what  she  was  about — she  had  an  object  in 
view,  undoubtedly,’  she  added,  glad  of  an  opportunity  to 
give  vent  to  her  feelings  against  ’Lena. 

‘Pray,  what  was  her  object?’  asked  Durward,  and  Mrs. 
Livingstone  replied,  ‘  I  told  you  once  that  ’Lena  was  ambi¬ 
tious,  and  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  she  would  willingly 
marry  Captain  Atherton  notwithstanding  he  is  so  much 
older.’ 

She  forgot  that  there  was  the  same  disparity  between  the 
captain  and  Anna  as  between  him  and  ’Lena,  but  Durward 
did  not,  and  with  a  derisive  smile  he  listened,  while  she 
proceeded  to  give  her  reasons  for  thinking  that  a  desire  to 
supplant  Anna  was  the  sole  object  which  ’Lena  had  in  view, 
for  what  else  could  have  prompted  that  midnight  ride  to 
Sunnyside?  Again  Durward  smiled,  but  before  he  could 
answer,  the  bridegroom  elect  stood  before  them,  looking 
rather  crest-fallen,  but  evidently  making  a  great  effort  to 
appear  as  usual. 

‘  And  so  the  bird  has  flown?’  said  he.  ‘  Well,  it  takes  a 
Yankee,  after  all,  to  manage  a  case,  but  how  did  he  find  it 
out  ?’ 

Briefly  Mrs.  Livingstone  explained  to  him  ’Lena’s  agency 
in  the  matter,  omitting,  this  time,  to  impute  to  her  the  same 
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motive  which  she  had  done  when  stating  the  case  to  Dur- 
ward. 

‘  So  ’Lena  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  ?’  said  he,  rubbing  his  little 
fat,  red  hands.  ‘  Well,  well,  where  is  she?  I’d  like  to  see 
her.’ 

‘  Corinda,  tell  ’Lena  she  is  wanted  in  the  parlour,’  said  Mrs. 
Livingstone,  while  Durward,  not  wishing  to  witness  the  in¬ 
terview,  arose  to  go,  but  Mrs.  Livingstone  urged  him  so  hard 
to  stay,  that  he  at  last  resumed  his  seat  on  the  sofa  by  the 
side  of  Carrie. 

‘  Captain  Atherton  wishes  to  question  you  concerning  the 
part  you  have  taken  in  the  elopement,’  said  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  sternly,  as  ’Lena  appeared  in  the  door- way. 

‘  No  I  don’t,’  said  the  captain,  gallantly  offering  ’Lena  a 
chair.  1  My  business  with  Miss  Rivers  concerns  herself.’ 

‘  I  am  here,  sir,  to  answer  any  proper  question,’  said 
’Lena,  proudly,  at  the  same  time  declining  the  proffered  seat. 

‘  There’s  an  air  worthy  of  a  qeeen,’  thought  the  captain, 
and  determining  to  make  his  business  known  at  once,  he 
arose,  and  turning  towards  Mrs.  Livingstone,  Durward,  and 
Carrie,  whom  he  considered  his  audience,  he  commenced. 
‘  What  I  am  about  to  say  may  seem  strange,  but  the  fact 
is,  I  want  a  wife.  I’ve  lived  alone  long  enough.  I  waited  for 
Anna  eighteen  years,  and  now  she’s  gone.  Everything  is 
in  readiness  for  the  bridal ;  the  guests  are  invited ;  nothing 
wanting  but  the  bride.  Now  if  I  could  find  a  substitute.’ 

‘  Not  in  me,’  muttered  Carrie,  drawing  nearer  to  Dur¬ 
ward,  while  with  a  sarcastic  leer,  the  captain  continued : 
‘  Don’t  refuse  before  you  are  asked,  Miss  Livingstone.  I 
do  not  aspire  to  the  honour  of  your  hand,  but  I  do  ask  Miss 
Rivers  to  be  my  wife — here  before  you  all.  She  shall  live 
like  a  princess — she  and  her  grandmother  both.  Come, 
what  do  you  say  ?  Many  a  poor  girl  would  jump  at  the 
chance.’ 

The  rich  blood  which  usually  dyed  ’Lena’s  cheek  was 
gone,  and  pale  as  the  marble  mantel  against  which  she 
leaned,  she  answered,  proudly,  ‘I  would  sooner  die  than 
link  my  destiny  with  one  who  could  so  basely  deceive  my 
cousin,  making  her  believe  it  was  her  betrothed  husband 
whom  he  saw  in  Washington  instead  of  his  uncle !  Marry 
you  ?  Never ,  if  I  beg  my  bread  from  door  to  door !’ 

‘  Noble  girl !’  came  involuntarily  from  the  lips  of  Dur¬ 
ward,  who  had  held  his  breath  for  her  answer,  and  who 
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now  glanced  triumphantly  at  Mrs.  Livingstone,  whose  sur¬ 
mises  were  thus  proved  to  be  incorrect. 

The  captain’s  self-pride  was  touched,  that  a  poor,  humble 
girl  should  refuse  him  with  his  half  million.  A  sense  of  the 
ridiculous  position  in  which  he  was  placed  maddened  him, 
and  in  a  violent  rage  he  replied,  ‘You  won’t,  hey?  What 
under  heavens  have  you  hung  round  me  so  for,  sticking 
yourself  in  between  me  and  Anna  when  you  knew  you  were 
not  wanted  ?’ 

‘  I  did  it,  sir,  at  Anna’s  request,  to  relieve  her — and  for 
nothing  else.’ 

‘  And  it  was  at  her  request  that  you  went  alone  to  Sunny- 
side  on  that  dark,  rainy  night  ?’  chimed  in  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

‘  No,  madam,’  said  ’Lena,  turning  toward  her  aunt.  ‘  I 
had  in  vain  implored  of  you  to  save  her  from  a  marriage 
every  way  irksome  to  her,  when  in  her  right  mind,  but 
you  would  not  listen,  and  I  resolved  to  appeal  to  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  better  nature.  In  this  I  failed,  and  then  I  wrote  to 
Mr.  Everett,  with  the  result  which  you  see.’ 

In  her  first  excitement  Mrs.  Livingstone  had  forgotten  to 
ask  who  was  the  hearer  of  ’Lena’s  letter,  hut  remembering 
it  now,  she  put  the  question.  ’Lena  would  not  implicate 
Durward  without  his  permission,  hut  while  she  hesitated, 
he  answered  for  her,  ‘  I  carried  that  letter,  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  though  I  did  not  then  know  its  nature.  Still,  if  I 
had,  I  should  have  done  the  same,  and  the  event  has  proved 
that  I  was  right  in  doing  so.’ 

‘  Ah,  indeed  !’  said  the  captain,  growing  more  and  more 
nettled  and  disagreeable.  ‘  Ah,  indeed !  Mr.  Bellmont 
leagued  with  Miss  Rivers  against  me.  Perhaps  she  would 
not  so  bluntly  refuse  an  offer  from  you,  hut  I  can  tell  you 
it  won’t  sound  very  well  that  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Bellmont  once 
rode  four  miles  alone  in  the  night  to  visit  a  bachelor.  Ha ! 
ha!  Miss  ’Lena;  better  have  submitted  to  my  terms  at 
once,  for  don’t  you  see  I  have  you  in  my  power  ?’ 

‘  And  if  you  ever  use  that  power  to  her  disadvantage, 
you  answer  for  it  to  me ;  do  you  understand  ?’  exclaimed 
Durward,  starting  up  and  confronting  Captain  Atherton, 
who,  the  veriest  coward  in  the  world,  shrank  from  the  flash¬ 
ing  of  Durward’s  eye,  and  meekly  answered,  ‘  Yes,  yes — 
yes,  yes,  I  won’t,  I  won’t.  I  dont  want  to  fight.  I  like 
’Lena.  I  don’t  blame  Anna  for  running  away  if  she  didn’t 
want  me — but  it’s  left  me  in  a  deuced  mean  scrape,  which  I 
wish  you’d  help  me  out  of.’ 
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Durward  saw  that  the  ca.ptain  was  in  earnest,  and  taking 
his  proffered  hand,  promised  to  render  him  any  assistance 
in  his  power,  and  advising  him  to  he  present  himself  in  the 
evening,  as  the  first  meeting  with  his  acquaintance  would 
thus  be  over.  Upon  reflection,  the  captain  concluded  to 
follow  this  advice,  and  when  evening  arrived,  and  with  it 
those  who  had  not  heard  the  news,  he  was  in  attendance, 
together  with  Durward,  who  managed  the  whole  affair  so 
skilfully  that  the  party  passed  off  quite  pleasantly,  the  dis¬ 
appointed  guests  playfully  condoling  with  the  deserted 
bridegroom,  who  received  their  jokes  with  a  good  grace, 
wishing  himself,  meantime,  anywhere  but  there. 

That  night,  when  the  company  were  gone  and  all  around 
was  silent,  Mrs.  Livingstone  watered  her  pillow  with  the 
first  tears  she  had  shed  for  her  youngest  born,  whom  she 
well  knew  she  had  driven  from  home ;  and  when  her  hus¬ 
band  asked  what  they  should  do,  she  answered  with  a  fresh 
burst  of  tears,  *  Send  for  Anna  to  come  back.’ 

‘  And  Malcolm,  too  ?’  queried  Mr.  Livingstone,  knowing 
it  was  useless  to  send  for  one  without  the  other. 

‘  Yes,  Malcolm,  too.  There’s  room  for  both,’  said  the  weep¬ 
ing  mother,  feeling  how  every  hour  she  should  miss  the 
little  girl,  whose  presence  had  in  it  so  much  of  sunlight  and 

j°y- 

But  Anna  would  not  return.  Away  to  the  northward,  in 
a  fairy  cottage  overhung  with  the  wreathing  honey-suckle 
and  the  twining  grape-vine,  where  the  first  summer  flowers 
were  blooming  and  the  song-birds  were  caroling  all  day 
long,  her  home  was  henceforth  to  be  ;  and  though  the  letter 
which  contained  her  answer  to  her  father’s  earnest  appeal 
was  stained  and  blotted,  it  told  of  perfect  happiness  with 
Malcolm,  who  kissed  away  her  tears  as  she  wrote,  ‘Tell 
mother  I  cannot  come.’ 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

MORE  CLOUDS. 

SINCE  the  morning  when  Durward  had  so  boldly  avowed 
himself  ’Lena’s  champion,  her  health  and  spirits  began 
to  improve.  That  she  was  not  wholly  indifferent  to  him 
she  had  every  reason  to  believe,  and  notwithstanding  the 
strong  barrier  between  them,  hope  sometimes  whispered  to 
her  of  a  future,  when  all  that  was  now  so  dark  and  mys- 
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terious  should  be  made  plain.  But  while  she  was  thus  se¬ 
curely  dreaming,  a  cloud,  darker  and  deeper  than  any  which 
had  yet  overshadowed  her,  was  gathering  around  her  path¬ 
way.  Gradually  had  the  story  of  her  ride  to  Captain  Ather¬ 
ton’s  gained  circulation,  magnifying  itself  as  it  went,  until 
at  last  it  was  currently  reported  that  at  several  different 
times  had  she  been  seen  riding  away  from  Sunnyside  at 
unseasonable  hours  of  the  night,  the  time  varying  from 
nine*  in  the  evening  to  three  in  the  morning,  according  to  the 
exaggerating  powers  of  the  informer. 

But  few  believed  it,  and  yet  such  is  human  nature,  that 
each  and  every  one  repeated  it  to  his  or  her  neighbour,  until 
at  last  it  reached  Mrs.  Graham,  who  forgetting  the  caution  of 
her  son,  said,  with  a  very  wise  look,  that  ‘  she  was  not  at  all 
surprised — she  had  from  the  first  suspected  ’Lena-  and  she 
had  the  best  of  reasons  for  so  doing !’ 

Of  course  Mrs.  Graham’s  friend  was  exceedingly  anxious 
to  know  what  she  meant,  and  by  dint  of  quizzing,  ques¬ 
tioning,  and  promising  never  to  tell,  she  at  last  drew  out 
just  enough  of  the  story  to  know  that  Mr.  Graham  had  a 
daguerreotype  which  looked  just  like  ’Lena,  and  that  Mrs. 
Graham  had  no  doubt  whatever  that  she  was  in  the  habit 
of  writing  to  him.  This  was  of  course  repeated,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  promise  of  secrecy,  and  then  many  of  the  neigh¬ 
bours  suddenly  remembered  some  little  circumstance,  trivial 
in  itself,  but  all  going  to  swell  the  amount  of  evidence 
against  poor  ’Lena,  who,  unconscious  of  the  gathering 
storm,  did  not  for  a  time  observe  the  sidelong  glances  cast 
towards  her  whenever  she  appeared  in  public. 

Erelong,  however,  the  cool  nods  and  distant  manners  of 
her  acquaintances  began  to  attract  her  attention,  causing 
her  to  wonder  what  it  meant.  But  there  was  no  one  of 
whom  she  would  ask  an  explanation.  John  Jr.  was  gone — 
Anna  was  gone — and  to  crown  all,  Durward,  too,  left  the 
neighbourhood  just  as  the  first  breath  of  scandal  was  begin¬ 
ning  to  set  the  waves  of  gossip  in  motion.  In  his  absence, 
Mrs.  Graham  felt  no  restraint  whatever,  and  all  that  she 
knew,  together  with  many  things  she  didn’t  know,  she 
told,  until  it  became  a  matter  of  serious  debate  whether 
Lena  ought  not  to  be  cut  entirely.  Mrs.  Graham  and  her 
clique  decided  in  the  affirmative,  and  when  Mrs.  Fontaine, 
who  was  a  weak  woman,  wholly  governed  by  public  opinion, 
gave  a  small  party  for  her  daughter  Maria,  ’Lena  was  pur¬ 
posely  omitted.  Hitherto  she  had  been  greatly  petted  and 
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admired  by  both  Maria  and  her  mother,  and  she  felt  the 
slight  sensibly,  the  more  so,  as  Carrie  darkly  hinted  that 
girls  who  could  not  behave  themselves  must  not  expect  to  as¬ 
sociate  with  respectable  people. 

‘  ’Leny  not  invited !’  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  espousing  the  cause 
of  her  granddaughter.  ‘What’s  to  pay,  I  wonder.  Miss 
Fontaine  and  the  gineral,  too,  alius  appeared  to  think  a 
sight  on  her.’ 

‘  I  presume  the  general  does  now,’  answered  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone,  ‘but  it’s  natural  that  Mrs.  Fontaine  should  feel 
particular  about  the  reputation  of  her  daughter’s  associates.’ 

‘  And  ain’t  Leny’s  reputation  as  good  as  the  best  on  ’em  ?’ 
asked  Mrs.  Nichols,  her  shrivelled  cheeks  glowing  with  in¬ 
sulted  pride. 

‘  It’s  the  general  opinion  that  it  might  be  improved,’  was 
Mrs.  Livingstone’s  haughty  answer,  as  she  left  her  mother- 
in-law  to  her  own  reflections. 

‘  It’ll  kill  her  stone  dead,’  thought  Mrs.  Nichols,  revolving 
in  her  own  mind  the  propriety  of  telling  ’Lena  what  her 
aunt  had  said.  ‘  It’ll  kill  her  stone  dead,  and  I  can’t  tell 
her.  Mebby  it’ll  blow  over  pretty  soon.’ 

That  afternoon  several  ladies,  who  were  in  the  habit  of 
calling  upon  ’Lena,  came  to  Maple  G-rove,  but  not  one  asked 
for  her ;  and  with  her  eyes  and  ears  now  sharpened,  she 
fancied  that  once,  as  she  was  passing  the  parlour  door,  she 
heard  her  own  name  coupled  with  that  of  Mr.  Graham.  A 
startling  light  burst  upon  her,  and  staggering  to  her  room, 
she  threw  herself,  half  fainting,  upon  the  bed,  where  an  hour 
afterwards  she  was  found  by  Aunt  Milly. 

The  old  negress  had  also  heard  the  story  in  its  most  ag¬ 
gravated  form,  and  readily  divining  the  cause  of  ’Lena’s 
grief  attempted  to  console  her,  telling  her  ‘not  to  mind 
what  the  good-for-nothin’  critters  said  ;  they  war  only 
mad  ’cause  she’s  so  much  handsomer  and  trimmer  built.’ 

‘You  know,  then,’  said  ’Lena,  lifting  her  head  from  the 
pillow.  ‘  You  know  what  it  is;  so  tell  me,  for  I  shall  die  if 
I  remain  longer  in  suspense. 

‘Lor’  bless  the  child,’  exclaimed  old  Milly,  ‘to  think  she’s 
the  very  last  one  to  know,  when  it’s  been  common  talk 
more  than  a  month !’ 

‘What’s  been  common  talk?  What  is  it?  demanded 
’Lena ;  and  old  Milly,  seating  herself  upon  a  trunk,  com¬ 
menced  :  ‘  Why,  honey,  haint  you  heam  how  you  done 
got  Mr.  Graham’s  pictur  and  gin  him  yourn  long  of  one  of 
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them  curls — how  he’s  writ  and  you’ve  writ,  and  how  he’s 
gone  off  to  the  eends  of  the  airth  to  get  rid  on  you — and 
how  you  try  to  catch  young  Mas’r  Durward,  who  hate  the 
sight  on  you — how  you  waylay  him  one  day,  settin’  on  a 
rock  out  by  the  big  gate — and  how  you  have  been  seen 
mighty  nigh  fifty  times  cornin’  home  a  foot  from  Captain 
Atherton’s  in  the  night,  rainin’  thunder  and  lightnin’  hard 
as  it  could  pour — how  after  you  got  Miss  Anna  to  ’lope,  you 
ax  Captain  Atherton  to  have  you,  and  git  mad  as  fury 
’cause  he  ’fuses — and  how  your  mother  warn’t  none  too 
likely,  and  a  heap  more  that  I  can’t  remember — hain’t  you 
hearn  of  none  on’t  ?’ 

‘  None,  none,’  answered  ’Lena,  while  Milly  continued :  It’s 
a  sin  and  a  shame  for  quality  folks  that  belong  to  the  meetin’ 
to  pitch  into  a  poor  ’fenseless  girl,  and  pick  her  all  to  pieces. 
Reckon  they  done  forget  what  our  Heabenly  Marster  told 
’em  when  lie  lived  here  in  old  Kentuck,  how  they  must 
dig  the  truck  out  of  their  own  eyes  afore  they  go  to  med¬ 
dlin’  with  others  ;  but  they  never  think  of  him  these  days, 
’cept  Sundays,  and  then  as  soon  as  meetin’  is  out,  they  done 
git  together  and  talk  about  you  and  Mas’r  Graham  orfully. 
I  hearn  ’em  last  Sunday,  I  and  Miss  Fontaine’s  cook,  Cilly, 
and  if  they  don’t  quit  it,  thar’s  a  heap  on  us  goin’  to  leave 
the  church !’ 

’Lena  smiled  in  spite  of  herself,  and  when  Milly,  who  arose 
to  leave  the  room,  again  told  her  not  to  care,  as  all  the 
blacks  were  for  her,  she  felt  that  she  was  not  utterly  alone  in 
her  wretchedness.  Still,  the  sympathy  of  the  coloured  people 
alone  could  not  help  her,  and  daily  matters  grew  worse,  un¬ 
till  at  last  Nellie  Douglass’  faith  was  shaken,  and  ’Lena’s 
heart  died  within  her  as  she  saw  in  her  signs  of  neglect. 
Never  had  Mr.  Livingstone  exchanged  a  word  with  her  upon 
the  subject,  but  the  reserve  with  which  he  treated  her 
plainly  indicated  that  he,  too,  was  prej  udiced,  while  her  aunt 
and  Carrie  let  no  opportunity  pass  of  slighting  her.  On  one 
occasion,  in  a  state  bordering  on  distraction,  ’Lena  flew  to 
her  own  chamber,  where  to  her  great  surprise,  she  found 
her  uncle  in  conversation  with  her  grandmother,  whose  face 
told  the  pain  his  words  were  inflicting.  ’Lena’s  first  impulse 
was  to  fall  at  his  feet  and  implore  his  protection,  but  he 
immediately  left  the  room.  ‘  Oh,  grandmother,  grandmo¬ 
ther,’  she  cried,  ‘  help  me  or  I  shall  die.’ 

In  her  heart  Mrs.  Nichols  believed  her  guilty,  for  John 
had  said  so — ho  would  not  lie ;  and  to  ’Lena’s  touching  ap- 
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peal  for  sympathy,  she  replied,  ‘  I  wish  you  had  died,  ’Leuy, 
years  and  years  ago.’ 

With  the  wailing  cry,  ‘  God  help  me  now — no  one  else  can/ 
the  heart-broken  girl  fell  fainting  to  the  floor,  while  in  si¬ 
lent  agony  Mrs.  Nichols  hung  over  her,  shouting  for  help. 
Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie  refused  to  come,  but  at  the  first 
call  Aunt  Milly  came.  ‘Poor  sheared  lamb/  said  she, 
gathering  back  the  clustering  curls  which  shaded  ’Lena’s 
marble  face,  ‘  she’s  innocent  as  the  new-born  baby.’ 

‘  Oh,  if  I  could  think  so/  said  grandma ;  but  she  could 
not,  and  when  the  soft  brown  eyes  again  unclosed,  they  read 
distrust  and  doubt,  and  motioning  grandmother  away, 
’Lena  said  she  would  rather  be  alone.’  Gradually  her 
thoughts  assumed  a  definite  purpose  ;  she  would  go  from  a 
place  where  she  was  never  wanted.  Mr.  Everett  had  pro¬ 
mised  to  be  her  friend,  and  to  him  she  would  go.  At  differ¬ 
ent  times  her  uncle  and  cousin  had  given  her  money  to  the 
amount  of  twenty  dollars,  which  she  had,  and  which  she 
knew  would  take  her  far  on  her  road. 

With  ’Lena  to  resolve  was  to  do,  and  that  night,  when  her 
grandmother  was  asleep,  she  arose  and  made  the  needful 
preparations  for  her  flight.  Mrs.  Nichols  slept  soundly,  and 
’Lena  had  no  fears  of  waking  her.  Very  stealthily  she 
moved  around  the  room ;  placing  in  a  satchel,  which  she 
could  carry  upon  her  arm,  the  few  things  she  would  need. 
Then  she  wrote : 

‘  Dear  Grandma, — When  you  read  this  I  shall  be  gone,  for  I  can¬ 
not  longer  stay  where  all  look  upon  me  as  a  wretched,  guilty 
thing.  I  am  innocent,  grandma,  as  innocent  as  my  angel  mother 
when  they  dared  to  slander  her,  but  you  do  not  believe  it,  and 
that  is  the  hardest  of  all.  I  could  have  borne  the  rest,  but  when 
you,  too,  doubted  me,  it  broke  my  heart,  and  now  I  am  going 
away.  Nobody  will  care — nobody  will  miss  me  but  you.  And  now, 
dear,  dear,  grandma,  it  costs  me  more  pain  to  write  than  it  will 
you  to  read 

‘Lena’s  Last  Good-bye.’ 

All  was  at  length  ready,  and  then  bending  over  the 
wrinkled  face  so  calmly  sleeping,  ’Lena  gazed  through  blind¬ 
ing  tears  upon  each  lineament,  and  wondering  if  they  would 
ever  meet  again.  The  hand  which  had  so  often  rested  upon 
her  young  head,  was  lying  outside  the  counterpane,  and 
with  one  burning  kiss  upon  it  she  turned  away,  placing 
the  lamp  by  the  window,  where  its  light,  shining  upon  her 
from  afar,  would  be  the  last  thing  she  could  see  of  the  homo 
she  was  leaving. 
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The  road  to  Midway  railway  station,  was  well  known 
to  her,  and  she  pressed  forward.  The  distance  was  about 
three  and  a  half  miles,  and  as  she  dare  not  trust  herself  in 
the  highway,  she  struck  into  the  fields,  looking  back  as  long 
as  the  glimmering  light  from  the  window  could  be  seen, 
and  then  when  that  home-star  had  disappeared,  silently  im¬ 
ploring  aid  from  Him  who  alone  could  help  her  now.  She 
was  in  time  for  the  cars,  and  though  the  depot  agent  looked 
curiously  at  her,  he  asked  no  questions,  and  when  the 
train  moved,  Lena  looked  out  upon  the  dark,  still  night,  and 
felt  that  she  was  a  wanderer  in  the  world. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

REACTION. 

THE  light  of  a  dark,  cloudy  morning  shone  faintly  in  at 
the  window  of  Grandma  Nichols’  room,  and  roused  her 
from  her  slumber.  On  the  pillow  beside  her  rested  no  youth¬ 
ful  head — no  kind  voice  bid  her  ‘  good  morrow’ — no  gentle 
hand  ministered  to  her  comfort — for  ’Lena  was  gone,  and  on 
the  table  lay  the  note,  which  at  first  escaped  Mrs.  Nichols’  at¬ 
tention.  Thinking  her  granddaughter  had  risen  early  ;  she 
attempted  to  make  her  own  toilet,  when  her  eye  caught  the 
note.  It  was  directed  to  her,  and  she  took  it  up,  reading 
that  her  child  was  gone — gone  from  those  who  should  have 
sustained  her  in  her  hour  of  trial,  but  who,  instead,  turned 
against  her,  crushing  her  down,  until  in  a  state  of  despera¬ 
tion  she  had  fled.  It  was  in  vain  that  the  breakfast-bell 
rang,  Grandma  did  not  heed  it :  and  when  Corinda  came  up 
to  seek  her,  she  started  back  in  affright  at  the  scene  before 
her.  Mrs.  Nichols’  cap  was  not  yet  on,  and  her  thin  gray 
locks  fell  around  her  livid  face  as  she  swayed  from  side  to 
side,  moaning  at  intervals,  ‘  God  forgive  me  that  I  broke 
her  heart.’ 

The  sound  of  the  opening  door  aroused  her,  and  looking 
up,  she  said,  pointing  towards  the  vacant  bed,  ‘  Leny’s  gone ; 
I’ve  killed  her.’ 

Corinda  waited  for  no  more,  but  darting  down  the  stairs, 
she  rushed  into  the  dining-room,  announcing  that  ‘  old 
miss  had  done  murdered  Miss’ Lena,  and  hid  her  under  the 
bed !’ 

‘  What  tv  ill  come  next  ?’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  fol- 
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lowing  her  husband  to  his  mother’s  room.  ’Lena  was  gone, 
and  the  shock  had  for  a  time  unsettled  the  poor  old  lady’s 
reason.  The  sight  of  his  mother’s  distress  aroused  all  the 
better  nature  of  Mr.  Livingstone,  and  tenderly  soothing  her, 
he  told  her  that  ’Lena  should  be  found — he  would  go  for 
her  himself.  Carrie,  too,  was  touched,  and  kindly  gathered 
up  the  scattered  locks,  and  tying  on  the  muslin  cap,  placed 
her  hand  on  the  wrinkled  brow.  ‘  Keep  it  there ;  it  feels 
soft  like  ’Leny’s  said  Mrs.  Nichols,  the  tears  gushing  out 
at  this  act  of  sympathy. 

Mr.  Livingstone,  after  a  short  consultation  with  his  wife, 
went  to  the  neighbours,  none  of  whom  knew  aught  of  the 
fugitive,  and  all  of  whom  offered  their  aid  in  searching. 
Never  did  it  occur  to  Mr.  Livingstone  that  she  might  have 
taken  the  cars,  for  that  he  knew  would  need  money,  and  he 
supposed  she  had  none.  By  a  strange  coincidence  the  depot 
agent  who  sold  her  the  ticket,  left  the  next  morning  for  In¬ 
diana,  where  he  had  been  intending  to  go  for  some  time,  and 
where  he  remained  a  week,  thus  preventing  the  information 
which  he  could  have  given  concerning  her  flight.  Mr.  Liv¬ 
ingstone  returned  each  night,  weary  and  disheartened,  to  his 
home,  where  all  day  long  his  mother  moaned  and  wept,  ask¬ 
ing  for  her  ’Lena.  As  day  after  day  went  by  and  brought  no 
tidings  of  the  wanderer,  she  ceased  to  ask  for  her,  but  when¬ 
ever  a  stranger  came  to  the  house,  she  would  whisper  to  them, 
‘  ’Leny’s  dead.  I  killed  her ;  did  you  know  it  ?’  passing  to 
them  the  crumpled  note,  which  she  ever  held  in  her  hand. 

’Lena  was  a  favourite  in  the  neghbourhood  which  had  so 
recently  denounced  her,  and  when  it  became  known  that  she 
was  gone,  there  came  a  reaction,  and  those  who  had  been 
the  most  bitter  against  her  now  changed  their  opinion.  The 
stories  concerning  her  visits  to  Captain  Atherton’s  were  trac¬ 
ed  to  their  source,  resulting  in  exonerating  her  from  all 
blame,  while  many  things  concerning  Anna’s  engagement, 
were  brought  to  light,  and  ’Lena  was  universally  commend¬ 
ed  for  her  efforts  to  save  her  cousin  from  a  marriage  so  un¬ 
natural.  Severely  was  the  Captain  censured  for  deceiving 
Anna,  a  part  which  he  frankly  confessed,  while  he  openly  es¬ 
poused  the  cause  of  the  fugitive. 

But  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  not  generous  enough  to  make 
a  like  confession.  Public  suspicion  pointed  to  her  as  the  in¬ 
terceptor  of  Anna’s  letters,  and  though  she  did  not  deny  it, 
she  wondered  what  that  had  to  do  with  ’Lena,  and  asking 
‘  how  they  expected  to  clear  up  the  Graham  affair.’  People 
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were  willing  to  overlook  many  things  which  seemed  mysteri¬ 
ous,  while  Mrs.  Graham  suddenly  retracted  almost  every¬ 
thing  she  had  said,  acknowledging  that  she  was  too  hasty, 
and  evincing  for  the  missing  girl  a  degree  of  interest  surpris¬ 
ing  to  Mrs.  Livingstone,  who  wondered  what  the  end  would 
be.  About  this  time  Durward  returned,  greatly  pained  at 
the  state  of  things.  In  Frankfort,  he  had  met  the  depot 
agent  on  his  way  home,  and  who  spoke  of  the  young  girl 
whose  singular  manner  had  attracted  his  attention.  This  was 
undoubtedly  ’Lena,  and  after  a  few  moments’  conversation 
with  his  mother,  Durward  announced  his  intention  of  going 
after  her  as  far  as  Rockford,  where  he  fancied  she  might 
have  gone.  To  his  surprise  his  mother  made  no  objection, 
but  her  manner  seemed  so  strange  that  he  asked  what  was 
the  matter. 

‘  Nothing — nothing  in  particular,’  said  she ;  ‘  only  I’ve  been 
thinking  it  all  over  lately,  and  I’ve  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  ’Lena  may  be  innocent  after  all.’ 

Oh,  how  eagerly  Durward  caught  her  words,  interrupting 
her  before  she  had  done  speaking ;  ‘  Do  you  know  anything  ? 
Have  you  h  3ard  anything  ?’  She  had  heard — she  did  know ; 
but  ere  she  could  reply,  the  ringing  of  the  door-bell,  and  the 
arrival  of  visitors,  prevented  her  answer.  In  a  fever  of  ex¬ 
citement  Durward  glanced  at  his  watch.  If  he  waited  long, 
he  would  be  too  late  for  the  cars,  and  he  left  the  parlour, 
but  turning  back,  and  telling  his  mother  he  must  speak  with 
her  alone.  If  Mrs.  Graham  had  intended  to  divulge  what 
she  knew,  the  impulse  was  now  gone,  and  to  her  son’s  urgent 
request  that  she  would  disclose  what  she  knew,  she  replied, 
‘  It  isn’t  much — only  your  father  has  another  daguerreotype, 
the  counterpart  of  the  first  one.  He  procured  it  in  Cincinnati, 
and  ’Lena  I  know  was  not  there.’ 

‘  Is  that  all  ?’  asked  Durward,  in  a  disappointed  tone. 

‘  Why,  no,  not  exactly.  I  have  examined  both  pictures, 
and  I  do  not  think  they  resemble  ’Lena  as  much  as  we  sup¬ 
posed.  Possibly  it  might  have  been  her  mother,  maybe,’  and 
she  looked  earnestly  at  her  son,  who  said,  ‘  Her  mother  died 
years  ago.’  And  he  walked  away,  pondering  upon  what  he 
had  heard,  half  believing  that  ’Lena  would  yet  be  exonerated 
from  all  blame.  Mrs.  Graham  gazed  after  him,  regretting 
that  she  had  not  told  him  all. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE  WANDERER 

FIERCELY  the  noontide  blaze  of  a  scorching  J uly  sun  was 
falling  upon  the  huge  walls  of  the  ‘Laurel  Hill  Sun,’ 
where  a  group  of  idlers  were  lounging  on  the  piazza,  some 
niching  into  still  more  grotesque  carvings  the  rude,  unpaint¬ 
ed  railing,  while  others,  half  reclining  on  one  elbow,  gazed 
wistfully  towards  the  long  hill,  eager  to  catch  the  first  sight 
of  the  daily  stage  then  expected.  ‘  J erry  is  late,  to-day — but 
it’s  so  plaguy  hot  he’s  favourin’  his  bosses,  I  guess,’  said  the 
rosy-faced  landlord,  a  genuine  Yankee. 

‘  A  watched  pot  never  biles,’  muttered  one  of  the  loungers, 
who  for  fifteen  years  had  been  at  his  post,  waiting  for  the 
stage,  which  during  all  that  time  had  brought  him  neither 
letter,  message,  friend,  nor  foe.  At  last  the  loud  blast  of  the 
driver’s  horn  was  heard  on  the  distant  hill-top,  where  the 
four  weary,  jaded  horses  were  now  visible.  It  was  the 
driver’s  custom  to  blow  his  horn  when  he  appeared  on  the 
hill,  until  with  a  grand  flourish  he  reined  his  panting  steeds 
before  the  door  of  the  inn.  But  this  time  there  was  one 
sharp,  shrill  sound,  and  then  all  was  still ;  the  omission  elicit¬ 
ing  several  remarks  not  very  complimentary  to  the  weather, 
which  was  probably  the  cause  of  ‘  Jerry’s’  silence.  Very 
slowly  the  vehicle  came  on,  the  horses  never  leaving  a  walk, 
and  the  idler  of  fifteen  years  standing  ‘  wondered  what  was 
to  pay.’ 

A  nearer  approach  revealed  three  or  four  male  passengers, 
all  occupied  with  a  young  lady,  who,  on  the  back  seat,  was 
carefully  supported  by  one  of  her  companions. 

‘  A  sick  gal,  I  guess.  Wonder  if  the  disease  is  catchin’  ?’ 
said  the  whittler.  The  loud  greeting  of  the  noisy  group  was 
answered  by  Jerry  with  a  ‘sh — sh,’  as  he  pointed  at  the 
slight  form  which  two  of  the  gentlemen  were  lifting  from  the 
coach,  asking  if  there  were  a  physician  near.  ‘What’s  the 
matter  on  her  ?  Hain’t  got  the  cholery,  has  she  ?’  said  the 
landlord,  who,  having  halloed  to  his  wife  to  ‘  fetch  up  her 
vittles,’  now  appeared  on  the  piazza  to  welcome  his  guests. 

At  the  mention  of  cholera,  the  fifteen  years’  man  vanished 
across  the  road,  seating  himself  on  the  fence  under  the  sha¬ 
dow  of  the  locust  trees. 

‘Who  is  she,  Jerry?’  asked  the  younger  of  the  set,  gazing 
curiously  upon  the  pale,  beautiful  face  of  the  stranger,  who 
had  been  laid  upon  the  louxige  in  the  common  sitting-room. 
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‘Lord  only  knows,’  said  Jerry;  ‘I  found  her  at  the  hotel 
in  Livony.  She  came  there  in  the  cars,  and  said  she  wanted 
to  go  over  to  ’tother  railroad.  She  was  so  weak  that  I  had 
to  lift  her  into  the  stage  as  I  would  a  baby,  and  she  ain’t 
much  heavier.  You  orto  seen  how  sweet  she  smiled  when  she 
thanked  me,  and  asked  me  not  to  drive  fast,  it  made  her  head 
ache  so.  Zounds,  I  wouldn’t  of  trotted  the  horses  if  I’d 
never  got  here.  Jest  after  we  started  she  fainted,  and  she’s 
been  kinder  talkin’  strange-like  ever  since.  Some  of  the  gen¬ 
tlemen  thought  I’d  better  leave  her  at  Brown’s  tavern,  but  I 
wanted  to  fetch  her  here,  where  Aunt  Betsy  could  nuss  her 
up,  and  then  I  can  kinder  tend  to  her  myself. 

This  last  remark  called  forth  no  answering  joke,  for  Jerry’s 
companions  all  knew  his  kindly  nature,  and  it  was  no  won¬ 
der  to  them  that  his  sympathies  were  so  strongly  enlisted  for 
the  fair  girl.  It  was  a  big,  noble  heart  over  which  Jerry 
Langley  buttoned  his  driver’s  coat,  and  when  the  physician 
who  had  arrived  pronounced  the  lady  too  ill  to  proceed  any 
further,  he  called  aside  the  fidgety  landlord,  and  bade  him 
‘not  to  fret  and  stew,  for  if  the  gal  hadn’t  money,  Jerry 
Langley  was  good  for  a  longer  time  than  she  would  live,  poor 
critter ;’  and  he  wiped  a  tear  away,  glancing  at  the  burial 
ground  which  lay  just  across  the  garden,  and  thinking  if  she 
died,  her  grave  should  be  beneath  the  wide-spreading  oak, 
where  often  in  the  summer  nights  he  sat. 

Aunt  Betsy  was  the  landlady,  a  little  dumpy,  pleasant¬ 
faced,  active  woman,  equally  in  her  element  over  the  steam¬ 
ing  gridiron,  or  smoothing  the  pillows  of  the  sick-bed,  where 
her  powers  of  nursing  had  won  golden  laurels  from  others 
than  Jerry  Langley.  When  it  was  told  in  the  kitchen  that 
among  the  passengers  was  a  sick  girl,  who  was  to  be  left,  her 
first  thought  was,  ‘  What  shall  I  do  ?’  while  the  second, 
natural  to  her,  was,  ‘Take  care  of  her,  of  course.’ 

When  the  dinner  was  upon  the  table,  she  laid  aside  her 
check  apron,  substituting  a  half-worn  silk,  for  Jerry  had  re¬ 
ported  the  invalid  to  be  ‘  every  inch  a  lady ;’  she  repaired  to 
the  sitting-room,  where  she  found  the  driver  watching  his 
charge,  from  whom  he  kept  the  buzzing  flies  by  means  of  his 
bandana. 

‘  Handsome  as  a  London  doll,’  was  her  first  exclamation ; 
‘but  I  should  think  she’d  be  awful  hot  with  them  curls,  dan¬ 
glin’  in  her  neck!  If  she’s  goin’  to  be  sick,  they’d  better  be 
cut  off !’  If  there  was  anything  for  which  Aunt  Betty  Al- 
dergrass  had  a  particular  passion,  it  was  for  hair-cutting ,  she 


256 


’LENA  RIVERS. 


being  barber-general  for  Laurel  Hill,  which  numbered  about 
thirty  houses,  and  store  and  church ;  and  when  she  saw 
the  shining  tresses  which  lay  in  such  profusion  upon  the  pil¬ 
low,  her  fingers  tingled,  while  she  involuntarily  felt  for  her 
scissors !  Very  reverentially,  Jerry’s  broad  palm  was  laid 
upon  the  ringlets,  while  he  said,  ‘  No,  Aunt  Betsy,  if  she  dies 
for’t,  you  shan’t  touch  one  of  them ;  ’twould  spile  her,  and 
she  looks  so  pretty.’ 

Slowly  the  long,  fringed  lids  unclosed,  and  the  brown  eyes 
looked  up  so  gratefully  at  Jerry,  that  he  beat  a  retreat, 
muttering  that  ‘  he  never  could  stand  gals,  anyway,  they 
made  his  heart  thump  so  !’ 

‘  Am  I  very  sick,  and  can’t  I  go  on  ?’  asked  the  young 
lady,  attempting  to  rise,  but  sinking  back  from  extreme 
weakness. 

‘  Considerable  sick,  I  guess,’  said  the  landlady,  taking 
from  a  cupboard  a  decanter  of  camphor.  ‘  Considerable  sick, 
and  you  must  lay  by  a  day  or  so.  Will  they  be  consarned 
about  you  at  home,  ’cause  if  they  be,  my  old  man’ll  write.’ 

‘  I  have  no  home,’  was  the  sad  answer ;  to  which  Aunt 
Betsey  responded  in  astonishment,  ‘  Hain’t  no  home !  Where 
does  your  marm  live  ?’ 

‘  Mother  is  dead,’  said  the  girl,  her  tears  dropping  fast 
upon  the  pillow. 

Instinctively  the  landlady  drew  nearer  to  her,  as  she  ask¬ 
ed,  ‘  And  your  pa — where  is  he  ?’ 

‘  I  never  saw  him,’  said  the  girl,  while  her  interrogator 
continued :  ‘  Never  saw  your  pa,  and  your  marm  is  dead — 
poor  child,  what  is  your  name,  and  where  did  you  come 
from  ?’ 

The  stranger  hesitated,  and  then  she  replied,  ‘  My  name  is 
’Lena.  I  lived  with  my  uncle  a  great  many  miles  from  here, 
but  I  wan’t  happy.  They  did  not  want  me  there,  and  I  ran 
away.  I  am  going  to  my  cousin,  but  I’d  rather  not  tell 
where,  so  you  will  please  not  ask  me.’  There  was  some¬ 
thing  in  her  manner  which  silenced  Aunt  Betsey,  who  pro¬ 
posed  that  she  should  go  up  stairs  and  lie  down  on  a  nice 
little  bed,  where  she  would  be  more  quiet.  But  ’Lena  re¬ 
fused,  saying  she  should  feel  better  soon. 

‘Mebby  you’d  eat  a  mouffle  or  two.  We’ve  got  some 
roasted  pork,  and  Hetty’ll  warm  over  the  gravy;’  but  ’Lena’s 
stomach  rebelled  at  the  thought ;  seeing  which,  the  landlady 
went  to  the  kitchen,  where  she  prepared  a  bowl  of  gruel, 
in  spite  of  the  discouraging  remarks  of  her  husband,  who, 
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being  a  little  aftei  the  Old  Hunks  order,  cautioned  her  ‘  hot 
to  fuss  too  much,  as  gals  that  run  away  warn’t  apt  to  he 
plagued  with  money.’  Fortunately,  Aunt  Betsey’s  heart 
covered  a  broader  sphere,  and  the  moment  the  stage  was 
gone  she  closed  the  green  curtains,  and  drawing  forth  a 
large,  stuffed  chair,  bade  ’Lena  ‘  see  if  she  couldn’t  set  up  a 
minit.’  But  this  was  impossible,  and  all  that  long,  sultry 
afternoon  she  lay  upon  the  lounge,  holding  her  aching  head, 
full  of  pain  and  thought.  ‘Was  it  right  for  her  to  run 
away  ?  Ought  she  not  to  have  stayed  and  bravely  met  the 
worst  ?  Suppose  she  were  to  die  there  among  strangers,  and 
without  money,  for  her  scanty  purse  was  well-nigh  drained  ?’ 
Such  reflections  crowded  upon  her,  until  her  brain  grew 
dizzy,  and  when  at  sunset  the  physician  came,  he  was  sur¬ 
prised  to  find  how  much  her  fever  had  increased.  ‘  She 
ought  not  to  lie  here,’  said  he,  as  he  saw  how  the  loud  shouts 
of  the  school-boys  made  her  shudder.  ‘Isn’t  there  some 
place  where  she  can  be  more  quiet  ?’ 

At  the  head  of  the  stairs  was  a  small  room,  containing  a 
single  bed  and  window,  which  last  looked  out  upon  the  gar¬ 
den  and  the  graveyard  beyond.  Its  furniture  was  plain,  it 
being  reserved  for  common  travellers,  and  there  the  land¬ 
lord  said  ’Lena  must  be  taken.  His  wife  would  rather  have 
given  her  the  front  chamber,  which  was  large,  airy  and  light, 
but  Uncle  Tim  said,  ‘  No,’  squealing  through  his  little  peak¬ 
ed  nose,  that  ‘  t’wam’t  an  atom  likely  he’d  ever  more’n  half 
git  his  pay,  anyway,  and  he  warn’t  a  goin’  to  give  up  the  hull 
house.’  ‘  How  much  more  will  it  be  if  she  has  the  best  cham¬ 
ber  P’  asked  J erry  of  Uncle  Tim.  ‘  How  much  will  it  be, 
’cause  if  ’tain’t  too  much,  she  shan’t  stay  in  that  eight  by 
nine  pen.’ 

‘A  dollar  a  week,  and  cheap  at  that,’  muttered  Uncle 
Tim,  while  Jerry,  going  out  behind  the  wood-house,  counted 
his  funds,  sighing  as  he  found  them  too  small  to  meet  the  ex¬ 
tra  dollar  per  week,  should  she  continue  ill.  *  If  I  hadn’t 
a  fooled  so  much  away  for  tobacker  and  things,  I  shouldn’t 
be  so  poor  now,’  forgetting  the  many  hearts  which  he  had 
made  glad,  for  no  one  appealed  in  vain  for  help  from  Jerry 
Langley,  who  represented  one  class  of  Yankees,  while  Tim¬ 
othy  Aldergrass  represented  another. 

The  next  morning,  at  daylight,  Jerry  knocked  at  Aunt 
Betsey’s  door,  telling  her  that  for  more  than  an  hour  he’d 
heard  the  young  lady  takin’  on,  and  he  guessed  she  was 
worse.  Hastily  throwing  on  her  gown,  Aunt  Betsey  repair- 
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ed  to  ’Lena’s  room,  where  she  found  her  moaning,  talking, 
and  whispering,  while  the  wild  expression  of  her  eyes  be¬ 
tokened  a  disordered  brain.  ‘  The  Lord  help  us !  she’s  crazy 
as  a  loon.  Run  for  the  doctor  quick !’  said  she,  and  Jerry 
ran  off  in  his  stocking-feet,  alarming  the  physician,  who 
immediately  hastened  to  the  inn,  pronouncing  ’Lena’s  disease 
to  be  brain  fever. 

Rapidly  she  grew  worse,  talking  of  her  home,  sometimes 
in  Kentucky  and  then  in  Massachusetts,  where  she  said  they 
had  buried  her  mother.  Then  she  would  ask  Aunt  Betsey 
to  send  for  Durward  when  she  was  dead,  and  tell  him  how 
innocent  she  was.  ‘Didn’t  I  tell  you  there  was  something 
wrong  ?’  Uncle  Timothy  would  squeak.  ‘  Nobody  knows  who 
we  are  harbourin’,  nor  how  much  ’twill  damage  the  house.’ 

But  as  ’Lena’s  fever  raged  more  fiercely,  even  Uncle  Tim 
relented,  and  when  she  would  beg  of  them  to  take  her  home 
and  bury  her  by  the  side  of  Mabel,  where  Durward  could 
see  her  grave,  he  would  sigh,  ‘  Poor  critter,  I  wish  you  was 
to  home.’  One  morning,  the  fifth  of  ’Lena’s  illness,  she 
seemed  much  worse,  talking  wildly,  and  tossing  from  side 
to  side,  her  long  hair  floating  in  wild  disorder  over  her  pil¬ 
low.  Aunt  Betsey  had  restrained  her  barberic  desire,  each 
day  arranging  the  heavy  locks,  and  tucking  them  under  the 
muslin  cap,  where  they  refused  to  stay.  Once  the  doctor  sug¬ 
gested  the  propriety  of  cropping  them,  adding  they  would 
wait  awhile,  as  it  was  a  pity  to  lose  them.  ‘  Better  be  cut 
off  than  yanked  off,’  said  Aunt  Betsey,  when  ’Lena  in  her 
frenzy  would  tear  out  handfuls  of  her  shining  hair  and 
scatter  it  over  the  floor.  Satisfied  that  she  was  doing  right, 
she  approached  the  bedside,  and  taking  one  of  the  curls  in  her 
hand,  was  about  to  sever  it,  when  ’Lena,  divining  her  in¬ 
tentions,  sprang  up,  and  gathering  up  her  hair,  exclaimed, 
‘  No,  no,  not  these;  take  everything  else,  but  leave  me  my 
curls.  Durward  thought  they  were  beautiful,  and  I  cannot 
lose  them.’  At  the  side  door  below,  the  noonday  stage  was 
unloading  its  passengers,  and  as  the  tones  of  their  voices 
came  in  at  the  open  window,  ’Lena  suddenly  grew  calmer, 
and  assuming  a  listening  attitude,  whispered,  ‘  Hark !  He’s 
come.  Don’t  you  hear  him  ?’ 

Now  Aunt  Betsey  heard  her  husband  calling  her  to  come 
down ;  and  leaving  ’Lena,  who  had  become  quiet,  to  the  care 
of  a  neighbour,  she  started  for  the  kitchen,  meeting  Hetty, 
who  was  showing  one  of  the  passengers  to  a  room  where  he 
could  wash  and  refresh  himself  after  his  dusty  ride.  Hetty 
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asked, 1  Have  you  clipped  her  curls  ?’  ‘  No,’  said  Mrs.  Alder- 
grass,  ‘  she  wouldn’t  let  me  touch  ’em,  for  she  said  that  Dur- 
ward,  whom  she  talks  so  much  about,  liked  ’em,  and  they 
mustn’t  be  cut  off.’ 

Instantly  the  stranger,  whose  elegant  appearance  Hetty 
and  her  mistress  had  been  admiring,  stopped,  and  turning, 
said,  ‘  Of  whom  are  you  speaking  ?’ 

‘  Of  a  young  girl  that  came  in  the  stage,  sick,  five  or  six 
days  ago,’  answered  Mrs.  Aldergrass. 

‘  What  is  her  name,  and  where  does  she  live  ?’  continued 
the  stranger. 

‘  She  calls  herself  ’Lena,  but  t’other  name  I  don’t  know, 
and  I  guess  she  lives  in  Kentucky  or  Massachusetts.’  The 
young  man  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but  followed  Hetty  to  his 
room,  starting  and  turning  pale,  as  a  wild  laugh  fell  on  his 
ear.  ‘  It  is  the  young  lady,  sir,’  said  Hetty.  ‘  She  raves 
most  all  the  time,  and  the  doctor  says  she’ll  die  if  she  don’t 
stop.’ 

The  gentleman  nodded,  and  the  next  moment  he  was  alone. 
He  had  found  her,  then — his  lost  ’Lena — sick,  perhaps  dying, 
and  his  heart  gave  one  agonized  throb  as  he  thought,  1  What 
if  she  should  die  P  Yet  why  wish  her  to  live  ?’  he  asked, 
‘  when  she  is  as  lost  to  me  as  if  she  were  in  her  grave !’ 
And  still  a  something  told  him  that  all  would  yet  be  well. 
Believing  she  would  stop  at  Mr.  Everett’s,  he  had  come  thus 
far,  finding  her  where  he  least  expected  it ;  and  there  was 
much  of  pleasure  mingled  with  his  pain  as  he  thought  how 
he  would  care  for  her,  ministering  to  her  comfort,  and  soften¬ 
ing  the  disagreeable  things  which  ho  knew  must  necessarily 
surround  her.  Money,  he  knew,  would  purchase  almost 
everything,  and  if  ever  Durward  Bellmont  felt  glad  that  he 
was  rich,  it  was  when  he  found  ’Lena  Rivers  sick  and  alone 
at  the  inn  of  Laurel  Hill. 

As  he  was  entering  the  dining-room,  he  saw  Jerry — whose 
lank  figure  and  original  manner  had  afforded  him  much 
amusement  during  his  ride — handing  a  dozen  oranges  to  Mrs. 
Aldergrass,  saying,  ‘  They  are  for  Miss  ’Lena.  I  thought 
mebby  they’d  taste  good,  this  hot  weather,  and  I  ransacked 
the  hull  town  to  find  the  nicest  and  best.’  For  a  moment 
Durward’ s  cheek  flushed  at  the  idea  of  ’Lena’s  being  cared 
for  by  such  as  J erry,  but  his  heart  grew  warm  towards  the 
uncouth  driver,  who,  without  any  motive  save  the  prompt¬ 
ings  of  his  own  kindly  nature,  had  thus  thought  of  the  stran¬ 
ger  girl.  Ere  long  the  stage  was  announced  as  ready  and 
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waiting,  but  Durward  said  he  was  not  going  any  further  that 
day. 

‘  A  new  streak,  ain’t  it  ?’  asked  J erry,  for  he  was  booked 
for  the  entire  route ;  but  the  young  man  made  no  reply, 
and  the  lumbering  vehicle  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

Uncle  Timothy  was  in  his  element,  for  it  was  not  often 
that  a  guest  of  Durward’ s  appearance  honoured  his  house 
with  more  than  a  passing  call ;  and  with  the  familiarity  so 
common  to  a  country  landlord,  he  slapped  him  on  the 
shoulder,  telling  him  ‘  there  was  the  tallest  kind  of  fish  in 
the  Honeoye,’  whose  waters  were  just  discernible,  sparkling 
in  the  bright  sunlight. 

‘  I  never  fish,  thank  you,  sir,’  answered  Durward,  while  the 
good-natured  landlord  continued :  ‘  Now  you  don’t  say  it ! 
Hunt,  then,  mebby  ?’ 

‘  Occasionally,’  said  Durward,  adding,  ‘  But  my  reason 
for  stopping  here  is  of  a  different  nature.  I  hear  there  is 
with  you  a  sick  lady.  She  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  stay  to 
see  her  well  attended  to.’ 

‘  Yes,  yes,’  said  Uncle  Timothy,  changing  his  opinion  of 
’Lena,  whose  want  of  money  had  made  him  suspicious. 
‘  Yes,  yes,  a  fine  gal ;  fell  into  good  hands,  too,  for  my  old 
woman  is  the  greatest  kind  of  a  nuss.  Want  to.see  her,  don’t 
you  ?’ 

‘Not  just  yet;  I  would  like  a  little  conversation  with 
your  wife  first,’  answered  Durward. 

Greatly  flustrated  when  she  learned  that  the  stylish-look¬ 
ing  gentleman  wished  to  talk  with  her,  Aunt  Betsey  rubbed 
her  shining  face  with  flour,  and  donning  another  cap,  re¬ 
paired  to  the  sitting  room,  where  she  apologized  for  herself, 
the  house,  and  everything,  saying,  ‘’t  wasn’t  what  he  was 
used  to,  but  she  hoped  he’d  try  to  put  up  with  it.’  As  soon 
as  he  was  able  to  get  in  a  word,  Durward  proceeded  to  ask 
concerning  ’Lena’s  illness,  and  whether  she  would  recognize 
him  should  he  venture  into  her  presence. 

‘  Bless  your  heart,  no.  She  hain’t  known  a  soul  these  three 
days.  Sometimes  she  calls  me  ‘grandmother,’  and  says 
when  she’s  dead  I’ll  know  she’s  innocent.  Tears  like  some¬ 
body  had  been  slanderin’  her,  for  she  pleads  with  Durward 
not  to  believe  it.  Ain’t  you  the  one  she  means  ?’ 

Durward  nodded,  and  Mrs.  Aldergrass  said,  ‘  I  thought 
so,  for  when  the  stage  driv  up  she  was  standin’  straight 
in  her  bed,  ravin’  and.  screechin’,  but  the  minit  she  heard 
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your  voice  she  dropped  down,  and  has  been  as  quiet  ever 
since.  Will  you  go  up  now  ?’ 

Durward  signified  his  willingness,  and  following  his  land¬ 
lady,  he  soon  stood  in  the  close  room,  where  ’Lena  lay  pant¬ 
ing  for  breath,  and  moaning  in  her  sleep.  She  had  fearfully 
changed  since  last  he  saw  her,  and  with  a  groan  he  bent  over 
her,  murmuring,  ‘  My  poor  ’Lena,’  while  he  gently  laid  his 
cool  hand  upon  her  burning  brow.  As  if  there  was  some¬ 
thing  soothing  in  its  touch,  she  quickly  placed  her  little  hot 
hand  on  his,  whispering,  ‘Keep  it  there.  It  will  make 
me  well.’  Long  he  sat  by  her,  bathing  her  head,  and  care¬ 
fully  removing  from  her  face  and  neck  her  thick  curls.  At 
last  she  awoke,  but  Durward  shrank  almost  in  fear  from  the 
wild,  bright  eyes  which  gazed  so  fixedly  upon  him,  for  in 
them  was  no  ray  of  reason.  She  called  him  ‘  John,’  blessing 
him  for  coming,  and  saying,  ‘  Did  you  tell  Durward  ?  Does 
he  know  ?’ 

‘  I  am  Durward,’  said  he.  ‘  Don’t  you  recognize  me  F  Look 
again.’ 

‘  No,  no,’  she  answered,  with  a  mocking  laugh,  which  made 
him  shudder,  it  was  so  unlike  the  merry,  ringing  tones 
he  had  once  loved  to  hear.  ‘  No,  no,  you  are  not  Durward. 
He  would  not  look  at  me  as  you  do.  He  thinks  me  guilty.’ 

In  vain  Durward  strove  to  convince  her  of  his  identity. 
She  would  answer  with  a  laugh,  which  grated  so  harshly 
on  his  ear  that  he  desisted.  The  smallness  of  her  chamber 
troubled  him,  and  when  Mrs.  Aldergrass  came  up  he  asked 
if  there  was  no  other  apartment  where  ’Lena  would  be 
more  comfortable. 

‘  Of  course  there  is,’  said  Aunt  Betsey.  ‘  There’s  the  best 
chamber  I  was  goin’  to  give  you.’ 

‘  Never  mind  me,  let  her  have  every  comfort  the  house 
affords,  and  you  shall  be  amply  paid.’ 

Uncle  Timothy  had  no  objection  to  the  offer,  and  the 
large,  airy  room,  with  its  snowy  draped  bed,  was  soon  in 
readiness  for  the  sufferer,  who,  in  one  of  her  wayward 
moods,  refused  to  be  moved.  It  was  in  vain  that  Aunt 
Betsey  pleaded,  and  at  last  Durward  was  called  in  to  try  his 
persuasion. 

‘  That’s  something  more  like  it,’  said  ’Lena,  and  when  he 
urged  upon  her  the  necessity  of  her  removal,  she  asked, 

‘  Will  you  go  with  me  ?’ 

*  Certainly,’  said  he. 

‘  And  stay  with  me  ? 
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‘  Certainly.’ 

‘Then  I’ll  go,’  she  continued,  stretching  her  arms  towards 
him  as  a  child  towards  its  mother. 

A  moment  more  and  she  was  reclining  on  the  soft  downy 
pillows,  the  special  pride  of  Mrs.  Aldergrass,  who  bustled 
in  and  out,  while,  her  husband,  ashamed  of  his  stinginess, 
said  ‘  they  should  of  moved  her  afore,  only  ’twas  a  bad  sign.’ 

During  the  day  she  seemed  more  quiet,  talking  incessantly, 
but  never  raving  if  Durward  were  near.  It  is  strange 
what  power  he  had  over  her,  a  word  from  him  sufficing  to 
subdue  her  in  her  most  violent  fits  of  frenzy.  For  two  days 
and  nights  he  watched  by  her  side,  never  giving  himself  a 
moment’s  rest,  while  the  neighbours  looked  on,  surmising 
and  commenting.  Every  delicacy  of  the  season,  however 
costly,  was  purchased  for  her  comfort,  while  each  morning 
the  flowers  which  he  knew  she  loved  the  best  were  freshly 
gathered  from  the  different  gardens  of  Laurel  Hill. 

At  the  close  of  the  third  day  she  fell  into  a  heavy  slumber, 
and  Durward,  worn  out  and  weary,  retired  to  take  the  rest 
he  so  much  needed.  For  a  long  time  ’Lena  slept,  watched 
by  the  physician,  who,  knowing  that  the  crisis  had  arrived, 
waited  anxiously  for  her  waking,  which  came  at  last, 
bringing  with  it  the  light  of  returning  reason.  Dreamily 
she  gazed  about  the  room,  and  asked,  ‘  Where  am  I,  and 
how  came  I  here  ?’ 

In  a  few  words  the  physician  explained  all,  and  then  going 
for  Mrs.  Aldergrass,  told  her  of  the  favourable  change  in  his 
patient,  adding  that  a  sudden  shock  might  still  prove  fatal. 
‘  Therefore,’  said  he,  ‘  though  I  know  not  in  what  relation 
this  Mr.  Bellmont  stands  to  her,  it  is  advisable  for  her  to  re¬ 
main  for  a  few  days  in  ignorance  of  his  presence,  then  she 
can  see  him. 

All  this  Aunt  Betsey  told  Durward,  who,  unwilling  to 
endanger  ’Lena’s  safety,  kept  aloof,  treading  softly  and 
speaking  low,  for,  as  if  her  hearing  were  sharpened  by  disease, 
she  more  than  once,  when  he  was  talking  below,  started  up, 
listening  eagerly ;  then,  as  if  satisfied  that  she  had  been 
deceived,  she  would  resume  her  position,  while  the  flush 
on  her  cheek  deepened  as  she  thought,  ‘  Oh,  what  if  it  had 
been  he !’ 

Nearly  all  the  day  long  he  sat  without  the  door,  holding 
his  breath  as  he  caught  the  faint  tones  of  her  voice,  and 
longing  for  the  hour  when  he  could  see  her,  and  obtain  some 
clue  to  the  mystery  of  her  and  his  father  His  mother’s 
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words,  together  with  what  ’Lena  had  said  in  her  ravings, 
had  tended  to  convince  him  that  she  might  be  innocent ;  and 
if  so,  he  felt  that  he  would  gladly  fold  her  to  his  bosom,  and 
cherish  her  there  as  the  choicest  of  heaven’ s  blessings.  All  this 
time  ’Lena  had  no  suspicion  of  his  presence,  but  she  wonder¬ 
ed  at  the  many  luxuries  which  surrounded  her,  and  once, 
when  Mrs.  Aldergrass  offered  her  some  wine,  she  asked  who 
it  was  that  supplied  her  with  so  many  comforts.  Aunt 
Betsey’s  forte  did  not  lay  in  keeping  a  secret,  and  she  re¬ 
plied,  ‘  You  musn’t  ask  me  too  many  questions  just  yet !’ 

’Lena’s  suspicions  were  at  once  aroused,  and  for  more  than 
an  hour  she  lay  thinking — trying  to  recall  something  which 
seemed  to  her  like  a  dream.  At  last  calling  Aunt  Betsey 
to  her,  she  said,  ‘  There  was  somebody  here  while  I  was 
sick — somebody  that  staid  with  me  all  the  time — who  was 
it  ?’ 

‘  Nobody,  nobody — I  musn’t  tell,’  said  she,  while  ’Lena 
continued,  ‘  Was  it  Cousin  John  ?’ 

*  No,  no  ;  don’t  guess  any  more,’  was  Mrs.  Aldergrass’  re¬ 
ply,  and  ’Lena,  clasping  her  hands  together,  exclaimed,  ‘  Oh, 
could  it  be  he  !’ 

The  words  reached  Durward’s  ear,  and  only  a  sense  of 
the  harm  it  might  do  prevented  him  from  going  to  her  bed¬ 
side.  That  night,  at  his  request,  the  physician  gave  him  per¬ 
mission  to  see  her  in  the  morning,  and  Mrs.  Aldergrass  was 
to  prepare  her  for  the  interview.  ’Lena  did  not  ask  who  it 
was ;  she  felt  that  she  knew ;  and  the  knowledge  that  he 
was  there — that  he  had  cared  for  her — operated  upon  her 
like  a  spell,  soothing  her  into  a  most  refreshing  slumber. 
With  the  sun-rising  she  was  awake,  but  Mrs.  Aldergrass 
came  in  and  told  her  that  the  visitor  was  not  to  be  admit¬ 
ted  until  about  ten,  as  she  wrould  then  have  become  more 
composed,  and  the  better  able  to  endure  the  interview.  A 
natural  delicacy  prevented  ’Lena  from  objecting  to  the  de¬ 
lay,  and  she  calmly  watched  Mrs.  Aldergrass  while  she  put 
the  room  to  rights,  and  then  patiently  submitted  to  the  ar¬ 
ranging  of  her  curls,  which  had  become  matted  and  tangled. 
Before  eight  everything  was  in  readiness,  and  worn  out  by 
her  own  exertions,  ’Lena  again  fell  asleep. 

‘  How  lovely  she  looks,’  thought  Mrs.  Aldergrass.  ‘  Ho 
shall  just  have  a  peep  at  her,’  and  stepping  to  the  door  she 
beckoned  Durward.  Never  before  had  ’Lena  seemed  so 
beautiful  to  him,  and  as  he  looked  upon  her,  he  felt  his 
doubts  removing,  one  by  one.  She  was  innocent — it  could 
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not  be  otherwise — and  impatiently  he  awaited  the  lapse  of 
the  two  hours  ere  he  could  see  her,  face  to  face.  Till  then ; 
he  started  for  a  walk  in  the  pleasant  wood  which  skirted 
the  foot  of  Laurel  Hill.  Here  for  a  time  we  leave  him, 
while  in  another  chapter  we  speak  of  an  event  which,  in  the 
natural  order  of  things,  should  here  be  narrated. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

LENA’S  FATHER. 

TWO  or  three  days  before  the  morning  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  Uncle  Timothy,  who  had  been  guilty  of  a  slight 
infringement  of  the  ‘  Maine  ’  liquor  law,  had  been  called  to 
answer  for  the  same  at  the  court  then  in  session  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  of  Canandaigua.  Too  stingy  to  pay  the  coach  fare, 
his  own  horse  had  carried  him  out,  going  for  him  on  the 
night  preceding  Durward’s  projected  meeting  with  ’Lena. 
On.  the  afternoon  of  that  day  the  cars  from  New  York 
brought  up  several  passengers,  who  returning  were  obliged 
to  wait  some  hours  for  the  Albany  train. 

Among  those  who  stopped  at  the  same  house  with  Uncle 
Timothy,  was  our  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Graham,  from 
Europe,  firmly  fixed  in  his  intention  to  do  right  at  last. 
Many  a  time  during  his  travels  had  the  image  of  a  pale,  sad 
face  arisen  before  him,  accusing  him  of  so  long  neglecting 
to  own  his  child,  for  ’Lena  was  his  daughter,  and  she,  who 
in  all  her  bright  beauty  had  years  ago  gone  down  to  an 
early  grave,  was  the  wife  of  his  first,  and  in  bitterness  of 
heart  he  sometimes  thought  of  his  only  love.  His  childhood’s 
home,  which  was  at  the  sunny  south,  was  not  a  happy  one, 
for  ere  he  had  learned  to  lisp  his  mother’.s  name,  she  had 
died,  leaving  him  to  the  guardianship  of  his  father,  who  was 
cold  and  tyrannical,  ruling  his  son  with  a  rod  of  iron.  From 
his  mother  Harry  had  inherited  a  generous,  impulsive  nature, 
frequently  leading  him  into  errors  which  his  father  con¬ 
demned  with  so  much  severity  that  he  early  learned  the  habit 
of  concealment,  as  far  as  his  father  was  concerned. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen  he  left  home  for  Yale,  where  he 
spent  four  happy  years,  for  the  restraints  of  college  life  were 
preferable  far  to  the  dull  monotony  of  his  southern  home ; 
and  when  at  last  he  was  graduated,  and  there  was  no  excuse 
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for  tarrying,  he  lingered  by  the  way,  stopping  at  the  village 
of  Springfield,  where,  actuated  by  some  sudden  freak,  he 
registered  himself  as  Harry  Rivers,  the  latter  being  his 
middle  name.  For  doing  this  he  had  no  particular  reason, 
except  that  it  suited  his  fancy,  and  Rivers,  he  thought,  was 
a  better  name  than  Graham.  Here  he  met  with  Helena 
Nichols,  whose  uncommon  beauty  first  attracted  his  atten¬ 
tion,  and  whose  fresh,  unstudied  manners  afterwards  so 
won  his  love  that  in  an  unguarded  moment,  and  without  a 
thought  of  the  result,  he  married  her,  neglecting  to  tell  her 
his  real  name  before  their  marriage,  because  he  feared  she 
would  cease  to  respect  him  if  she  knew  he  had  deceived 
her.  As  time  wore  on,  his  father’s  letters,  commanding  him 
to  return,  grew  more  peremptory,  until  at  last  he  wrote,  ‘  I 
am  sick — dying — and  if  you  do  not  come,  I’ll  cast  you  off 
for  ever.’ 

This  was  no  unmeaning  threat,  and  he  now  began  to  reap 
the  fruit  of  his  folly.  He  could  not  give  up  Helena,  who 
daily  grew  dearer  to  him,  nor  brave  the  displeasure  of  his 
father  by  acknowledging  his  marriage,  for  disinheritance 
would  follow.  In  this  dilemma  he  resolved  to  compromise 
the  matter.  He  would  leave  Helena  awhile  :  he  would  visit 
his  father,  and  if  a  favourable  opportunity  occurred,  he 
would  confess  all :  if  not  he  would  return  to  his  wife,  and  do 
the  best  he  could.  But  she  must  be  provided  for  during  his 
absence,  and  to  effect  this,  he  wrote  to  his  father,  saying 
he  stood  greatly  in  need  of  five  hundred  dollars,  and  that 
on  its  receipt  he  would  start  for  home.  Inconsistent  as  it 
seemed  with  his  general  character  the  elder  Mr.  Graham 
was  generous  with  his  money,  lavishing  upon  his  son  all 
that  he  asked  for,  and  the  money  was  sent. 

And  now  Harry’s  besetting  sin,  secrecy ,  came  again  into 
action,  and  instead  of  telling  Helena  the  truth,  he  left  her 
privately,  stealing  away  at  night,  and  quieting  his  conscience 
by  promising  to  reveal  all  in  a  letter,  which  was  actually 
written,  but  as  at  the  time  of  its  arrival  Helena  was  at 
home,  and  the  postmaster  knew  of  no  such  person,  it  was 
sent  to  Washington.  The  reader  already  knows  how  ’Lena’s 
young  mother  watched  for  her  recreant  husband’s  coming 
until  life  and  hope  died  out  together.  At  home  Harry 
found  his  father  much  worse  than  he  expected.  At  his 
bedside,  ministering  to  his  wants,  was  a  young,  dashing 
widow,  Lady  Bellmont.  On  his  deathbed  her  father  had 
committed  lier  to  the  guardianship  of  Mr.  Graham,  who, 
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honourable  in  all  his  dealings,  had  held  his  trust  until  the 
time  of  her  marriage  with  a  young  Englishman. 

Unfortunately,  as  it  proved  for  Harry,  and  fortunately 
for  Sir  Arthur,  who  had  nothing  in  common  with  his  wife, 
the  latter  died  within  two  years  after  his  marriage,  leaving 
his  widow  and  infant  son  again  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Graham, 
with  whom  Lady  Bellmont,  as  she  was  pleased  to  call  her¬ 
self,  lived  at  intervals,  swaying  him  whichever  way  she  listed, 
and  influencing  him  as  he  had  never  been  before.  The  old 
man  had  his  eye  upon  her  vast  possessions,  which  he 
destined  for  his  son,  who  ignorant  of  the  honour  intended 
him,  had  presumed  to  marry  according  to  the  promptings 
of  his  heart. 

Scarcely  was  the  first  greeting  over,  ere  his  father  at  once 
made  known  his  plans,  to  which  Harry  listened  with  mingled 
pain  and  amazement.  ‘Lucy — Lady  Bellmont,  said  he. 
‘  why  she’s  a  mother — a  widow — besides  being  ten  years  my 
senior.’ 

‘  Three  years,’  interrupted  his  father.  ‘  She  is  twenty- 
five,  and  you  twenty-two,  and  then  as  to  her  being  a  widow 
and  a  mother,  the  immensity  of  her  wealth  atones  for  that. 
She  is  much  sought  after,  but  I  think  she  prefers  you.  She 
will  make  you  a  good  wife,  and  I  am  resolved  to  see  the 
union  consummated  ere  I  die.’ 

‘  Never,  sir,  never,’  answered  Harry,  in  a  more  decided 
manner  than  he  had  before  assumed  towards  his  father. 
‘  It  is  utterly  impossible.’ 

Mr.  Graham  was  too  much  exhausted  to  urge  the  matter 
at  that  time,  but  he  continued  to  harass  Harry,  until  the 
sight  of  Lucy  Bellmont  became  hateful  to  him.  But  it  was 
not  so  with  her  son,  the  Durward  of  our  story.  He  was  a 
fine  little  fellow,  whom  every  one  loved,  and  for  hours 
would  Harry  amuse  himself  with  him,  while  his  thoughts 
were  with  his  own  wife  and  child,  the  latter  of  whom  was 
to  be  so  strangely  connected  with  the  boy  at  his  side.  For 
weeks  his  father  lingered,  each  day  seeming  an  age  to 
Harry,  who  though  he  did  not  wish  to  hasten  his  father’s 
death,  still  longed  to  be  away.  Twice  had  he  written  with¬ 
out  obtaining  an  answer,  and  he  was  about  making  up  his 
mind  to  start,  at  all  events,  when  his  father  suddenly  died 
leaving  him  the  sole  heir  of  his  princely  fortune,  and  with 
his  latest  breath  wishing  him  to  marry  Lucy  Bellmont, 
who  after  the  funeral  was  over,  adverted  to  it,  saying  in  her 
softest  tones,  ‘I  hope  you  don’t  feel  obliged  to  fulfil  your 
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father’s  request.  ‘  Of  course  not,’  said  Harry,  as  he  went 
on  with  his  preparations  for  his  journey,  anticipating  the 
happiness  he  should  experience  in  making  Helena  the  mis¬ 
tress  of  his  luxurious  home. 

But  the  morning  on  which  he  was  intending  to  start,  he 
was  seized  with  a  fever,  which  kept  him  confined  to  his 
bed  until  late  in  the  spring.  Sooner  than  he  was  able  he 
started  for  Springfield  in  quest  of  Helena,  learning  from  the 
woman  whom  he  had  left  in  charge,  that  she  was  dead,  and 
her  baby  too.  The  shock  was  too  much  for  him  in  his  weak 
state,  and  for  two  weeks  he  was  confined  to  a  sick-bed, 
mourning  the  untimely  end  of  one  whom  he  had  truly 
loved,  and  whose  death  his  foolish  conduct  had  hastened. 
Soon  after  their  marriage  her  portrait  had  been  taken  by  the 
best  artist  in  the  town,  and  this  he  determined  to  procure  as 
a  memento  of  the  few  happy  days  he  had  spent  with  Helena. 
But  the  cottage  where  he  left  her  was  now  occupied  by  stran¬ 
gers  ;  he  learned  that  the  portrait,  with  some  of  the  furniture 
had  been  sold  to  pay  the  rent.  His  next  thought  was  to 
visit  her  parents,  but  they  would  reproach  him  with  the 
death  of  their  daughter,  whom  he  had  so  deeply  wronged ; 
and  not  having  sufficient  courage  to  meet  them  face  to  face, 
he  returned  home,  bearing  a  sad  heart,  which  scarcely  again 
felt  a  thrill  of  joy  until  the  morning  when  he  first  met  with 
’Lena,  whose  exact  resemblance  to  her  mother  so  startled 
him  as  to  arouse  the  jealousy  of  his  wife. 

It  would  be  both  needless  and  tiresome  to  enumerate  the 
many  ways  by  which  Lucy  Bellmont  sought  to  ensnare 
him  ;  but  she  at  last  succeeded,  and  he  married  her,  finding 
in  the  companionship  of  her  son  more  real  pleasure  than  he 
ever  experienced  in  her  society.  After  a  time  Mrs.  Graham, 
growing  weary  of  Charleston,  where  her  overbearing  man¬ 
ner  made  her  unpopular,  besought  her  husband  to  remove, 
which  he  did,  going  to  Louisville,  where  he  remained  until 
his  removal  to  Woodlawn.  Fully  believing  what  the  old 
nurse  had  told  him  of  the  death  of  his  wife  and  child,  he  had 
no  idea  of  the  existence  of  the  latter,  though  often  the  re¬ 
membrance  of  the  little  girl  whom  Durward  had  pointed  out 
to  him  in  the  cars,  haunted  him  with  visions  of  the  past,  but 
it  was  not  until  he  met  her  at  Maple  Grove  that  he  found 
she  was  his  daughter. 

From  that  time  he  was  changed,  for  there  was  now  an 
object  for  which  to  live.  Carefully  had  he  guarded  from 
his  wife  a  knowledge  of  his  first  marriage,  for  he  dreaded 
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her,  and  he  could  not  hear  his  beloved  Helena  s  name 
breathed  lightly  by  one  so  greatly  her  inferior.  When 
he  saw  ’Lena,  his  first  impulse  was  to  clasp  her  in  his  arms 
and  compel  his  wife  to  own  her,  but  day  after  day  went  by, 
hoping  for  a  more  favourable  opportunity,  which  never 
came.  Had  he  found  her  in  less  favourable  circumstances, 
he  might  have  done  differently,  but  seeing  only  the  brightest 
side  of  her  life,  he  believed  her  comparatively  happy.  She 
was  accomplished,  well-educated,  and  beautiful,  and  so  he 
waited,  secure  in  the  fact  that  he  was  near  to  see  that  no 
harm  should  befall  her.  Once  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
might  die  suddenly,  thus  leaving  his  relationship  to  her  a 
secret  for  ever,  and  thus  acting  upon  this  thought,  he  made 
his  will,  bequeathing  all  to  ’Lena,  whom  he  acknowledged 
to  be  his  daughter,  adding  an  explanation  of  the  whole 
affair,  together  with  a  most  touching  letter  to  his  child,  who 
would  never  see  it  until  he  was  dead. 

This  done  he  felt  relieved,  and  each  day  found  some  ex¬ 
cuse  for  keeping  it  from  his  wife,  who  worried  him  inces¬ 
santly  about  his  evident  preference  for  ’Lena.  Many  and 
many  a  time  he  resolved  to  tell  her  all,  but  as  often  post¬ 
poned  the  matter,  until,  with  the  broad  Atlantic  between 
them,  he  ventured  to  write  that  he  could  not  tell  her  verbally ; 
and,  strange  to  say,  the  effect  upon  his  wife  was  far  different 
from  what  he  had  expected.  She  did  not  faint,  for  there 
was  no  one  to  see  her,  nor  rave,  for  there  was  no  one  to  hear 
her,  but  she  blamed  her  husband  for  not  telling  her  before. 
Then  came  other  thoughts,  of  a  different  nature.  She  had 
helped  to  impair  ’Lena’s  reputation,  and  if  disgrace  attached 
to  her,  it  would  also  fall  upon  her  own  family.  So  she  set 
herself  to  work  to  atone,  as  far  as  possible,  for  her  conduct. 
Her  husband  had  given  her  permission  to  wait  until  his 
return,  ere  she  made  the  affair  public,  and  as  she  dreaded 
the  remarks  it  would  call  forth,  she  resolved  to  do  so.  He 
had  advised  her  to  tell  ’Lena,  but  she  was  gone — no  one 
knew  whither,  and  nervously  she  waited  for  some  tidings 
of  the  wanderer.  She  was  willing  to  receive  ’Lena,  but  not 
the  grandmother;  she  should  never  darken  the  doors  of 
Woodlawn — never ! 

Meantime,  Mr.  Graham  had  landed  in  New  York,  whence 
he  started  for  home,  meeting  with  a  detention  in  Canandai¬ 
gua,  where  he  fell  in  with  Uncle  Timothy,  who,  being  minus 
a  little  sum  of  money  on  account  of  his  transgressions,  was 
lamenting  his  ill-fortune  to  one  of  his  acquaintances,  and 
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threatening  to  give  up  tavern  keeping  if  the  Maine  law 
wasn’t  repealed. 

‘  Here,’  said  he,  1  it  has  cost  me  up’ards  of  fifty  dollars, 
and  I’ll  bet  I  hain’t  sold  more’n  a  barrel,  besides  what  wine 
that  Kentucky  chap  has  bought  for  his  gal,  and  I  suppose 
they  call  that  nothin’,  bein’  it’s  for  sickness.  This  remind¬ 
ed  his  friend  to  inquire  after  the  sick  lady,  whose  name  he 
did  not  remember. 

‘  It’s  ’Lena,’  answered  Uncle  Timothy,  ‘  ’Lena  Rivers, 
that  dandified  chap  calls  her,  and  it’s  plaguy  curis  to  me  what 
she’s  a  runnin’  away  for,  and  he  a  sneakin’  it  through  the 
country  arter  her;  there’s  mischief  summers,  so  I  tell  ’em, 
but  that’s  no  consarn  of  mine  so  long  he  pays  down  regular. 

Mr.  Graham’s  curiosity  was  aroused,  and  when  he  could 
speak  to  Uncle  Timothy  alone,  he  asked  what  he  meant  by 
the  sick  lady.  In  his  own  peculiar  dialect,  Uncle  Timothy 
told  all  he  knew,  adding,  ‘  A  relation  of  youm,  mebby  ?’ 

‘  Yes,  yes,’  said  Mr.  Graham.  ‘  Is  it  far  to  Laurel  Hill  ?’ 

‘  Better’n  a  dozen  miles.  Was  you  goin’  there  ?’  Mr.  Gra¬ 
ham  replied  in  the  affirmative,  asking  if  he  could  procure  a 
horse  and  carriage  there. 

Uncle  Timothy  never  let  an  opportunity  pass  for  turning 
a  penny,  and  nudging  Mr.  Graham,  he  said,  ‘  Them  liv’ry 
scamps’ll  charge  you  tew  dollars,  at  the  lowest  calkerlation. 
I’m  goin’  right  out,  and  will  take  you  for  six  shillin’.’  Mr. 
Graham  replied  that  he  would  go,  suggesting  that  they 
should  start  immediately. 

*  In  less  than  five  minits.  You  jest  set  down  while  I  go  to 
the  store  arter  some  jimcracks  for  the  old  woman,’  said  he, 
starting  up  the  street,  which  was  the  last  Mr.  Graham  saw 
of  him  for  three  long  hours.  Then  the  little  man  came 
stubbing  down  the  walk,  making  many  apologies,  and  say¬ 
ing  ‘  he  got  so  engaged  about  the  darned  ‘  liquor  law,’  and 
the  putty-heads  that  made  it,  that  he’d  no  idee  ’twas  so  late.’ 

On  their  way  home  he  continued  to  discourse  on  his  favour¬ 
ite  topic,  lamenting  that  he  had  voted  for  the  present  gover¬ 
nor,  announcing  his  intention  of  ‘  jinin’ the  Hmdews  the  fust 
time  they  met  at  Suckerport,’  a  village  near  Honeoye  lake, 
and  stopping  every  man  whom  he  knew  to  belong  to  that 
order,  to  ask  if  they  took  a  fee ,  and  if  ‘  there  was  any  be- 
divelment  of  gridirons  and  goats ,  such  as  the  Masons  and  Odd 
Fellers  had !’  Being  assured  that  the  fee  was  only  a  dollar, 
and  that  the  initiatory  process  was  not  very  painful,  he  con¬ 
cluded  *  to  go  it,  provided  they’d  promise  to  run  him  for  con- 
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stable.  Office  is  the  bull  any  one  jines  ’em  for,  and  I  may 
as  well  go  in  for  a  sheer,’  said  he.  In  this  way  his  progress 
homeward  was  not  rapid,  and  the  clock  struck  ten  long  ere 
they  reached  the  inn,  which  they  found  still  and  dark,  save 
the  light  in  ’Lena’s  room. 

‘That’s  her  chamber — the  young  gal’s — where  you  see 
the  candle,’  said  Uncle  Timothy,  as  they  drew  up  to  the 
tavern.  ‘  I  guess  you  won’t  want  to  disturb  her  to-night.’ 

‘  Certainly  not,’  said  Mr.  G-raham,  adding,  as  he  felt  a 
twinge  of  his  inveterate  habit  of  secrecy,  ‘If  you’d  just  as 
lief,  you  need  not  speak  of  me  to  the  young  gentleman ;  I 
wish  to  take  him  by  surprise’ — meaning  Durward. 

There  was  no  necessity  for  this  caution,  for  Uncle  Timo¬ 
thy  was  absorbed  in  his  loss  to  think  of  anything  else,  and 
when  his  wife  asked  ‘  who  it  was  that  he  lighted  up  to  bed,’ 
he  answered,  ‘  A  chap  that  wanted  to  come  out  this  way, 
and  so  rid  with  me.’ 

Mr.  Graham  was  very  tired,  and  was  soon  asleep,  dreaming 
of  ’Lena,  whose  presence  was  to  shed  such  a  halo  of  sunlight 
over  his  hitherto  cheerless  home.  The  ringing  of  the  bell 
next  morning  failed  to  arouse  him,  but  when  Mrs.  Alder- 
grass  noticing  his  absence  from  the  table,  inquired  for  him, 
Uncle  Timothy  answered,  ‘  Never  mind,  let  him  sleep — tuck¬ 
ered  out,  mebby — and  you  know  we  alius  have  a  sixpence  for 
an  extra  meal !’ 

About  eight  he  arose,  and  after  a  careful  toilet,  he  sat 
down  to  collect  his  thoughts,  for  as  the  interview  was  so  near, 
his  ideas  seemed  suddenly  to  forsake  him.  From  the  window 
he  saw  Durward  depart  for  his  walk,  watching  him  until  he 
disappeared  in  the  dim  shadow  of  the  woods.  ‘  I  will  wait 
until  his  return,  and  let  him  tell  her,’  thought  he,  but  when 
a  half  hour  or  more  went  by  and  Durward  did  not  come, 
he  concluded  to  go  down  and  ask  to  see  her  by  himself. 

In  order  to  do  this,  he  must  pass  ’Lena’s  room,  the  door 
of  which  was  ajar.  She  was  awake,  and  hearing  his  step, 
thought  it  was  Mrs.  Aldergrass,  and  called  to  her.  A  thrill 
of  exquisite  delight  ran  through  his  frame  at  the  sound  of 
her  voice,  and  for  an  instant  he  debated  the  propriety  of  go¬ 
ing  to  her  at  once.  A  second  call  decided  him,  and  in  a  mo¬ 
ment  he  was  at  her  bedside,  clasping  her  in  his  arms,  and  ex¬ 
claiming,  ‘  My  precious  ’Lena !  My  daughter  !  Has  nothing 
ever  told  you  that  I  am  your  father,  the  husband  of  your 
angel  mother,  who  lives  again  in  her  child — mg  child — my 
’Lena  ?’ 
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For  a  moment  ’Lena’s  "brain  grew  dizzy,  and  she  had  well- 
nigh  fainted,  when  the  sound  of  Mr.  Graham’s  voice  again 
brought  her  back  to  consciousness.  Pressing  his  lips  to  her 
white  brow,  he  said,  ‘  Speak  to  me,  my  daughter.  Say  that 
you  receive  me  as  your  father,  for  such  I  am.’ 

With  lightning  rapidity  ’Lena’s  thoughts  traversed  the 
past,  whose  dark  mystery  was  now  made  plain,  and  as  the 
thought  that  it  might  be  so — that  it  was  so — flashed  upon 
her,  she  clasped  her  hands  together,  exclaiming,  ‘  My  father  ! 
Is  it  true  ?  You  are  not  deceiving  me  ?’ 

‘  Deceive  you,  darling  ? — no,’  said  he.  ‘  I  am  your  father, 
and  Helena  Nichols  was  my  wife.’ 

£  Why  then  did  you  leave  her  ?  Why  have  you  so  long  left 
me  unacknowledged  ?’  asked  ’Lena. 

Mr.  Graham  groaned  bitterly.  The  hardest  part  was  yet 
to  come,  but  he  met  it  manfully,  telling  her  the  whole  story, 
sparing  not  himself  in  the  least,  and  ending  by  asking  if, 
after  all  this,  she  could  forgive  and  love  him  as  her  father. 

Raising  herself  in  bed,  ’Lena  wound  her  arms  around  his 
neck,  and  laying  her  face  against  his,  wept  like  a  little  child. 
He  felt  that  he  was  sufficiently  answered,  and  holding  her 
closer  to  his  bosom  he  pushed  back  the  clustering  curls,  kiss¬ 
ing  her  again  and  again,  while  he  said  aloud,  ‘  I  have  your 
answer,  dearest  one ;  we  will  never  be  parted  again.’ 

So  absorbed  was  he  in  his  newly  recovered  treasure,  that 
he  did  not  observe  the  fiery  eye  and  clenched  fist  of  Durward 
Bellmont,  who  had  returned  from  his  walk,  and  who,  in  com¬ 
ing  up  to  his  room,  had  recognized  the  tones  of  his  father’s 
voice.  Recoiling  backward  a  step  or  two,  he  was  just  in 
time  to  see  ’Lena  as  she  threw  herself  into  Mr.  Graham’s 
arms — in  time  to  hear  the  tender  words  of  endearment  lav¬ 
ished  upon  her  by  his  father!  Staggering  backward,  he 
caught  at  the  bannister  to  keep  from  falling,  while  a  moan 
of  anguish  came  from  his  ashen  lips.  Alone  in  his  room, 
he  grew  calmer,  though  his  heart  still  quivered  with  agony 
as  he  strode  up  and  down  the  room,  exclaiming,  ‘  I  would 
rather  see  her  dead  than  thus — my  lost,  lost  ’Lena !’  Then, 
in  the  deep  bitterness  of  his  spirit,  he  cursed  his  father,  whom 
he  believed  to  be  more  guilty  than  she.  ‘  I  cannot  meet  him,’ 
thought  he ;  ‘  there  is  murder  at  my  heart,  and  I  must  away 
ere  he  knows  of  my  presence.’ 

He  then  hastened  down  the  stairs,  glancing  back  once,  and 
seeing  ’Lena  reclining  upon  his  father’s  arm,  while  her  eyes 
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were  raised  to  his  with  a  sweet  confiding  smile,  which  told 
of  perfect  happiness. 

‘  Thank  God  that  I  am  unarmed,  else  he  could  not  live,’ 
thought  he,  hurrying  into  the  bar-room,  where  he  placed  in 
Uncle  Timothy’s  hand  double  the  sum  due  for  himself  and 
’Lena,  and  then,  without  a  word  of  explanation,  he  walked 
away. 

He  was  a  good  pedestrian,  and  preferring  solitude  in  his 
present  state  of  feeling,  he  determined  to  go  on  foot  to 
Canandaigua,  a  distance  of  a  dozen  miles.  Meantime,  Mr. 
Graham  was  learning  from  ’Lena  the  cause  of  her  being 
there,  and  though  she,  as  far  as  possible,  softened  the  fact  of 
his  having  been  accessory  to  her  misfortunes,  he  felt  it  none 
the  less  keenly,  and  would  frequently  interrupt  her  with  the 
exclamation  that  it  was  the  result  of  his  despicable  habit 
of  secrecy.  When  she  spoke  of  the  curl  which  his  wife  had 
burned,  he  was  deeply  affected,  groaning  aloud  as  he  hid 
his  face  in  his  hands. 

‘  And  she  found  it — she  burned  it,’  said  he ;  ‘  and  it  was  all 
I  had  left  of  my  Helena.  I  cut  it  from  her  head  on  the 
morning  of  my  departure,  when  she  lay  sleeping,  little 
dreaming  of  my  cruel  desertion.  But,’  he  added,  ‘  I  can  bear 
it  better  now  that  I  have  you,  her  living  image,  for  what  she 
was  when  last  I  saw  her,  you  are  now.’  Their  conversation 
then  turned  upon  Durward,  and  with  the  tact  he  so  well 
knew  how  to  employ,  Mr.  Graham  drew  from  his  blushing 
daughter  a  confession  of  the  love  she  bore  him.  ‘  He  is 
worthy  of  you,’  said  he,  while  ’Lena,  without  seeming  to  heed 
the  remark,  said,  ‘  I  have  not  seen  him  yet,  but  I  am  expect¬ 
ing  him  every  moment,  for  he  was  to  visit  me  this  morning.’ 

At  this  juncture  Mrs.  Aldergrass  came  in,  appearing 
greatly  surprised  at  the  sight  of  the  stranger,  whom  ’Lena 
introduced  as  ‘  her  father,’  while  Mr.  Graham  coloured  pain¬ 
fully,  as  Mrs.  Aldergrass,  curtseying  very  low,  hoped  Mr. 
Rivers  was  well !  (‘  Let  it  go  so,’  whispered  ’Lena,  as  she 

saw  her  father  about  to  speak.) 

Mr.  Graham  complied,  and  then  observing  how  anxiously 
his  daughter’s  eyes  sought  the  door- way,  whenever  a  foot¬ 
step  was  heard,  he  asked  Mrs.  Aldergrass  for  Mr.  Bellmont, 
saying  they  would  like  to  see  him,  if  he  had  returned. 

Mrs.  Aldergrass  went,  and  soon  came  back,  announcing 
that  ‘  he’d  paid  his  bill  and  gone  off.’ 

‘  Gone !’  said  Mr.  Graham.  ‘  There  must  be  some  mistake. 
I  will  go  down  and  inquire.’ 
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With  his  hand  in  his  pocket  grasping  the  purse  contain¬ 
ing  the  gold,  Uncle  Timothy  told  all  he  knew,  adding,  that 
‘twan’t  noways  likely  hut  he’d  come  back  agin,  for  he’d  left 
things  in  his  room  to  the  vally  of  five  or  six  dollars.’ 

Mr.  Graham  concluded  so,  too,  and  returning  to  ’Lena,  he 
sat  by  her  all  day,  soothing  her  with  assurances  that  Dur- 
ward  would  come  back,  as  there  was  no  reason  for  his  leav¬ 
ing  so  abruptly.  As  the  day  wore  away  and  the  night  came 
on,  he  seemed  less  sure,  while  Uncle  Timothy  began  to  fidget, 
and  when  in  the  evening  a  young  pettifogger,  who  had  re¬ 
cently  hung  out  his  shingle  on  Laurel  Hill,  came  in,  he  asked 
him,  in  a  low  tone,  ‘  if,  under  the  present  governor,  they 
hung  folks  on  circumstantial  evidence  alone.’ 

‘  Unquestionably,  for  that  is  sometimes  the  best  kind  of 
evidence,’  said  the  sprig  of  the  law,  taking  out  some  littlo 
ivory  tablets  and  making  a  charge  against  Timothy  for  pro¬ 
fessional  advice ! 

‘  But  if  one  of  my  boarders,  who  has  lots  of  money,  goes 
off  in  broad  daylight  and  is  never  heard  of  agin,  would  that 
be  any  sign  he  was  murdered — by  the  landlord  ?’  continued 
Uncle  Timothy,  beginning  to  think  there  might  be  worse 
law  than  the  Maine  liquor  law. 

‘  That  depends  upon  the  previous  character  of  the  land¬ 
lord,’  said  the  lawyer,  making  another  entry,  while  Uncle 
Timothy  exclaimed,  ‘  I  shall  stand  the  racket,  then,  my  char¬ 
acter  is  tip-top.’ 

In  the  morning  Mr.  Graham  announced  his  intention  of  go¬ 
ing  in  quest  of  Durward,  and  with  a  magnanimity  quite 
praiseworthy,  Uncle  Timothy  offered  his  boss  and  wagon 
for  nothin’,  provided  Mr.  Graham  would  leave  his  watch 
*  as  a  guaranty  against  his  runnin’  off  !’ 

Just  as  Mr.  Graham  was  about  to  start,  a  horseman  rode 
up,  saying  he  had  come  from  Canandaigua  by  order  of  a  Mr. 
Bellmont,  who  wished  him  to  bring  letters  for  Mr.  Graham 
and  Miss  Rivers. 

‘  And  where  is  Mr.  Bellmont  ?’  asked  Mr.  Graham,  to  which 
the  man  replied,  that  he  took  the  six  o’clock  train  the  night 
before,  and  that  his  manner  was  so  strange  as  to  cause  a  sus¬ 
picion  of  insanity  on  the  part  of  those  who  saw  him. 

Mr.  Graham  repaired  to  ’Lena’s  room,  giving  her  her  let¬ 
ter,  and  then  reading  his,  which  was  full  of  bitterness,  de¬ 
nouncing  him  as  a  villain,  and  cautioning  him,  as  he  valued 
his  life,  never  again  to  cross  the  track  of  Iris  outraged  step¬ 
son. 
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‘  You  have  robbed  me  of  all  I  hold  most  dear,  and  while 
I  do  not  censure  her  the  less,  I  blame  you  the  more,  for  you 
are  older  in  experience,  in  years,  and  ten-fold  older  in  sin ; 
and  you  must  have  used  every  art  your  foul  nature  could 
suggest,  ere  you  won  my  lost  ’Lena  from  the  path  of  recti¬ 
tude.’ 

In  the  utmost  astonishment  Mr.  Graham  looked  at  ’Lena 
who  had  fainted.  It  was  long  ere  she  returned  to  conscious¬ 
ness,  and  then  her  fainting  fit  was  followed  by  another  more 
severe,  while  in  speechless  agony  Mr.  Graham  hung  over 
her. 

‘  I  killed  the  mother,  and  now  I  am  killing  the  child,’ 
thought  he.  But  ’Lena  recovered,  and  taking  from  the  pil¬ 
low  the  crumpled  note,  she  passed  it  to  her  father,  bidding 
him  read  it  : — 

‘My  Lost  ’Lena:— By  this  title  it  seems  appropriate  for  mo  to 
call  you,  for  you  are  more  surely  lost  to  me  than  you  would  be 
were  this  summer  sun  shining  upon  your  grave.  And  ’Lena,  be¬ 
lieve  me  when  I  say  I  would  rather  see  you  dead  than  the  guilty 
thing  you  are,  for  then  your  memory  would  be  to  me  as  a  holy 
blessed  influence,  leading  me  on  to  a  better  world,  whero  I  could 
hope  to  greet  you  as  my  spirit  bride.  But  now,  alas !  how  dark 
the  cloud  which  shrouds  you  from  my  sight. 

*  Oh,  ’Lena,  ’Lena,  how  could  you  deceive  me  thus,  when  I  thought 
you  so  pure,  when  even  now,  I  would  willingly  lay  down  my  life 
to  save  you  from  ruin. 

*  Do  you  ask  what  I  mean  ?  I  have  only  to  refer  you  to  what  this 
morning  took  place  between  you  and  the  vile  man  I  once  called 
father,  and  whom  I  believed  to  be  the  soul  of  truth  and  honour. 
With  a  heart  full  of  tenderness  towards  you,  I  was  hastening  to 
your  side,  when  a  scene  met  my  view  which  stilled  the  beatings  of 
my  pulse,  and  curdled  the  blood  in  my  veins.  I  saw  you  throw 
your  arms  around  his  neck— the  husband  of  my  mother.  I  saw 
you  lay  your  head  upon  his  bosom.  I  heard  him  as  he  called  you 
dearest,  and  said  you  would  never  be  parted  again! 

‘  You  know  all  that  has  passed  heretofore,  and  can  you  wonder 
that  my  worst  fears  are  now  confirmed  ?  God  knows  how  I  strug¬ 
gled  against  those  doubts,  which  were  nearly  removed,  when,  by 
the  evidence  of  my  own  eyesight,  uncertainty  was  made  sure. 

*  And  now,  my  once  loved,  but  erring  ’Lena,  farewell.  I  am  go¬ 
ing  away— whither,  I  know  not,  care  not,  so  that  I  never  hear  your 
name  coupled  with  disgrace.  Another  reason  why  I  go,  is  that  the 
hot  blood  of  the  south  burns  too  fiercely  in  my  veins  to  suffer  me 
to  meet  your  dostroyer  and  not  raise  my  hand  against  him.  When 
this  reaches  you,  I  shall  be  far  away.  But  what  matters  it  to  you? 
And  yet,  ’Lena,  there  will  come  a  time  when  you’ll  remember  one 
who,  had  you  proved  true  to  yourself,  would  have  devoted  his  lifo 
to  make  you  happy,  for  I  know  I  am  not  indifferent  to  you.  I  have 
read  it  in  your  speaking  eye,  and  in  the  child-like  confidence  with 
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which  you  would  yield  to  me  when  no  one  else  could  control  your 
wild  nature. 

‘  But  enough  of  this.  Time  hastens,  and  I  must  say  farewell — fare 
well  for  ever — my  lost,  lost  ’Lena !  ‘  Dukward.’ 

Gradually  as  Mr.  Graham  read  he  felt  indignant  at  Dur- 
ward’s  hastiness.  ‘  Rash  hoy !  he  might  at  least  have  spoken 
with  me,’  said  he,  but  ’Lena  would  hear  no  word  of  censure 
against  him.  She  did  not  blame  him.  She  saw  it  all,  un¬ 
derstood  it  all,  and  as  she  recalled  the  contents  of  his  letter, 
her  own  heart  sadly  echoed,  ‘  lost  for  ever.' 

As  well  as  he  was  able,  Mr.  Graham  tried  to  comfort  her, 
but  in  vain;  there  was  still  at  her  heart  the  same  dull, 
heavy  pain,  and  most  anxiously  Mr.  Graham  watched  her, 
waiting  impatiently  for  the  time  when  she  would  be  able  to 
start  for  home,  as  he  hoped  a  change  of  place  and  scene  would 
restore  both  her  health  and  spirits.  Soon  after  his  arrival 
at  Laurel  Hill,  Mr.  Graham  had  written  to  Mr.  Livingstone, 
telling  him  what  he  had  before  told  his  wife,  and  adding, 

‘  Of  course,  my  daughter's  home  will  be  with  me,  at  Wood- 
lawn,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  yourself  and  family  at 
any  time.’  This  part  of  the  letter  he  showed  to  ’Lena,  who, 
after  reading  it,  seemed  for  a  long  time  absorbed  in  thought. 

‘  What  is  it,  darling  P  Of  what  are  you  thinking  ?’  Mr.  Gra¬ 
ham  asked,  and  ’Lena,  taking  the  hand  which  he  had  laid 
gently  upon  her  forehead,  replied,  ‘  I  am  thinking  of  poor 
grandmother.  She  is  not  happy  at  Maple  Grove.  She 
would  be  more  unhappy  should  I  leave  her,  and  I  would 
rather  stay  there  with  her.  I  can  see  you  every  day.’ 

‘  Do  you  suppose  me  cruel  enough  to  separate  you  from 
your  grandmother  ?’  asked  Mr.  Graham.  ‘  No,  no,  I  am  not 
quite  so  bad  as  that.  Woodlawn  is  large — there  are  rooms 
enough — and  grandma  shall  have  her  choice.’ 

‘  And  your  wife — Mrs.  Graham,  what  will  she  say  ?’  timid¬ 
ly  inquired  ’Lena,  shrinking  from  the  very  thought  of  com¬ 
ing  in  contact  with  the  little  lady,  who  had  so  recently  come 
up  before  her  in  the  new  and  formidable  aspect  of  step-mo¬ 
ther  ! 

Mr.  Graham  did  not  know  himself  what  she  would  say,  nor 
did  he  care.  The  fault  of  his  youth  once  confessed,  he  felt 
himself  a  new  man,  able  to  cope  with  almost  any  thing,  and 
if  in  the  future  his  wife  objected  to  what  he  knew  to  be 
right,  it  would  do  her  no  good,  for  henceforth  he  was  to  rule 
his  own  house.  And  so  he  laughingly  replied,  ‘  Oh,  we’ll 
fix  that,  easily  enough.’ 
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At  the  time  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Livingstone,  he  had  also  sent 
a  letter  to  his  wife,  announcing  his  safe  return  from  Europe, 
and  saying  that  he  should  be  at  home  as  soon  as  ’Lena’s 
health  would  admit  of  her  travelling.  Not  wishing  to  alarm 
her  unnecessarily,  he  merely  said  of  Durward,  that  he  had 
found  him  at  Laurel  Hill.  To  this  letter  Mrs.  Graham  re¬ 
plied  with  a  far  better  grace  than  her  husband  had  expected. 
Very  frankly  she  confessed  the  unkind  part  she  had  acted 
towards  ’Lena,  and  she  also  spoke  of  the  reaction  which  had 
taken  place  in  the  minds  of  ’Lena’s  friends,  who  would 
gladly  welcome  her  back. 

The  absence  of  Durward  was  now  the  only  drawback  to 
’Lena’s  happiness,  and  with  a  light  heart  she  began  to  an¬ 
ticipate  her  journey  home.  Most  liberally  did  Mr.  Graham 
pay  for  both  himself  and  ’Lena ;  and  Uncle  Timothy,  as  he 
counted  the  shining  coin,  dropping  it  upon  the  table  to  make 
sure  it  was  not  bogus ,  felt  reconciled  to  his  recent  loss  of 
fifty  dollars.  Jerry,  the  driver,  was  also  generously  rewarded 
for  his  kindness  to  the  stranger- girl,  and  Mr.  Graham  offered 
to  make  him  his  chief  overseer,  if  he  would  go  to  Kentucky. 

‘You  are  just  the  man  I  want,’  said  he,  ‘and  I  know 
you’ll  like  it.  What  do  you  say  ?’ 

For  the  sake  of  occasionally  seeing  ’Lena,  whom  he  con¬ 
sidered  as  something  more  than  mortal,  Jerry  would  gladly 
have  gone,  but  he  was  a  staunch  abolitionist,  dyed  in  the 
wool,  and  scratching  his  head,  he  replied,  ‘  I’m  obleeged  to 
you,  but  I  b’lieve  I’d  rather  drive  bosses  than  niggers  !’ 

‘  Mebby  you  could  run  one  on  ’em  off,  and  so  make  some¬ 
thin’,’  whispered  Uncle  Timothy,  his  eyes  always  on  money ; 
but  it  was  not  Jerry’s  creed  to  make  anything,  and  as  ’Lena 
at  that  moment  appeared,  he  retreated,  going  behind  the 
church,  where  he  watched  the  departure  of  his  southern 
friends,  saying  afterwards  to  Mrs.  Aldergrass,  who  chided 
him  for  his  conduct,  that  ‘  he  never  could  bid  nobody  good¬ 
bye,  he  was  so  darned  tender-hearted !’ 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

EXCITEMENT  AT  MAPLE  GEOVE. 

*  ’T  ENA  been  gone  four  weeks,  and  father  never  stirred  a 
Jj  peg  after  her !  That  is  smart,  I  must  say.  Why  didn’t 
you  let  me  know  it  before  ?’  exclaimed  John  Jr.,  as  he  one 
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morning  unexpectedly  made  his  appearance  at  Maple  Grove. 

During  his  absence  Carrie  had  been  his  only  correspondent, 
and  for  some  reason  or  other  she  delayed  telling  him  of  ’Lena’s 
flight  till  recently.  Instantly  forgetting  his  resolution  of  not 
returning  for  a  year,  he  came  home  in  headlong  haste,  deter¬ 
mining  to  start  immediately  after  his  cousin. 

‘  I  reckon  if  you  knew  all  that  has  been  said  about  her,  you 
wouldn’t  feel  quite  so  anxious  to  get  her  back,’  said  Carrie. 
‘  For  my  part,  I  feel  quite  relieved  at  her  absence.’ 

‘  Shut  up  your  head,’  roared  John  Jr.  ‘  ’Lena  is  no  more 
guilty  than  you.  By  George,  I  ’most  cried  when  I  heard  how 
nobly  she  worked  to  save  Anna  from  old  Baldhead.  And 
this  is  her  reward !  Gracious  Peter !  I  sometimes  wish  there 
wasn’t  a  woman  in  the  world. 

‘  If  they’d  all  marry  you,  there  wouldn’t  be  long !’  retorted 
Carrie. 

‘  You’ve  said  it  now,  haven’t  you?’  answered  John  Jr., 
while  his  father  suggested  that  they  stop  quarrelling,  add¬ 
ing,  as  an  apology  for  his  own  neglect,  that  Durward  had 
gone  after  ’Lena,  who  was  probably  at  Mr.  Everett’s,  and 
that  he  himself  had  advertised  in  all  the  principal  papers. 

‘Just  like  Bellmont!  He’s  a  fine  fellow  and  deserves  ’Le¬ 
na,  if  anybody  does,’  exclaimed  John  Jr.,  while  Carrie 
chimed  in,  ‘Pshaw !  I’ve  no  idea  he’s  gone  for  her.  Why, 
they’ve  hardly  spoken  for  several  months,  and  besides  that 
Mrs.  Graham  will  never  suffer  him  to  marry  one  of  so  low 
origin.’ 

‘  Oh,  dear !’  said  John  Jr.,  mimicking  his  sister,  ‘  how  much 
lower  is  her  origin  than  yours  ?’ 

Carrie’s  reply  was  prevented  by  the  appearance  of  her 
grandmother,  who  hearing  that  J ohn  J r.  was  there,  hobbled 
in  to  see  him.  Rational  on  all  other  subjects,  Mrs.  Nichols 
persisted  in  saying  of  ’Lena,  that  she  had  killed  her,  and 
now,  when  her  first  greeting  with  John  Jr.  was  over,  she 
whispered,  ‘  Have  they  told  you  ’Leny  was  dead  ?  She  is — 
I  killed  her — it  says  so  here,’  and  she  handed  him  the  almost 
worn-out  note  which  she  constantly  carried  with  her.  Rough 
as  he  was  at  times,  there  was  in  his  nature  many  a  tender 
spot,  and  when  he  saw  the  look  of  childish  imbecility  on  his 
grandmother’s  face,  he  pressed  his  arm  around  her,  and 
a  tear  dropped  upon  her  gray  hair  as  he  told  her  ’Lena 
was  not  dead — he  was  going  to  find  her  and  bring  her  home. 
At  that  moment  old  Caesar,  who  had  been  to  the  post-office, 


278  ’LENA  RIYEKS. 

returned,  bringing  Mr.  Graham’s  letter,  which  had  just  ar¬ 
rived. 

‘  That’s  Mr.  Graham’s  handwriting,’  said  Carrie,  glancing 
at  the  superscription.  .‘  Perhaps  he  knows  something  of  ’Le¬ 
na  !’  and  she  looked  meaningly  at  her  mother,  who,  with  a 
peculiar  twist  of  her  mouth,  replied,  ‘Very  likely.’ 

‘You  are  right.  He  does  know  something  of  her,’  said  Mr. 
Livingstone,  as  he  finished  reading  the  letter.  ‘  She  is  with 
him  at  a  little  village  called  Laurel  Hill,  somewhere  in  New 
York.’ 

‘ There!  I  told  you  so.  Poor  Mrs.  Graham.  It  will  kill 
her.  I  must  see  her  immediately,’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone,  settling  herself  back  composedly  in  her  chair, 
while  Carrie,  turning  to  her  brother,  asked  ‘  what  he  thought 
of  ’Lena  now  ?’ 

‘Just  what  I  always  did,’  he  replied,  ‘There’s  fraud 
somewhere.  Will  you  let  me  see  that,  sir  ?’  advancing  to¬ 
wards  his  father,  who  placing  the  letter  in  his  hand,  walked 
to  the  window  to  hide  the  varied  emotions  of  his  face. 

Rapidly  John  Jr.  perused  it,  comprehending  the  whole ; 
then,  when  it  was  finished,  he  seized  his  hat,  and  throwing 
it  up  in  the  air,  shouted,  ‘Hurrah!  Hurrah  for  Miss  ’Lena 
Rivers  Graham ,  daughter  of  the  Honourable  Harry  Rivers 
Graham.  I  was  never  so  glad  in  my  life.  Hurrah !’  and 
again  the  hat  went  up,  upsetting  in  its  descent  a  costly 
vase,  the  fragments  of  which  followed  in  the  direction  of  the 
hat,  as  the  young  man  capered  about  the  room,  perfectly  in¬ 
sane  with  joy. 

‘Is  the  boy  crazy?’  asked  Mrs.  Livingstone,  catching 
him  by  the  coat  as  he  passed  her,  while  Carrie  attempted 
to  snatch  the  letter  from  his  hand. 

‘  Crazy  ? — yes,’  said  he.  ‘Who  do  you  think  ’Lena’s  father 
is  ?  No  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Graham  himself  !  Now  taunt 
her  again,  Cad,  with  her  low  origin,  if  you  like.  She  isn’t 
coming  here  to  live  any  more.  She’s  going  to  Woodlawn. 
She’ll  marry  Dnrward,  while  you’ll  be  a  cross,  dried-up  old 
maid,  eh,  Cad  ?’  and  he  chucked  her  under  the  chin,  while 
she  began  to  cry,  bidding  him  let  her  alone. 

‘  What  do  you  mean  ?’  interposed  Mrs.  Livingstone,  trem¬ 
bling  lest  it  might  be  true. 

‘  I  will  read  the  letter,  and  you  can  judge  for  yourself,’ 
replied  John. 

Both  Carrie  and  her  mother  were  too  much  astonished  to 
utter  a  syllable,  while  in  their  hearts,  each  hoped  it  would 
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prove  untrue.  Bending  forward,  grandma  had  listened 
eagerly,  her  dim  eye  lighting  up  as  she  occasionally  caught 
the  meaning  of  what  she  heard ;  but  she  could  not  under¬ 
stand  it  at  once,  and  turning  to  her  son,  she  said,  ‘  What  is 
it,  John  ?  what  does  it  mean  ?’ 

As  well  as  they  could,  Mr.  Livingstone  and  John  Jr.  ex¬ 
plained  it  to  her,  and  when  at  length  she  comprehended  it,  in 
her  own  peculiar  way,  she  exclaimed, — ‘  Thank  God  that 
’Leny  is  a  lady,  at  last — as  good  as  the  biggest  on  ’em. 
Oh,  I  wish  Helleny  had  lived  to  know  who  her  husband 
was.  Poor  critter  !  Mebby  he’ll  give  me  money  to  go  back 
and  see  the  old  place,  once  more,  afore  I  die.’ 

‘  If  he  don’t  I  will,’  said  Mr.  Livingstone,  upon  which  his 
wife,  who  had  not  spoken  before,  wondered  ‘where  he’d 
get  it.’ 

Carrie  comforted  herself  with  the  assurance,  that  as  ’Lena 
was  now  Durward’s  sister,  he  would  not  marry  her ;  and 
determining  to  make  the  best  of  it,  she  replied  to  her  brother, 
who  rallied  her  on  her  crest-fallen  looks,  that  he  was  greatly 
mistaken,  for  ‘  she  was  as  pleased  as  any  one  at  ’Lena’s  good 
fortune,  but  it  did  not  follow  that  she  must  make  a  fool 
of  herself,  as  some  others  did.’ 

The  closing  part  of  this  remark  was  lost  on  John  Jr.,  who 
had  left  the  room.  In  the  first  excitement,  he  had  thought, 

‘  how  glad  Nellie  will  be,’  and  acting,  as  he  generally  did, 
upon  impulse,  he  now  ordered  his  horse,  and  dashing  off  at 
full  speed,  as  usual,  surprised  Nellie,  first  with  his  sudden 
appearance,  second,  with  his  announcement  of  ’Lena’s 
parentage,  and  third,  by  an  offer  of  himself ! 

‘It’s  your  destiny,’  said  he,  ‘and  it’s  no  use  to  resist. 
What  did  poor  little  Meb  die  for,  if  it  wasn’t  to  make  room 
for  you?  So  you  may  as  well  say  yes  first  as  last.  I’m 
odd,  I  know,  but  you  can  fix  me  over.  I’ll  do  exactly  what 
you  wish  me  to.  Say  yes,  Nellie,  won’t  you  ?’ 

And  Nellie  did  say  yes,  wondering,  the  while,  if  ever  be¬ 
fore  woman  had  such  a  wooing.  We  think  not,  for  never  was 
there  another  John  Jr. 

‘  I  have  had  happiness  enough  for  one  day,’  said  he,  kiss¬ 
ing  her  blushing  cheek  and  hurrying  away. 

As  if  every  hitherto  neglected  duty  were  now  suddenly 
remembered,  he  went  straight  from  Mr.  Douglass’  to  the 
marble  factory,  where  he  ordered  a  costly  stone  for  the  little 
grave  on  the  sunny  slope,  as  yet  unmarked  save  by  the  tall 
grass  and  rank  weeds  which  grew  above  it. 
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‘  What  inscription  will  you  have  ?’  asked  the  engraver. 

John  Jr.  thought  for  a  moment,  and  then  replied,  ‘  Simply 
‘  Mabel.’  Nothing  more  nor  less ;  that  tells  the  whole  story, 
and  involuntarily  murmuring  to  himself,  4  Poor  little  Meb, 
I  wish  she  knew  how  happy  I  am,’  he  started  for  home, 
where  he  was  somewhat  surprised  to  find  Mrs.  Graham. 

She  had  also  received  a  letter  from  her  husband,  and 
deeming  secrecy  not  advisable,  had  come  over  to  Maple 
Grove,  where,  to  her  great  satisfaction,  she  found  that  the 
news  had  preceded  her.  Feeling  sure  that  Mrs.  Graham 
must  feel  greatly  annoyed,  Carrie  and  her  mother  began,  at 
first,  to  act  the  part  of  consolers,  telling  her  it  might  not 
be  true,  for  perhaps  it  was  a  ruse  of  Mr.  Graham’s  to  cover 
some  deep-laid  scheme.  But  for  once  in  her  life  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham  did  well,  and  to  their  astonishment,  replied, 4  Oh,  I  hope 
not,  for  you  do  not  know  how  I  long  for  the  society  of  a 
daughter,  and  as  Mr.  Graham’s  child  I  shall  gladly  wel¬ 
come  ’Lena  home,  trying  if  possible,  to  overlook  the  vulgarity 
of  her  family  friends.’ 

Though  wincing  terribly,  neither  Mrs.  Livingstone  nor 
her  daughter  were  to  be  outgeneraled.  If  Mrs.  Graham 
could  so  soon  change  her  tactics,  so  could  they,  and  for 
the  next  half  hour  they  lauded  ’Lena  to  the  skies.  They 
had  always  liked  her — particularly  Mrs.  Livingstone — who 
said,  4  If  allowed  to  speak  my  mind,  Mrs.  Graham,  I  must 
say  that  I  have  felt  pained  by  those  reports  which  you  put 
in  circulation. 

eI  put  reports  in  circulation!’  retorted  Mrs.  Graham. 
‘  What  do  you  mean  P  It  was  yourself,  madam,  as  I  can 
prove  by  the  whole  neighbourhood  !’ 

The  war  of  words  was  growing  sharper  and  more  personal, 
when  John  Jr.’s  appearance  put  an  end  to  it;  and  the  two 
ladies,  thinking  they  might  as  well  be  friends  as  enemies, 
introduced  another  topic  of  conversation,  soon  after  which 
Mrs.  Graham  took  her  leave.  Pausing  in  the  door-way, 
she  said  ‘Would  it  afford  you  any  gratification  to  be  at 
Woodlawn  when  ’Lena  anives  ?’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  said  ‘  yes,’  while  Carrie,  thinking  Dur- 
ward  would  be  there,  made  a  similar  reply,  saying, 4  she  was 
exceedingly  anxious  to  see  her  cousin.’ 

‘  Very  well.  I  will  let  you  know  when  I  expect  her,’  said 
Mrs.  Graham. 

4  Spell  Toady ,  Cad,’  whispered  John  Jr.,  and  with  more 
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than  her  usual  quickness,  Carrie  replied,  by  doing  as  he 
desired. 

‘  That’ll  do,’  said  he,  as  he  walked  off  to  the  back  yard, 
where  he  found  the  younger  portion  of  the  blacks  engaged 
in  a  rather  novel  employment. 

The  news  of  ’Lena’s  good  fortune  had  reached  the  kitchen, 
causing  much  excitement,  for  she  was  a  favourite  there. 

‘  Clar  for’t,’  said  Aunt  Milly,  ‘  we  orto  have  a  bonfire 
It  won’t  hurt  nothin’  on  the  brick  pavement.’ 

Accordingly,  as  it  was  now  dark,  the  children  were  set 
at  work  gathering  blocks,  chips,  sticks,  dried  twigs,  and 
leaves,  and  by  the  time  John  Jr.  appeared,  they  had  col¬ 
lected  quite  a  pile.  Not  knowing  how  he  would  like  it, 
they  all  took  to  their  heels,  except  Thomas  Jefferson,  who 
having  some  of  his  mother’s  spirit,  stood  his  ground,  and 
said  that  they  were  ‘  gwine  to  celebrate  Miss  ’Lena.’  Tak¬ 
ing  in  the  whole  fun  at  once,  John  Jr.  called  out,  ‘  Good! 
come  back  here,  you  scapegraces.’ 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  these  words,  when  from  behind 
the  ley-leach,  the  smoke-house,  and  the  trees,  emerged  the 
little  darkies,  their  eyes  and  ivories  shining  with  the  ex¬ 
pected  frolic.  Taught  by  John  Jr.,  they  hurrahed  at  the 
top  of  their  voices  when  the  flames  burst  up,  and  one  little 
fellow,  not  yet  able  to  talk  plain,  made  his  bare,  shining 
legs  fly  like  drumsticks  as  he  shouted,  ‘Huyah  for  Miss 
’Leny  Yivers  Gayum — ’ 

‘Bellmont,  too,  say,’  whispered  John  Jr.,  as  he  saw  Carrie 
on  the  back  piazza. 

‘  Bellmont  too ,  sayV  yelled  the  youngster,  leaping  so  high 
as  to  lose  his  balance. 

Rolling  over  the  green  sward  like  a  ball,  he  landed  at 
the  feet  of  Carrie,  who  spurning  him  as  she  would  a  toad, 
went  back  to  the  parlour,  where  for  an  hour  she  cried  from 
pure  vexation. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

ARRIVAL  AT  WOODLAWN. 

IT  was  a  warm  September  night  at  Woodlawn.  The 
windows  were  open,  and  through  the  richly-wrought 
curtains  the  balmy  air  of  evening  was  stealing,  mingling  its 
delicious  perfume  of  flowers  without,  with  the  odour  of 
those  which  drooped  from  the  many  costly  vases  which 
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adorned  the  handsome  parlours.  Lamps  were  burning,  cast¬ 
ing  a  mellow  light  over  the  gorgeous  furniture,  while  in 
robes  of  snowy  white  the  mistress  of  the  mansion  flitted 
from  room  to  room,  a  little  nervous,  a  little  fidgety,  and, 
without  meaning  to  be  so,  a  little  cross.  For  two  hours  she 
had  waited  for  her  husband,  delaying  the  supper,  which 
the  cook  pronounced  nearly  spoiled  by  delay. 

According  to  promise,  the  party  from  Maple  Grove  had 
arrived  with  the  exception  of  John  Jr.,  who  had  generously 
remained  with  his  grandmother,  she  having  been  purposely 
omitted  in  the  invitation.  From  the  first,  Mrs.  Graham  had 
decided  that  Mrs.  Nichols  should  not  live  at  Woodlawn,  and 
she  thought  it  proper  to  have  it  understood  at  once.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  as  she  was  conducting  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie 
to  ’Lena’s  room,  she  remarked,  ‘I’ve  made  no  provision  for 
Mrs.  Nichols,  except  as  an  occasional  visitor,  for  she  will  re¬ 
main  with  her  son.  She  is  much  attached  to  your  family, 
and  will  be  happier  there !’ 

‘  This  ’Lena’s!’  said  Carrie  ere  her  mother  had  time  to 
reply.  ‘  It’s  the  very  best  chamber  in  the  house — Brussels 
carpet,  marble  and  mahogany  furniture,  damask  curtains. 
Why  she’ll  hardly  know  how  to  act,’  she  continued,  as  she 
gazed  around  the  elegant  apartment,  which  with  one  of  her 
unaccountable  freaks,  Mrs.  Graham  had  fitted  up  with  the 
utmost  taste. 

‘  Yes,  this  is  ’Lena’s,’  said  Mrs.  Graham,  complacently. 
‘  Will  it  compare  at  all  with  her  chamber  at  Maple  Grove  ? 
I  do  not  wish  it  to  seem  inferior !’ 

Carrie  bit  her  lip,  while  her  mother  veiy  coolly  replied, 
‘  Ye-es,  on  the  whole  quite  as  good,  perhaps  better,  as  some 
of  the  furniture  is  new !’ 

‘  Have  I  told  you,’  continued  Mrs.  Graham,  bent  on  tor¬ 
menting  them,  ‘  Have  I  told  you  that  we  are  to  spend  tho 
winter  in  New  Orleans,  where  ’Lena  will  be  the  reigning 
belle  P  You  ought  to  be  there,  dear,’  laying  her  hand  on 
Carrie’s  shoulder.  ‘  It  would  be  so  gratifying  to  witness  the 
sensation  she  will  create  !’ 

‘  Spiteful  old  thing — she  tries  to  insult  us,’  thought  Carrie, 
her  heart  swelling  with  bitterness  towards  the  ever-hated 
’Lena,  whose  future  life  seemed  so  bright  and  joyous. 

The  sound  of  wheels  was  now  heard  and  the  ladies  reached 
the  lower  hall  just  as  the  carriage,  which  had  been  sent  to 
the  station  at  Midway,  drove  up  at  a  side  door.  Carrie’s  first 
thought  was  for  Durward,  and  shading  her  eyes  with  her 
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hand,  she  looked  anxiously  out.  But  only  Mr.  Graham  alight¬ 
ed,  gently  lifting  out  his  daughter,  who  was  still  an  invalid. 

‘  Mighty  careful  of  her,’  thought  Mrs.  Livingstone,  as  in 
his  arms  he  bore  her  up  the  marble  steps. 

Depositing  her  in  their  midst,  and  placing  his  arm  around 
her,  he  said,  turning  to  his  wife,  ‘  Lucy,  this  is  my  daughter. 
Will  you  receive  and  love  her  as  such,  for  my  sake  ?’  In 
a  moment  ’Lena’s  soft,  white  hand  lay  in  the  fat,  chubby  one 
of  Mrs.  Graham,  who  kissed  her  pale  cheek,  calling  her 
‘  ’Lena,’  and  saying  ‘  she  was  welcome  to  Woodlawn.’ 

Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie  pressed  forward  and  over¬ 
whelmed  her  with  caresses,  telling  her  how  badly  they  had 
felt  at  her  absence,  chiding  her  for  running  away,  calling  her 
a  naughty  puss ,  and  perfectly  bewildered  her  with  their  new 
mode  of  conduct.  Mr.  Livingstone’s  turn  came  next,  but 
he  neither  kissed  nor  caressed  her,  for  that  was  not  in  keep¬ 
ing  with  his  nature,  but  very,  very  tenderly  he  looked  into 
her  eyes,  as  he  said,  ‘  You  know,  ’Lena,  that  I  am  glad — most 
glad  for  you.’ 

Unostentatious  as  was  this  greeting,  ’Lena  felt  that  there 
was  more  sincerity  in  it  than  all  that  had  gone  before,  and 
the  tears  gushed  forth  involuntarily.  Mentally  styling  her, 
the  one  ‘  a  baby,’  and  the  other  ‘  a  fool,’  Mrs.  Livingstone 
and  Carrie  returned  to  the  parlour,  while  Mrs.  Graham, 
calling  a  servant,  bade  her  show  ’Lena  to  her  room. 

‘  Hadn’t  you  better  go  and  assist  your  cousin  ?’  whispered 
Mrs.  Livingstone  to  Carrie,  who  forthwith  departed,  knock¬ 
ing  at  the  door,  an  act  of  politeness  she  had  never  before 
thought  it  necessary  to  offer  ’Lena.  But  she  was  an  heiress 
now,  fully,  yes,  more  than  equal,  and  that  made  a  vast  dif- 
erence. 

‘  I  came  to  see  if  I  could  render  you  any  service,’  she  said, 
in  answer  to  ’Lena’s  look  of  inquiry. 

‘  No,  I  thank  you,’  retured  ’Lena,  beginning  to  get  an 
inkling  of  the  truth.  ‘  You  know  I’m  accustomed  to  waiting 
upon  myself,  and  if  I  want  anything  Drusa  can  assist  me. 
I’ve  only  to  change  my  soiled  dress  and  smooth  my  hair,’  she 
continued,  as  she  shook  out  her  long  and  now  rather  rough 
tresses. 

‘  What  handsome  hair  you’ve  got,’  said  Carrie,  taking  one 
of  the  curls  in  her  hand.  ‘  I’d  forgotten  it  was  so  beautiful. 
Hasn’t  it  improved  during  your  absence  ?’ 

‘A  course  of  fever  is  not  usually  very  beneficial  to  one’s 
hair-,  I  believe,’  answered  ’Lena,  as  she  proceeded  to  brush 
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and  arrange  her  wavy  locks,  which  really  had  lost  some  of 
their  lustre. 

Foiled  in  her  attempt  at  toadyism,  Carrie  took  another 
tack.  Looking  ’Lena  m  the  face,  she  said,  ‘  What  is  it  ?  I 
can’t  make  it  out,  but — but  somehow  you’ve  changed ;  you 
don’t  look  so — so — ’ 

‘So  well  you  would  say,  I  suppose,’  returned  ’Lena, 
laughingly.  ‘  I’ve  grown  thin,  but  I  hope  to  improve  by- 
and-by.’ 

Drusa  glanced  at  the  two  girls  as  they  stood  side  by  side, 
and  her  large  eyes  sparkled  as  she  thought  her  young  mis¬ 
tress  ‘  a  heap  the  best  lookin’  now.' 

By  this  time  Carrie  had  thought  to  ask  for  Durward.  In¬ 
stantly  ’Lena  turned  whiter,  if  possible,  than  she  was  before, 
and  in  an  unsteady  voice  she  replied,  that  ‘she  did  not 
know.’ 

‘  Not  know !’  repeated  Carrie,  her  own  countenance  bright¬ 
ening  visibly.  ‘Haven’t  you  seen  him?  Wasn’t  he  at  the 
funny,  out-of-the-way  place,  where  you  were  ?’  ‘  Yes,  but 

he  left  before  I  saw  him,’  returned  ’Lena,  her  manner  in¬ 
dicating  that  there  was  something  wrong. 

Carrie’s  spirits  rose.  There  was  a  chance  for  her,  and  on 
their  way  down  stairs  she  laughed  and  chatted  so  familiarly, 
that  ’Lena  wondered  if  it  could  be  the  same  haughty  girl  who 
had  seldom  spoken  to  her  except  to  repulse  or  command  her. 
The  supper-bell  rang  just  as  they  reached  the  parlour,  and 
Mr.  Graham,  taking  ’Lena  on  his  arm,  led  the  way  to  the 
dining-roon,  where  the  entire  silver  tea-set  had  been  brought 
out,  in  honour  of  the  occasion. 

‘  Hasn’t  ’Lena  changed,  mother  ?’  said  Carrie,  feeling  hate¬ 
ful,  and  knowing  no  better  way  of  showing  it.  ‘  Hasn’t  her 
sickness  changed  her  ?’ 

‘  It  has  made  her  grow  old;  that’s  all  the  difference  I  per¬ 
ceive,’  returned  Mrs.  Livingstone,  satisfied  that  she’d  said  the 
thing  which  she  knew  would  most  annoy  herself. 

‘  How  old  are  you,  dear  ?’  asked  Mrs.  Graham,  leaning 
across  the  table. 

‘  Eighteen,’  was  ’Lena’s  answer,  to  which  Mrs.  Graham 
replied,  ‘  I  thought  so.  Three  years  younger  than  Carrie,  I 
believe.’ 

‘  Two,  only  two,’  interrupted  Mrs.  Livingstone,  while  Car¬ 
rie  exclaimed,  ‘  Horrors  !  How  old  do  you  take  me  to  be  ?’ 

Adroitly  changing  the  conversation,  Mrs.  Graham  made  no 
reply,  and  soon  after  they  rose  from  the  table.  Scarcely 
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had  they  returned  to  the  parlour,  when  John  Jr.  was  an¬ 
nounced.  ‘  He  had,’  he  said,  ‘  got  his  grandmother  to  sleep 
and  put  her  to  bed,  and  he  had  come  to  pay  his  respects  to 
Miss  Graham.’ 

Catching  her  in  his  arms,  he  exclaimed,  ‘  Little  girl !  I’m 
as  much  delighted  with  your  good  fortune  as  I  should  be  had 
it  happened  to  myself.  But  where  is  Bellmont  ?’  he  said. 

Mr.  Graham  replied  that  he  was  not  there. 

‘Not  here?’  repeated  John  Jr.  ‘What  have  you  done 
with  him,  ’Lena  ?’ 

Lifting  her  eyes,  full  of  tears,  to  her  cousin’s  face,  said 
’Lena,  softly,  ‘  Please  don’t  talk  about  it  now.’ 

‘There’s  something  wrong,’  thought  John  Jr.  ‘I’ll  bet 
I’ll  have  to  shoot  that  dog  yet.’ 

’Lena  longed  to  pour  out  her  troubles  to  some  one,  and 
knowing  she  could  confide  in  John  Jr.,  she  soon  found  an 
opportunity  of  whispering  to  him,  ‘  Come  to-morrow,  and  I 
will  tell  you  all  about  it.’ 

Between  ten  and  eleven  the  company  departed,  Mrs.  Liv¬ 
ingstone  and  Carrie  taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  ’Lena, 
urging  her  not  to  fail  of  coming  over  the  next  day,  as  they 
should  expect  her.  The  ludicrous  expression  of  John  Jr.’s 
face  was  a  sufficient  interpretation  of  his  thoughts,  as  whis¬ 
pering  to  ’Lena,  he  said,  ‘  I  can’t  do  it  justice  if  I  try  !’ 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Graham  got  out  his  carriage  to 
convey  ’Lena  to  Maple  Grove,  asking  his  wife  to  join  them. 
But  she  excused  herself,  on  the  plea  of  a  headache,  and  they 
left  without  her.  The  meeting  between  ’Lena  and  her  grand¬ 
mother  was  affecting,  and  Carrie,  to  sustain  the  character 
she  had  assumed,  walked  to  the  window,  to  hide  her  emo¬ 
tions,  probably — at  least  John  Jr.  thought  so,  for  with  the 
utmost  gravity,  he  passed  her  his  silk  pocket  handkerchief ! 
When  the  first  transports  of  her  interview  with  ’Lena  were 
over,  Mrs.  Nichols  fastened  herself  upon  Mr.  Graham,  while 
John  Jr.,  invited  ’Lena  to  the  garden,  where  he  claimed  from 
her  the  promised  story,  which  she  told  him. 

‘  Oh,  that’s  nothing,  compared  with  my  experience,’  said 
John  Jr.,  plucking  at  the  rich,  purple  grapes  which  hung 
in  clusters  above  his  head.  ‘  That’s  easily  settled.  I’ll  go 
after  Durward  myself,  and  bring  him  back,  either  dead  or 
alive — the  latter  if  possible,  the  former  if  necessary.  So 
cheer  up.  I’ve  faith  to  believe  that  you  and  Durward  will 
be  married  about  the  same  time  that  Nellie  and  I  are.  We 
are  engaged — did  I  tell  you  ? 
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Involuntarily  ’Lena’s  eyes  wandered  in  the  direction  of  the 
sunny  slope  and  the  little  grave,  as  yet  but  nine  months 
made. 

‘I  know  what  you  think,’  said  John  Jr.  rather  testily, 

‘  but  hang  me  if  I  can  help  it.  Meb  was  never  intended 
for  me,  except  by  mother.  I  suppose  there  is  in  the  world 
somebody  for  whom  she  was  made,  but  it  wasn’t  I,  and  that’s 
why  she  died.  I  am  sorry  as  anybody,  and  every  night  in 
my  life  I  think  of  poor  Meb,  who  loved  me  so  well,  and  who 
met  with  so  poor  a  return.  I’ve  bought  her  some  grave¬ 
stones  though,’  he  continued,  as  if  that  were  an  ample  atone¬ 
ment  for  the  past. 

While  they  were  thus  occupied,  Mr.  Graham  was  discussing 
with  Mrs.  Nichols  the  propriety  of  her  removing  to  Wood- 
lawn. 

‘  I  shan’t  live  long  to  trouble  anybody,’  said  she,  when 
asked  if  she  would  like  to  go,  ‘  and  I’m  nothin’  without 
’Leny.’ 

So  it  was  arranged  that  she  should  go  with  him,  and  when 
’Lena  returned  to  the  house,  she  found  her  grandmother  in 
her  chamber,  packing  up,  preparatory  to  her  departure. 

‘  We’ll  have  to  come  agin’,’  said  she,  ‘  for  I’ve  as  much  as 
two  loads.’ 

‘  Don’t  take  them,’  interposed  ’Lena.  ‘  You  won’t  need 
them,  and  nothing  will  harm  them  here.’ 

After  a  litttle,  grandma  was  persuaded,  and  her  last  charge 
to  Mrs.  Livingstone  and  Carrie  was,  ‘  that  they  keep  the  dum 
niggers  from  her  things.’ 

Habit  with  Mrs.  Nichols  was  everything.  She  had  lived 
at  Maple  Grove  for  years,  and  every  niche  of  her  room  she 
understood.  She  knew  the  blacks  and  they  knew  her,  and 
ere  she  was  half-way  to  Woodlawn,  she  wished  she  had  not 
started.  Politely  but  coldly,  Mrs.  Graham  received  her, 
saying,  ‘  I  thought  you  would  return  with  them  to  spend 
the  day  V  laying  emphasis  on  the  last  words,  as  if  that,  of 
course,  was  to  be  the  limit  of  her  visit.  Grandma  under¬ 
stood  it,  and  strengthened  her  resolution  of  not  remaining 
long. 

‘Miss  Graham  don’t  want  to  be  pestered  with  me,’ said 
she  to  ’Lena,  the  first  time  they  were  alone,  ‘  and  I  don’t 
mean  that  she  shall  be.  ’Tilda  is-  used  to  me,  and  she  don’t 
mind  it  now,  so  I  shall  go  back  afore  long.  You  can  come  to 
see  me  every  day,  and  once  in  a  while  I’ll  come  here.’ 

That  afternoon  a  heavy  rain  came  on,  and  Mrs.  Graham 
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remarked  to  Mrs.  Nichols  that  ‘  she  hoped  she  was  not  home¬ 
sick,  as  there  was  every  probability  of  her  being  obliged  to 
stay  over  night  V  adding  by  way  of  comfort,  that  ‘  she  was 
going  to  Frankfort  the  next  day  to  make  purchases  for  ’Le¬ 
na,  and  would  take  her  home.’ 

Accordingly,  the  next  morning  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  not 
very  agreeably  surprised  by  the  return  of  her  mother-in- 
law,  who,  Mrs.  Graham,  said,  ‘  was  so  homesick  they  couldn’t 
keep  her.’ 

That  night  when  Mrs.  Graham,  who  was  naturally  gen¬ 
erous,  returned  from  the  city,  she  left  at  Maple  Grove,  a 
large  bundle  for  grandma,  consisting  of  dresses,  aprons, 
caps,  and  the  like,  which  she  had  purchased  as  a  peace  offer¬ 
ing,  or  reward,  for  her  having  decamped  so  quietly  from 
Woodlawn.  But  the  poor  old  lady  did  not  live  to  wear 
them.  Both  her  mind  and  body  were  greatly  impaired,  and 
for  two  or  three  years  she  had  been  failing  gradually. 
There  was  no  particular  disease,  but  a  general  breaking-up 
of  the  spring  of  life,  and  a  few  weeks  after  ’Lena’s  arrival 
at  Woodlawn,  they  made  another  grave  on  the  sunny  slope, 
and  Mabel  no  longer  slept  alone. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

DURWARD. 

FROM  place  to  place,  and  from  scene  to  scene,  Durward 
had  hurried,  caring  nothing  except  to  forget  the  past, 
and  knowing  not  where  he  was  going,  until  he  at  last  found 
himself  in  Richmond,  Virginia.  This  was  his  mother’s 
birth-place,  and  as  several  of  her  more  distant  relatives 
were  still  living  here,  he  determined  to  stop  for  awhile,  hop¬ 
ing  that  new  objects  and  new  scenes  would  rouse  him  from 
the  lethargy  into  which  he  had  fallen.  Constantly  in  terror 
lest  he  should  hear  of  Lena’s  disgrace,  which  he  felt  sure 
would  be  published  to  the  world,  he  had,  since  his  departure 
from  Laurel  Hill,  refrained  from  looking  in  a  newspaper, 
until  one  morning,  some  weeks  after  his  arrival  at  Rich¬ 
mond. 

Entering  a  reading  room,  he  caught  up  the  Cincinnati 
Gazette,  and  after  assuring  himself  by  a  hasty  glance  that 
it  did  not  contain  what  he  so  much  dreaded  to  see,  he  sat 
down  to  read  it,  paying  no  attention  to  the  date,  which 
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was  three  or  four  weeks  back.  Accidentally  he  cast  his  eye 
over  the  list  of  arrivals  at  the  Burnett  House,  and  saw  the 
names  of  ‘  Mr.  H.  R.  Graham,  and  Miss  L.  R.  Graham, 
Woodford  county,  Kentucky !’ 

‘  Audacious  !  How  dare  they  be  so  bold  !’  he  exclaimed, 
springing  to  his  feet,  and  tearing  the  paper  in  fragments, 
which  he  scattered  upon  the  floor. 

‘  Considerable  kind  of  uppish,  ’pears  to  me,’  said  a  strange 
voice,  having  in  its  tone  the  nasal  twang  peculiar  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  class  of  Yankees. 

Looking  up,  Durward  saw  before  him  a  young  man  in 
whose  style  of  dress  and  freckled  face  we  at  once  recognize 
Joel  Slocum.  Wearying  of  Cincinnatti,  as  he  had  before 
done  with  Lexington,  he  had  travelled  to  Virginia.  Re¬ 
membering  to  have  heard  that  his  grandmother’s  aunt  had 
married,  died,  and  left  a  daughter  in  Richmond,  he  deter¬ 
mined,  if  possible,  to  find  some  trace  of  her.  Accordingly, 
he  had  come  to  that  city,  making  it  the  theatre  of  his  da- 
guerrean  operations.  These  alone  not  being  sufficient  to 
support  him,  he  had  turned  his  attention  to  literary  pursuits, 
being  at  present  engaged  in  manufacturing  a  book  after 
the  Sam  Slick  order,  which  ‘  he  expected  would  have  a  thun¬ 
derin’  sale.’ 

In  order  to  sustain  the  new  character  which  he  had  as¬ 
sumed,  he  came  every  day  to  the  reading-room,  tumbling 
over  books  and  papers,  generally  carrying  one  of  the  for¬ 
mer  in  his  hand,  affecting  a  disregard  of  his  personal  ap¬ 
pearance,  daubing  his  fingers  with  ink,  wiping  them  on  the 
pocket  of  his  coat  and  doing  numerous  other  things  which 
he  fancied  would  stamp  him  a  distinguished  person. 

On  the  morning  mentioned,  Joel’s  attention  was  attracted 
towards  Durward,  whose  daguerreotype  he  had  seen  at  Ma¬ 
ple  Grove,  and  though  he  did  not  recognize  the  original,  he 
might  have  met  him  before,  and  was  about  making  his 
acquaintance,  when  Durward’s  action  drew  from  him  the 
remark  we  have  mentioned.  Thinking  him  some  imperti¬ 
nent  fellow,  Durward  paid  him  no  attention  and  was 
about  leaving,  when,  hitching  his  chair  a  little  nearer, 
Joel  said,  ‘  Be  you  from  Virginny  ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘  From  York  state  ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘  From  Pennsylvany  ?’ 

‘No.’ 
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‘  Mebby,  then,  you  are  from  Kentucky  v* 

No  answer. 

‘  Be  you  from  Kentucky  ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

*  Do  you  know  Mr.  Graham’s  folks  ?’ 

‘Yes,’  said  Durward,  trembling  lest  the  next  should  be 
something  concerning  his  step-father — but  it  was  not. 

Setting  himself  a  little  further  back,  Joel  continued : 

!  Wall,  I  calkerlate  that  I’m  some  ralation  to  Miss  Graham. 
Be  you  ’quainted  with  her  P’ 

Durward  knew  that  a  relationship  with  Mrs.  Graham 
also  implied  a  relationship  with  himself,  and  feeling  a  little 
curious  and  amused,  he  replied,  ‘  Related  to  Mrs,  Graham ! 
Pray  how  ?’ 

‘  Why,  you  see,’  said  J oel,  ‘  that  my  grandmarm’s  aunt  was 
younger  than  grandmarm,  and  was  her  aunt  tew.  Wall, 
she  went  ter  Virginia  to  teach  music,  and  married  a  nabob — 
know  what  that  is,  I  s’pose  ;  she  had  one  gal  and  died,  and 
this  gal  was  never  heard  from  until  I  looked  her  up,  and 
I’ve  found  out  that  she  was  Lucy  Temple.  She  married  an 
Englishman,  first — then  a  man  from  South  Carolina,  who  is 
now  livin’  in  Kentucky,  between  Versailles  and  Frankfort. 

‘What  was  your  grandmother’s  aunt’s  name?’  asked 
Durward. 

‘  Susan  Howard,’  returned  J  oel.  ‘  The  Howards  were  a 
stuck-up  set,  grandmarm  and  all — not  a  bit  like  t’other  side 
of  the  family.  My  mother’s  name  was  Sco Vandyke — ’ 

‘  And  yours  ?’  interrupted  Durward. 

‘  Is  Joel  Slocum,  of  Slocumville,  Massachusetts,  at  your 
service,  sir,’  said  the  young  man,  rising  up  and  going 
through  a  most  wonderful  bow,  which  he  always  used  on 
great  occasions. 

In  a  moment  Durward  knew  who  he  was,  and  greatly 
amused,  he  said,  ‘  Can  you  tell  me,  Mr.  Slocum,  what  rela¬ 
tion  this  Lucy  Temple,  your  great-great-aunt’s  daughter, 
would  be  to  you  ?’ 

‘  My  third  cousin,  of  course,’  answered  Joel.  ‘  I  figgered 
that  out  with  a  slate  and  pencil.’ 

‘  And  her  son,  if  she  had  one  ?’ 

‘  Would  be  my  fourth  cousin ;  no  great  connection,  to  bo 
sure — but  enough  to  brag  on,  if  they  happened  to  be  smart !’ 

‘  Supposing  I  tell  you  that  I  am  Lucy  Temple’s  son  ?’  said 
Durward,  to  which  Joel  replied,  ‘  Wall,  s’posin  you  du ; 
’twont  make  it  so.’ 
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‘  But  I  am,  really  and  truly,’  said  Durward.  ‘  Her  first 
husband  was  a  Bellmont,  and  I  am  Durward  Bellmont,  your 
fourth  cousin,  it  seems.’ 

‘  Jehosiphat!  If  this  ain’t  curis,’  said  Joel,  grasping 
Durward’ s  hand.  ‘  How  do  you  du,  and  how  is  yourmarm  P 
And  do  you  know  Helleny  Rivers  ?’ 

Durward’s  brow  darkened  as  he  replied  in  the  affirmative, 
while  Joel  continued :  ‘  We  are  from  the  same  town,  and 
used  to  think  a  sight  of  each  other,  but  when  I  see  her  in 
Kentucky,  I  thought  she’d  got  to  be  mighty  toppin’.  Meb- 
t>y,  ’  twas  only  my  notion.’ 

Durward  did  not  answer,  and  after  a  little  his  companion 
said,  ‘  I  s’pose  you  know  I  sometimes  take  picters  for  a 
livin’.  I’m  goin’  to  my  office  now,  and  if  you’ll  come  with 
me  I’ll  take  yourn  for  nothin’  bein’  you’re  related. 

Mechanically,  and  because  he  had  nothing  else  to  do,  Dur¬ 
ward  followed  the  young  man  to  his  *  office,’  which  was  a 
dingy,  cheerless  apartment  in  the  fourth  story  of  a  crazy 
old  building.  On  the  table  were  several  likenesses,  which 
he  carelessly  examined.  Coming  to  a  larger  and  richer 
case,  he  opened  it,  but  instantly  it  dropped  from  his  hand, 
while  an  exclamation  of  surprise  escaped  his  lips. 

£  What’s  the  row,  old  fellow  ?’  asked  Joel,  coming  forward 
and  picking  up  the  picture  which  Durward  had  recognized  as 
’Lena  Rivers. 

‘  How  came  you  by  it  ?’  asked  Durward,  eagerly ;  and  with 
a  knowing  wink,  Joel  replied,  ‘  I  know,  and  that’s  enough.’ 

‘  But  I  must  know,  too.  It  is  of  the  utmost  importance 
that  I  know,’  said  Durward,  and  after  a  moment’s  reflection, 
Joel  answered :  ‘  Wall,  I  don’t  s’ppose  it’ll  do  any  hurt  if  I 
tell  you.  When  I  was  a  boy  I  had  a  hankerin’  for  ’Deny, 
and  I  didn’t  get  over  it  after  I  was  grown,  either ;  so  a  year 
or  two  ago  thought  I’d  go  to  Kentuck  and  see  her.  Knowin’ 
how  tickled  she  and  Mrs.  Nichols  would  be  with  a  picter  of 
their  old  home  in  the  mountains,  I  took  it  for  ’em  and 
started.  In  Albany  1  went  to  see  a  family  that  used  to 
live  in  Slocumville.  The  woman  was  a  gal  with  ’Lcny’s 
mother,  and  thought  a  sight  of  her.  Wall,  in  the  chamber 
where  they  put  me  to  sleep,  was  an  old  portrait,  which 
looked  so  much  like  ’Leny,  that  in  the  mornin’  I  asked  whose 
it  was,  and  if  you  b’lieve  me,  ’twas  ’Leny’s  mother!  You 
know  she  married  a  southern  rascal,  who  got  her  portrait 
taken  and  then  ran  off,  and  the  picter,  which  in  its  day  was 
an  expensive  one,  was  sold  to  pay  up.  A  few  years  after- 
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wards,  Miss  Rice,  the  woman  I  was  tellin’  you  about, 
came  across  it,  and  bought  it  for  a  little  or  nothin’  to  re¬ 
member  Helleny  Nichols  by.  Thinks  to  me,  nothin’  can 
please  ’Leny  better  than  a  daguerreotype  of  her  mother,  so 
I  out  with  my  apparatus  and  took  it.  But  when  I  come  to 
see  that  they  were  as  nigh  like  two  peas,  I  hated  to  give  it 
up,  for  I  thought  it  would  be  almost  as  good  as  lookin’ 
at  ’Leny.  So  I  kept  it  myself,  but  I  don’t  want  her  to  know 
it,  for  she’d  be  mad.’ 

‘  Did  you  ever  take  a  copy  of  this  for  any  one  P’  asked 
Durward,  a  light  beginning  to  dawn  upon  him. 

‘  What  a  feller  to  hang  on,’  said  Joel,  ‘  but  bein’  I’ve 
started,  I’ll  go  on  and  tell  the  hull.  One  morning  when  I  was 
in  Lexington,  a  gentleman  came  in,  calling  himself  Mr.  Gra¬ 
ham,  and  saying  he  wanted  a  copy  of  an  old  mountain  house 
which  he  had  seen  at  Mr.  Livingstone’s.  Whilst  I  was  get¬ 
ting  it  ready  he  came  across  this  one,  and  what  is  the 
queerest  of  all,  he  like  to  fainted  away.  I  had  to  throw 
water  in  his  face.  Bimeby,  he  came  to,  and  says  he, 
‘  Where  did  you  get  that  ?  I  told  him  all  about  it,  and 
then  laying  his  hand  on  the  table,  he  groaned  orfully,  wipin’ 
off  the  thumpinest  great  drops  of  sweat,  and  kissin’  the 
picter  as  if  he  was  crazy.’ 

‘  Mebby  you  know  Helleny  Nichols  ?’  says  I. 

‘  Knew  yer,  yes,’  says  he,  jumpin’  up  and  walkin’  the  room 
as  fast. 

*  All  to  once  he  grew  calm,  jest  as  though  nothin’  had  hap¬ 
pened,  and  says  he,  *  I  must  have  that  or  one  jest  like  it.’ 

1  At  first  I  hesitated,  for  I  felt  kinder  mean  always  about 
keepin’  it,  and  I  didn’t  want  ’Leny  to  know  I’d  got  it.  I 
told  him  so,  and  he  said  nobody  but  himself  should  ever  see 
it.  So  I  took  a  smaller  one,  leavin’  off  the  lower  part  of 
the  body,  as  the  dress  is  old  fashioned.  He  was  as  tickled 
as  a  boy  with  a  new  top,  and  actually  forgot  to  take  the 
other  one  of  the  mountain  house.  Some  months  after,  I 
came  across  him  in  Cincinnati.  His  wife  was  with  him,  and 
I  thought  then  that  she  looked  like  Aunt  Nancy.  Wall,  he 
went  with  me  to  my  office,  and  said  he  wanted  another  da¬ 
guerreotype,  as  he’d  lost  the  first  one.  Now  I’m  pretty 
good  at  figerin’,  and  I’ve  thought  the  matter  over  until 
I’ve  ’come  to  this  conclusion — that  man — was — Lena’s  fa¬ 
ther — the  husband  or  something  of  Helleny  Nichols !  But 
what  ails  you  ?  Are  you  faintin’  too  ?’  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
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saw  the  deathlike  whiteness  which  had  settled  upon  Dur- 
ward’s  face  and  around  his  mouth. 

‘  Tell  me  more,  everything  you  know,’  gasped  Durward. 

‘  I  have  told  you  all  I  know  for  certain,  said  Joel.  ‘  The 
rest  is  only  guess-work,  hut  it  looks  plaguy  reasonable. 
’Leny’s  father,  I’ve  heard,  was  from  South  Car’lina — ’ 

‘So  was  Mr.  Graham,’  said  Durward,  more  to  himself 
than  to  Joel,  who  continued,  ‘  And  he’s  your  stepfather,  hain’t 
he, — the  husband  of  Lucy  Temple,  my  cousin  ?’ 

Durward  nodded,  and  as  a  customer  came  in,  he  arose  to 
go,  saying  he  would  see  him  again.  Alone  in  his  room,  he 
sat  down  to  think  of  the  strange  story.  Gradually,  as  he 
thought,  his  mind  went  back  to  the  time  when  Mr.  Graham 
first  came  home  from  Springfield.  He  was  a  little  boy,  five 
or  six  years  of  age,  but  he  remembered  many  things  calcu¬ 
lated  to  prove  what  he  scarcely  yet  dared  to  hope.  He  re¬ 
called  Mr.  Graham’s  preparations  to  return,  when  he  was 
taken  suddenly  ill.  He  knew  that  after  his  recovery  he  had 
gone  northward.  He  remembered  how  sad  he  had  seemed 
after  his  return,  neglecting  to  play  with  him  as  usual,  and 
when  to  this  he  added  Joel’s  story,  together  with  the  sin¬ 
gularity  of  his  father’s  conduct  towards  ’Lena,  he  could  not 
fail  to  be  convinced.  ‘  She  is  innocent,  thank  heaven  !  I  see 
it  all  now.  Fool  that  I  was  to  be  so  hasty,’  he  exclaimed, 
his  whole  being  seeming  to  undergo  a  sudden  change  as  the 
joyous  conviction  flashed  upon  him. 

In  his  excitement  he  forgot  his  promise  of  again  seeing 
Joel  Slocum,  and  ere  the  sun- setting  he  was  far  on  his  road 
home.  Occasionally  he  felt  a  lingering  doubt,  as  he  won¬ 
dered  what  motive  his  father  could  have  had  for  concealment, 
but  these  wore  away  as  the  distance  between  himself  and 
Kentucky  diminished.  As  the  train  paused  at  one  of  the 
stations,  he  was  surprised  at  seeing  John  Jr.  among  the 
crowd  gathered  at  the  depot. 

‘  Livingstone,  Livingstone,  how  came  you  here  ?’  shouted 
Durwarcl,  leaning  from  the  open  window. 

The  cars  were  already  in  motion,  but  at  the  risk  of  his  life 
J ohn  Jr.  bounded  upon  the  platform,  and  was  soon  seated  by 
the  side  of  Durward. 

You  are  a  great  one,  ain’t  you  ?’  said  he.  ‘  Here  I’ve  been 
looking  for  you  all  over  Christendom,  to  tell  you  the  news. 
You’ve  got  a  new  sister.  Did  you  know  it  ?’ 

"Lena!  Is  it  true?  Is  it  ’Lena?’  said  Durward,  and 
John  replied  by  relating  the  particulars  as  far  as  he  knew 
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them,  and  ending  by  asking  Durward  if  he  didn’t  think  he 
was  sold’ 

‘  Don’t  talk,’  answered  Durward.  ‘  I  want  to  think,  for 
I  was  never  so  happy  in  my  life.’ 

‘Nor  I  either,’  returned  John  Jr.  ‘So  if  you  please 
you  needn’t  speak  to  me,  as  I  wish  to  think,  too.’ 

But  John  Jr.  could  not  long  keep  still;  he  must  tell  his 
companion  of  his  engagement  with  Nellie — and  he.  did,  fall¬ 
ing  asleep  soon  after,  and  leaving  Durward  to  his  own 
reflections. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

WE  hope  the  reader  does  not  expect  us  to  describe  the 
meeting  between  Durward  and  ’Lena,  for  we  have  not 
the  least,  or,  at  the  most,  only  a  faint  idea  of  what  took 
place.  We  only  know  that  it  occurred  in  the  summer-house 
at  the  foot  of  the  garden,  whither  ’Lena  had  fled  at  the  first 
intimation  of  his  arrival,  and  that  on  her  return  to  the  house, 
after  an  interview  of  two  whole  hours,  there  were  on  her 
cheeks  traces  of  tears,  which  the  expression  on  her  face  said 
were  not  tears  of  grief. 

‘  How  do  you  like  my  daughter  ?’  asked  Mr.  Graham,  mis¬ 
chievously,  at  the  same  time  laying  his  arm  proudly  about 
her  neck. 

‘  So  well  that  I  have  asked  her  to  become  my  wife,  and 
she  has  promised  to  do  so,  provided  we  obtain  your  con¬ 
sent,’  answered  Durward,  himself  throwing  an  arm  around 
the  blushing  girl,  who  tried  to  escape,  but  he  would  not  let 
her,  holding  her  fast  until  his  father’s  answer  was  given. 

Then  turning  to  Mrs.  Graham,  he  said,  ‘Now,  mother, 
we  will  hear  you.’ 

Kind  and  affectionate  as  she  tried  to  be  towards  ’Lena, 
Mrs.  Graham  had  not  fully  conquered  her  prejudice,  and 
had  the  matter  been  left  wholly  with  herself,  she  would  have 
chosen  for  her  son  a  bride  in  whose  veins  no  plebian  blood 
was  flowing;  but  she  well  knew  that  her  objection  would 
have  no  weight,  and  wisely  she  answered,  that  ‘  she  should 
interpose  no  impediment  to  his  marriage  with  her  husband’s 
daughter.’ 
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‘  Then  it  is  settled,’  said  he,  *  and  four  weeks  from  to-night 
I  shall  claim  ’Lena  for  my  own.’ 

‘  No,  no,  not  so  soon  after  poor  grandma’s  death,  said  ’Le¬ 
na,  her  tears  flowing  afresh  at  her  loss. 

‘  If  grandma  could  speak,  she  would  tell  you  not  to  wait,’ 
urged  Durward  ;  but  ’Lena  was  decided,  and  the  most  that 
she  would  promise  was,  that  early  in  the  spring  she  would 
think  about  it ! 

‘  Six  whole  months,’  said  Durward,  counting  them  off  upon 
his  fingers.  ‘  I’ll  never  wait  so  long  as  that !’  but  he  fore¬ 
bore  pressing  her  further  on  the  subject,  consoling  himself 
with  the  reflection  that  he  should  have  her  in  the  house 
with  him,  which  would  in  a  measure  relieve  the  tedium  of 
waiting  so  long. 

During  the  autumn,  his  entire  devotion  to  ’Lena,  whom 
he  would  hardly  suffer  to  be  out  of  his  sight,  furnished 
Carrie  with  many  ill-natured  remarks  concerning  the  ‘ sickish ’ 
actions  of  newly  engaged  people. 

‘  I  declare,’  said  she,  one  evening  after  the  departure  of 
Durward,  ’Lena,  and  Nellie,  who  had  all  been  spending 
the  day  at  Maple  Geove,  ‘  I  declare,  I’m  perfectly  disgusted, 
and  if  this  is  a  specimen,  I  hope  I  shall  never  be  engaged.’ 

‘  Pray  don’t  give  yourself  any  uneasiness,’  retorted  John 
Jr.,  for  whom  the  speech  was  partially  intended.  ‘  I’ve  not 
the  least  idea  that  such  a  calamity  will  ever  befall  you,  and 
years  hence  my  grand-children  will  read  on  a  moss-grown 
gravestone,  ‘  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Miss  Caroline  Living¬ 
stone,  aged  70.  In  single  blessedness  she  lived — and  in  the 
same  did  die !’ 

‘  You  think  you  are  cunning,  don’t  you  ?’  said  Carrie, 
more  angry  than  she  was  willing  to  admit. 

She  had  received  news  of  Durward’s  engagement  much 
better  than,  under  the  circumstances,  could  have  been  ex¬ 
pected;  and  when  some  of  her  acquaintances  joked  her, 
asking  why  she  did  not  marry  Durward  herself,  she  re¬ 
plied,  as  was  true,  that  ‘  he  knew  and  she  knew,’  that  there 
were  some  good  things  about  him,  and  she  presumed  he 
would  be  tolerably  happy  with  Cousin  ’Lena,  as  they  were 
somewhat  alike !  Very  naturally,  too,  she  took  to  quoting 
and  cousining  ’Lena,  while  John  Jr.  seldom  let  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  pass  of  hinting  at  the  recent  date  of  her  admiration 
of  Miss  Graham. 

Almost  every  day  after  Durward’s  return,  he  looked  for 
a  visit  from  Joel  Slocum,  who,  being  proverbially  slow  in 
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liis  movements,  did  not  make  his  appearance  until  the  end 
of  November.  Then  he  came  in  full  dress,  claiming,  and 
proving ,  too,  his  relationship  with  Mrs.  Graham,  who  was 
terribly  annoyed,  and  who,  it  was  rumoured,  at  last  hired 
him  to  leave !  For  the  truth  of  this  we  cannot  vouch.  We 
only  know  that  the  morning  after  his  departure,  Mr.  Gra¬ 
ham’s  pocket-book  was  minus  some  two  hundred  dollars,  and 
when  he  declared  his  intention  of  investigating  the  case, 
his  lady  went  into  violent  hysterics,  thereby  inducing  him 
to  desist. 

During  the  winter  nothing  important  occurred,  if  we  ex¬ 
cept  the  fact  that  a  part  of  Mabel’s  fortune,  which  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  have  been  lost,  was  found  to  be  good,  and  that  John 
Jr.  one  day  unexpectedly  found  himself  to  be  the  heir  of 
fifty  thousand  dollars.  Upon  Mrs.  Livingstone  this  circum¬ 
stance  produced  a  rather  novel  effect,  renewing  all  her  old 
affection  for  Mabel,  who  was  now  ‘  our  dear  little  Mob." 
Many  were  the  comparisons  drawn  between  Mrs.  John  Jr. 
No.  1,  and  Mrs.  John  Jr.  No.  2,  that  was  to  be,  the  former 
being  pronounced  far  more  lady-like  and  accomplished  than 
the  latter,  who,  during  her  frequent  visits  at  Maple  Grove, 
continually  startled  her  mother-in-law  elect  by  her  loud, 
ringing  laugh,  for  Nellie  was  now  very  happy.  Her  influence 
over  John  Jr.  became  perceptible  in  his  quiet,  gentle  man¬ 
ner,  and  his  abstinence  from  the  rude  speeches  which  had 
almost  seemed  a  part  of  his  nature. 

Mrs.  Graham  had  proposed  spending  the  winter  in  New 
Orleans,  but  to  this  Durward  objected.  He  wanted  ’Lena 
all  to  himself,  he  said,  and  as  she  seemed  satisfied  to  remain 
where  she  was,  the  project  was  given  up,  Mrs.  Graham  con¬ 
tenting  herself  with  anticipating  the  splendid  entertainment 
she  would  give  at  the  wedding,  which  was  to  take  place  about 
the  last  of  March.  Towards  the  first  of  January  the  prepar¬ 
ations  began,  and  if  Carrie  had  never  before  felt  a  pang  of 
envy  she  did  now,  when  she  saw  the  elegant  bridal  trousseau 
which  Mr.  Graham  purchased  for  his  daughter.  But  all  such 
feelings  must  be  concealed,  and  almost  every  day  she  rode 
over  to  Woodlawn,  admiring  this,  going  into  ecstasies  over 
that,  and  patronizingly  giving  her  advice  on  all  subjects, 
while  her  heart  was  swelling  with  its  heavy  weight  of  bitter 
disappointment.  Having  always  felt  so  sure  of  securing 
Durward,  she  had  treated  other  gentlemen  with  such  indif¬ 
ference  that  she  was  a  favourite  with  but  few,  and  as  she 
considered  these  few  her  inferiors,  she  had  more  than  once 
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felt  a  pang  of  fear  lest  John  Jr.’s  prediction  concerning  the 
lettering  on  her  tomb-stone  should  prove  true ! 

‘  Anything  hut  that,’  said  she,  dashing  away  the  angry 
tears,  as  she  thought  how  ’Lena  had  supplanted  her  in  the 
affections  of  the  only  person  she  could  ever  love. 

‘  Old  Marster  Atherton  done  want  to  see  you  in  the  par¬ 
lour,’  said  Corinda,  putting  her  woolly  head  in  at  the  door, 
and  interrupting  her  young  mistress’  reflections. 

Since  his  unfortunate  affair  with  Anna,  the  captain  had 
avoided  Maple  Grove,  hut  feeling  lonely  at  Sunnyside,  he 
had  come  over  this  morning  to  call.  Finding  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  absent,  he  had  asked  for  Carrie,  who  was  so  gracious 
that  the  bachelor  gentleman  wondered  he  had  never  before 
discovered  how  agreeable  and  greatly  superior  to  her  sister, 
Carrie  was !  All  his  favourite  pieces  were  sung  to  him,  and 
then,  with  the  patience  of  a  martyr,  the  young  lady  seated 
herself  at  the  backgammon  board,  her  special  aversion, 
playing  game  after  game,  until  she  could  scarcely  tell  her 
men  from  his.  On  his  way  home  the  captain  fell  into  a  cur¬ 
ious  train  of  reflections  touching  his  future,  while  Carrie, 
when  asked  by  Corinda  if  ‘  old  marster  was  done  gone,’  re¬ 
primanded  the  negro  girl,  telling  her  ‘  it  was  very  impolite  to 
call  anybody  old ,  particularly  one  so  young  as  Captain  Ath¬ 
erton  !’ 

The  next  day  the  captain  came  again,  and  the  next,  and 
the  next,  until  his  former  intimacy  at  Maple  Grove  was  fully 
re-established.  And  all  this  time  no  one  had  an  inkling  of  the 
true  state  of  things,  not  even  John  Jr.,  who  never  dreamed 
it  possible  for  his  haughty,  beautiful  sister  to  grace  Sunnyside 
as  its  mistress.  ‘  But  stranger  things  than  that  had  happen¬ 
ed  and  were  happening  every  day.’  Thus  reasoned  Carrie  as 
she  sat  alone  in  her  room,  revolving  the  propriety  or  impro¬ 
priety  of  answering  ‘  Yes,’  to  a  delicate  perfumed  note  which 
the  captain  had  that  morning  placed  in  her  hand  at  parting. 
She  looked  at  herself  in  the  long  mirror.  Her  face  was  very 
fair,  and  untouched  by  a  single  mark  or  line.  She  thought 
of  him,  bald,  wrinkled,  fat  and  forty-six  !  ‘  No,  I’ll  never  do 
it,’  she  exclaimed,  passionately,  tearing  the  note  into  frag¬ 
ments.  ‘Better  live  single  all  my  days.’ 

At  this  moment,  the  handsome  carriage  of  Mrs.  Graham 
drew  up,  and  from  it  alighted  ’Lena,  richly  clad  in  velvets 
and  costly  furs.  The  sight  of  her  produced  a  new  action, 
and  Carrie  thought,  Captain  Atherton  was  generous  to  a 
fault.  He  was  able  and  willing  to  grant  her  slightest  wish ; 
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and  as  his  wife,  she  could  compete  with,  if  not  outdo  ’Lena 
in  the  splendour  of  her  surroundings.  The  golden  pen  was 
resumed,  and  with  a  steady  hand  Carrie  Livingstone  wrote 
the  words  which  sealed  her  destiny  for  life.  This  done, 
nothing  could  move  her,  and  though  her  father  entreated,  her 
mother  scolded,  and  John  Jr.  actually  swore ,  it  made  no  dif¬ 
ference.  ‘  She  was  old  enough  to  choose  for  herself,’  she  said, 

‘  and  she  had  done  so.’ 

When  Mrs.  Livingstone  was  convinced  that  her  daughter 
was  in  earnest,  she  gave  up  the  contest,  saying  she  would 
not  have  it  otherwise  if  she  could.  Like  Durward,  Captain 
Atherton  was  in  a  hurry,  and  as  Carrie’s  desire  was  to  he 
married  before  ’Lena,  thus  preventing  John  Jr.  from  teasing 
her  about  being  left  in  the  rear,  it  was  decided  that  the  wed¬ 
ding  should  take  place  one  week  before  the  time  appointed 
for  that  of  her  cousin.  Not  to  be  out-done  by  Mrs.  Graham, 
Mrs.  Livingstone  launched  forth  on  a  large  scale,  and  there 
began  between  the  two  houses  a  species  of  rivalry  very 
amusing  to  a  looker-on.  Did  Mrs.  Graham  purchase  for 
’Lena  a  costly  silk,  Mrs.  Livingstone  secured  a  piece  of  sim¬ 
ilar  quality,  but  different  pattern,  for  Carrie.  Did  Mrs.  Gra¬ 
ham  order  forty  dollars’  worth  of  confectionery,  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone  increased  her  order  to  fifty  dollars.  And  when  it  was 
known  that  Mrs.  Graham  had  engaged  a  Louisville  French 
cook  at  two  dollars  per  day,  Mrs.  Livingstone  sent  to  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  offering  three  dollars  for  one ! 

Carrie  had  decided  upon  a  tour  to  Europe,  and  the  cap¬ 
tain  had  given  his  consent,  when  it  was  reported  that  Dur¬ 
ward  and  ’Lena  also  intended  to  sail  for  Liverpool.  In  this 
dilemma  there  was  no  alternative  save  a  trip  to  California, 
Captain  Atherton  generously  offering  to  defray  Mrs.  Living¬ 
stone’s  expenses  if  she  would  accompany  them.  This  plan 
Carrie  warmly  seconded,  for  she  knew  her  mother’s  presence 
would  greatly  relieve  her  from  the  society  of  her  husband, 
which  was  not  so  agreeable  to  her  as  it  ought  to  have  been. 
But  now  a  new  obstacle  arose.  Mr.  Livingstone  refused  to 
let  his  wife  go,  unless  Anna  could  be  persuaded  to  come 
home  and  remain  with  him  while  she  was  gone. 

Unwilling  as  Carrie  was  to  meet  her  sister,  under  existing 
circumstances,  she,  for  the  sake  of  her  mother’s  company, 
reluctantly  consented,  and  her  father  wrote  to  Anna,  invit¬ 
ing  her  and  Malcolm  to  be  present  at  Carrie’s  wedding  omit¬ 
ting  the  name  of  the  bridegroom.  A  little  fidgety,  Captain  . 
Atherton  awaited  the  answer,  which  was  that  they  would 
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come,  and  three  days  before  the  appointed  time  they  were 
there.  It  was  dark  when  they  arrived,  and  as  they  were  not 
expected  that  night,  they  entered  the  house  ere  any  one  was 
aware.  John  Jr.  was  in  the  hall,  and  the  moment  he  saw 
Anna,  he  caught  her  in  his  arms,  shouting  so  uproariously 
that  his  father  and  mother  hastened  to  the  spot. 

‘  Will  you  forgive  me,  father  ?’  said  Anna.  ‘  You  would  if 
you  knew  how  much  I  loved  him — Malcolm — my  husband.’ 

Mr.  Livingstone  replied  by  clasping  her  to  his  bosom,  while 
he  extended  his  hand  towards  Malcolm,  who,  proud  as  ever, 
had  no  pardon  to  ask.  With  equal  haughtiness  he  returned 
the  greeting  of  his  mother-in-law,  who,  after  welcoming  her 
daughter,  turned  to  him,  saying,  *  she  hoped  he  was  well.’ 

‘  Where’s  Carrie?’  asked  Anna,  and  John  Jr.  replied,  ‘In 
the  parlour,  with  her  future  spouse.  Shall  I  introduce  you  ?’ 
So  saying,  he  dragged  her  into  the  parlour,  where  she  re¬ 
coiled  almost  in  terror  as  she  saw  Captain  Atherton  sitting 
much  nearer  to  Carrie  than  ever  he  had  sat  to  her ! 

‘  Oh,  Carrie !’  she  exclaimed,  ‘  It  is  impossible.  It  cannot 
be — that  I  see  you  again !’  she  added,  as  she  met  her  sister’s 
warning  look. 

Another  moment  and  they  were  in  each  other’s  arms, 
weeping  bitterly,  the  one  that  her  only  sister  should  thus 
wantonly  throw  herself  away,  and  the  other,  she  scarcely 
knew  why,  only  she  was  wretched.  It  was  but  for  an  in¬ 
stant,  however,  and  then  Carrie  was  herself  again.  Play¬ 
fully  presenting  Anna  to  her  future  brother-in-law,  she  said, 

‘  Ain’t  I  good  to  take  up  with  what  you  left.’ 

But  no  one  smiled  at  this  joke — the  captain,  least  of  all, 
and  as  Carrie  glanced  from  him  to  the  noble,  manly  form  of 
Malcolm,  she  felt  that  her  sister  had  made  a  happy  choice. 
The  next  day  ’Lena  came,  overjoyed  to  meet  Anna,  who, 
since  the  night  of  her  elopement,  had  looked  upon  her  with 
adoration,  and  who,  more  than  any  one,  rejoiced  in  her  good 
fortune.  ‘You  deserve  it  all,’  said  she,  when  they  were 
alone,  ‘  and  if  Carrie  only  had  one  tithe  of  your  happiness 
in  store,  I  should  be  satisfied.’ 

But  Carrie  asked  for  no  sympathy,  would  receive  none. 

‘  It  was  no  one’s  business  whom  she  married  if  she  only  suited 
herself ;’  and  so  one  pleasant  night  in  spring,  when  the  new 
moon  hung  like  a  silver  thread  in  the  western  sky,  and  the 
shining  stars  looked  sadly  down  upon  her,  they  decked  her  in 
her  bridal  robes,  arranging  the  fall  of  her  flowing  veil,  placed 
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the  orange  wreath  among  the  braids  of  her  hair,  and  then, 
white,  cold,  and  fee lin glens  as  a  marble  statue,  she  laid  her 
hand  in  Captain  Atherton’s,  and  in  a  calm,  unwavering  voice 
took  upon  her  the  vows  which  made  her  his  for  ever.  It  was 
a  grand  affair,  outrivaling  anything  which  had  been  seen  in 
the  country  for  a  long  time,  but  Mrs.  Graham  smiled  com¬ 
placently,  thinking  how  she  would  outdo  it  all.  A  few  days 
after  the  ceremony,  Carrie,  already  weary  of  her  new  posi¬ 
tion,  urged  their  immediate  departure  for  California.  ‘  There 
was  no  need  for  further  delay,’  she  said.  ‘  No  one  cared  to 
see  Xena  married.  Wedding ;  were  stupid  things,  anyway, 
and  her  mother  could  just  as  well  go  one  time  as  another.’ 

At  first  Mrs.  Livingstone  hesitated,  hut  when  the  bride  of 
four  days  burst  into  passionate  weeping,  declaring  ‘  she’d 
kill  herself  if  she  had  to  stay  much  longer  at  Sunnyside  and 
be  petted  by  that  oA  fool,’  she  consented,  and  one  week  after 
their  marriage  they  started.  In  Carrie’s  eyes  there  was  al¬ 
ready  a  look  of  weary  sadness,  which  said  that  bitter  tears 
were  constantly  -welling  up,  while  on  her  brow  a  shadow 
was  resting,  as  if  Sunnyside  were  a  greater  burden  than  she 
could  bear.  But  the  elegance  of  her  travelling  costume 
consoled  her,  and  when  she  was  oft  mistaken  for  the  daugh¬ 
ter  of  her  portly  spouse,  she  thought  of  hLs  great  wealth, 
and  gathered  comfort  from  that.  Alas,  for  a  union  with¬ 
out  love !  It  oft  ends  in  misery,  and  thus,  when  too  late, 
Carrie  found  it  out.  Her  husband  was  proud  of  her,  and 
had  she  permitted,  would  have  loved  her  after  his  fashion, 
but  she  said  ‘the  very  sight  of  him  was  hateful,’  and  his 
affectionate  advances  were  invariably  repulsed,  until  he 
treated  her  with  a  cold  politeness,  far  more  endurable  than 
h is  fawning  attentions.  She  was  welcome  to  go  her  own 
way,  and  he  went  his,  each  having  in  San  Francisco  their 
own  suite  of  rooms,  Carrie’s  being  with  her  mother,  and 
each  setting  up  a  separate  establishment.  In  this  way  they 
got  on  comfortably  for  a  few  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which 
Carrie  would  return  home,  to  Maple  Grove.  She  never 
would  go  back  to  Sunnyside.  And  without  a  word  of  oppo¬ 
sition,  the  captain  picked  up>  his  things,  paid  his  bill*,  and 
started  for  Kentucky,  leaving  his  wife  at  Maple  Grove,  she 
giving  as  a  reason  that  ‘  ma  could  not  spare  her  yet.’ 

Far  different  from  this  were  the  future  prospects  of  Dur- 
wa  d  and  ’Lena,  who  with  perfect  love  in  their  hearts  were 
made  one,  a  week  after  their  departure  for  California.  In 
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the  style  of  her  dress  ’Lena  followed  the  dictates  of  her 
own  good  taste,  rather  than  the  wishes  of  Mrs.  Graham, 
and  the  assembled  guests  pronounced  her  the  most  beautiful 
bride  they  had  ever  seen.  Very  proudly  Durward  looked 
upon  her  as  he  placed  the  first  husband’s  kiss  on  her  pure, 
white  brow ;  and  in  the  soft  brown  eyes,  brimming  with 
tears,  which  she  raised  to  his  face,  there  was  a  world  of  ten¬ 
derness,  telling  that  theirs  was  a  union  of  hearts  as  well  as 
hands. 

Nellie  and  Anna — John  Jr.  and  Malcolm  were  brides¬ 
maids  and  groomsmen,  Anna  being  arrayed  in  the  same 
white  satin  and  embroidered  lace  which  had  been  destined 
for  the  bride  of  Captain  Atherton.  But  far  better  they  be¬ 
came  the  fair  wife  of  Malcolm  Everett,  who  laughingly 
proposed  that  they  be  married  over,  as  he  led  her  to  the 
crowded  drawing-rooms.  Mrs.  Graham  was  in  her  element, 
for  many  whispered  remarks  reached  her  ears  concerning  the 
superiority  of  her  entertainment  to  that  of  Mrs.  Livingstone. 

The  next  night,  a  smaller  party  assembled  at  the  house  of 
Mr.  Douglass,  in  Frankfort,  proceeding  thence  to  the  Epis¬ 
copal  church,  where  Nellie  was  transformed  into  Nellie 
Livingstone.  Perhaps  the  remembrance  of  the  frail  young 
girl  to  whom  his  vows  had  before  been  plighted,  made  John 
Jr.  so  serious,  appearing  for  a  time  as  if  he  were  in  a  dream. 
But  when  they  rallied  him  upon  the  strangeness  of  his  man¬ 
ner  he  brightened  up,  saying  he  was  trying  to  get  used  to 
thinking  that  Nellie  was  really  his.  It  had  been  decided 
that  he  should  accompany  Durward  and  ’Lena  to  Europe, 
and  a  day  or  two  after  his  marriage  he  asked  Mr.  Everett 
to  go,  too.  Anna’s  eyes  danced  with  joy,  for  of  all  things, 
a  tour  to  Italy,  and  with  Malcolm,  was  the  very  best. 
But  much  as  her  husband  would  like  to  go,  he  could  not 
afford  it,  and  so  he  frankly  said,  kissing  away  the  big  tear 
which  rolled  down  Anna’s  cheek. 

With  a  peculiar  smile  John  Jr.  placed  a  package  in  his 
sister’s  lap,  saying,  ‘  I  have  anticipated  all  this  and  provided 
for  it.  I  suppose  you  are  aware  that  Mabel  generously 
willed  me  all  her  property,  which,  contrary  to  our  expec¬ 
tations,  has  proved  considerable.  I  do  not  deserve  a  cent 
of  it,  but  as  she  had  no  nearer  relative  than  Mr.  Douglass, 
I  have  concluded  to  use  it  for  the  comfort  of  his  daughter 
and  for  the  good  of  others.  I  want  you  and  Anna  to  join 
us,  and  I’ve  given  her  such  a  sum  as  will  bear  your  expenses, 
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and  leave  vou  more  than  you  can  earn  dickering  at  law  for 
three  or  four  years.  So,  puss/  turning  to  Anna,  ‘  its  all 
settled,  and  do  you  go  and  buy  all  those  dresses  you’ve 
thought  of  bv  this  time.  We  can  wait  a  week  or  two,  until 
they  are  made,  and  then  for  the  sunny  skies  of  France  and 
Italy.  I’ve  talked  with  father  about  it,  and  he’s  willing  to 
stay  alone  for  the  sake  of  having  you  go.  Oh,  don’t  thank 
me,’  he  said,  as  he  saw  them  about  to  speak.  ‘  It  makes 
me  ashamed.  Besides,  it’s  poor  little  Meb  to  whom  you 
are  indebted.  She  loved  Anna,  and  would  willingly  have 
her  money  used  for  this  purpose.’ 

After  a  little  reflection  Malcolm  concluded  to  accept 
John’s  offer,  and  a  happier,  more  merry  party  never  stepped 
on  board  a  steamer  than  that  which,  on  the  15th  of  April, 
sailed  for  Europe,  which  they  reached  in  safety,  arriving 
in  Paris,  where  Durward’s  high  English  blood  had  procured 
for  them  an  acquaintance  with  the  emperor  and  empress, 
’Lena  having  come  to  the  honor  of  actually  kissing  the 
Prince  of  Algiers,  while  Nellie  and  Anna  contented  them¬ 
selves  with  a  look  at  the  dress  of  the  royal  infant,  John  Jr. 
bidding  them  take  pattern ! 

Just  as  Mr.  Livingstone  was  getting  tolerably  well  suited 
with  his  bachelor  life,  he  was  one  morning  surprised  by  the 
return  of  his  wife  and  daughter ;  the  latter  of  whom,  as  we 
have  before  stated,  took  up  her  abode  at  Maple  Grove.  Al¬ 
most  every  day  the  old  captain  rides  over  to  see  her,  but 
he  generally  carries  back  a  longer  face  than  he  brings.  The 
bald  spot  on  his  head  is  growing  larger,  and  to  her  utter 
dismay  Carrie  has  discovered  a  ‘  crow  track  ’  in  the  comer 
of  her  eye.  Frequently,  after  a  war  of  words  with  her  mo¬ 
ther,  she  announces  her  intention  of  repairing  forthwith  to 
Sunnyside,  but  a  sight  of  the  captain  on  his  cream-coloured 
horse  is  sufficient  to  banish  all  such  thoughts.  And  thus  she 
lives,  that  most  wretched  of  all  beings,  an  unloving  and  un¬ 
loved  wife. 

During  the  absence  of  their  children,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Graham  remain  at  Woodlawn,  which,  as  it  is  the  property 
of  Durward.  will  be  his  own  and  ’Lena’s  home,  his  parents 
going  back  to  Louisville. 

Jerry  Langley  has  changed  his  occupation  of  driver  for 
that  of  a  brakeman  on  a  railroad  between  Canandaigua  and 
Niagara  Falls,  where  he  is  the  unfailing  friend  of  all  the 
halt,  blind,  maimed,  and  lazy,  who  call  on  him  for  aid. 
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In  conclusion,  we  will  say  of  our  old  friend,  Uncle  Timothy, 
that  he  joined  ‘  the  Hindews ,’  as  proposed,  was  nominated 
for  constable,  and,  sure  of  success,  bought  an  old  gig  for 
the  better  transportation  of  himself  over  the  town.  But 
alas  for  human  hopes — particularly  if  founded  upon  politics 
— the  whole  American  ticket  was  defeated  at  Laurel  Hill, 
since  which  time  he  has  gone  over  to  the  Republicans,  swear¬ 
ing  eternal  allegiance  to  them,  provided  they  procure  for  him 
the  desired  office,  and  denouncing  his  quondam  brethren 
as  Know  Nothings  in  reality. 
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CARRIED  BY  STORM:  or  Sleaford’s  Joanna. 

By  May  Agnes  Fleming. 

“  Mrs.  Fleming’s  stories  are  growing  more  and  more  popular  every  day. 
Their  delineations  of  character  life-like  conversations,  flashes  of  wit,  con¬ 
stantly  varying  scenes,  and  deeply  interesting  plots,  combine  to  place  their 
author  in  the  very  first  rank  of  Modern  Writers.” 

PICKWICK  PAPERS.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
Crown  8vo. 

OLIVER  TWIST.  By  Charles  Dickens.  Crown  8vo. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  throughout. 

ST.  ELMO.  By  Augusta  J.  Evans  Wilson. 

INFELICE.  By  Augusta  J.  Evans  Wilson. 
Author  of  ‘  St.  Elmo.’  ‘  Beulah.’  ‘  Macaria.’  &c. 

“  Who  has  not  read  with  rare  delight  the  Works  of  Augusta  Evans? 
Her  strange,  wonderful,  and  fascinating  style ;  the  prof oundest  depths  to 
which  she  sinks  the  probe  into  human  nature  touching  its  most  sacred 
cords  and  springs;  the  intense  interest  thrown  around  her  characters, 
and  the  very  marked  peculiarities  of  her  principal  figures,  conspire  to  give 
an  unusual  interest  to  the  Works  of  this  eminent  Southern  Authoress.” 

Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  Paternoster  Square,  London  E.C.,  &  Albion  Works,  Wakefield 


Published  by  W.  Nicholson  &  Sons,  London.  E.C. 


New  Two  Shilling  Series  Continued.  - 

EDNA  BROWNING;  or,  the  Leighton  Home¬ 
stead.  By  Mrs.  M.  J.  Holmes.  Author  of  ‘  ’Lena 
Rivers.’  & c. 

“Mrs.  Holmes’  stories  are  all  of  a  domestic  character,  and  are  of  a 
healthy  and  abiding  nature.  Almost  any  new  book  which  her  publishers 
might  choose  to  announce  from  her  pen  would  get  an  immediate  and 
general  reading.  The  interest  in  her  tales  begin  at  once,  and  is  maintained 
to  the  close.  Her  sentiments  are  so  sound,  her  sympathies  so  warm  and 
ready,  and  her  knowledge  of  manners,  character,  and  the  varied  incidents 
of  ordinary  life  is  so  thorough,  that  she  would  find  it  difficult  to  write  any 
other  than  an  excellent  tale  if  she  were  to  try  it.” — Boston  Banner. 

EDITH  LYLE.  By  the  Author  of  ‘Marian  Grey,’  &c. 

“This  is  another  gem  from  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Holmes,  she  is  certainly  one 
of  the  best  American  Writers,  there  is  a  charm  and  healthy  tone  about 
her  works  that  is  rarely  to  be  found  in  our  modern  writers.” 

NINA;  or  Darkness  and  Daylight.  By  Mrs.  Mary 
Jane  Holmes,  Author  of  ‘Rose  Mather,’  &c. 

DORA  FREEMAN ;  or  West  Lawn.  By  Mrs. 
Mary  Jane  Holmes.  Author  of  ‘  Edith  Lyle.’  &c. 

FORREST  HOUSE.  By  Mrs.  M.  J.  Holmes. 

DAISY  THORNTON  and  JESSIE  GRAHAM. 

By  Mrs.  Mary  Jane  Holmes. 

“  Mrs.  Holmes  is  a  peculiarly  pleasant  and  fascinating  writer.  Her  books 
are  always  entertaining,  and  she  has  the  rare  faculty  of  enlisting  the  sym¬ 
pathy  and  affections  of  her  readers,  and  of  holding  their  attention  to  her 
pages  with  deep  and  absorbing  interest.” 

MILLBANK:  or  Roger  Irving’s  Ward.  By 

Mrs.  Mary  Jane  Holmes. 

“  Mrs.  Holmes’  stories  are  universally  read.  Her  admirers  are  number¬ 
less.  She  is  in  many  respects  without  a  rival  in  the  world  of  fiction.  Her 
characters  are  always  life-like,  and  she  makes  them  talk  and  act  like  human 
beings,  subject  to  the  same  emotions,  swayed  by  the  same  motives  which 
are  common  among  men  and  women  of  every  day  existence.  Mrs.  Holmes 
is  very  happy  in  portraying  domestic  life.  Old  and  young  peruse  her  stories 
with  great  delight,  for  she  writes  in  a  style  that  all  can  comprehend.”— 
New  York  Weekly. 

THE  SHADOW  ON  THE  HOME.  By  C. 

Duncan. 


W.  Nicholson  &  Sons,  26,  Paternoster  Square,  London.  E.C. 


New  Two  Shilling  Series. 

SIX  REMARKABLE  BOOKS 


BY  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

“  Who  has  not  read  with  rare  delight  the  Works  of  Augusta 
Wilson?  Her  strange,  wonderful,  and  fascinating  style;  the 
§profoundest  depths  to  which  she  sinks  the  probe  into  human 
nature  touching  its  most  sacred  chords  and  springs  ;  the  intense 
interest  thrown  around  her  characters,  and  the  very  marked 
peculiarities  of  her  principal  figures,  conspire  to  give  an  unusual 
interest  to  the  Works  of  this  eminent  Southern  Authoress.” 


ST.  ELMO; 

Or,  Saved  at  Last. 

BEULAH. 

M  A  C  A  R  I  A  ; 

Or,  Altars  of  Sacrifice. 

INFELICE; 

Or,  the  Deserted  Wife. 

VASHTI; 

Or,  Until  Death  us  do  Part. 

INEZ: 

A  Tale  of  the  Alamo. 


SOLD  BY  THE  BOOKSELLERS 


Beautifully  Bound  in  Cloth ,  Gilt  Back  and  Side ,  Coloured 
Frontispiece.  Price  2s.  each. 


BULWER-LYTTON’S  WORKS. 


RIENZI: 

The  Last  of  the  Tribunes. 


THE 

LAST  DAYS  OF  POMPEII. 


PELHAM; 

or,  the  Adventures  of  a  Gentleman. 


ERNEST  MALTRAVERS. 


PAUL  CLIFFORD. 


EUGENE  ARAM. 


THE  DISOWNED. 


ALICE; 

or,  The  Mysteries, 

(Sequel  to  “  Ernest  Maltravers." ) 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  Paternoster  Square,  London.  E.C.,  &  Albion  Works,  Wakefield. 


W.  Nicholson  &  Sons,  26,  Paternoster  Square.  London.  E.C. 


Elegantly  Bound  in  Cloth ,  Gilt  Back  and  Side , 


PICKWICK  PAPERS. 


By  Charles  Dickens.  Crown  8vo.  432  Pages. 

Price  Two  Shillings. 


OLIVER  TWIST. 

The  Adventures  of.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
Crown  8vo.  Illustrated.  432  Pages.  2s. 


SKETCHES  BY  “  BOZ.” 

By  Charles  Dickens.  Crown  8vo.  Illustrated. 

Price  Two  Shillings. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

Life  and  Adventures  of.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
Illustrated.  Price  2s.  6d. 


PRICE  ONE  SHILLING. 

THE  GRAMMAR 

OF  THE 

ENGLISH  LANGUAGE  MADE  EASY. 

WITH  NUMEROUS  PRACTICAL  EXERCISES  ;  DERIVATION 
AMOUNTING  TO  NEARLY  10,000  WORDS.  By  W.  NICHOLSON. 

This  Grammar  abounds  with  appropriate  exercises,  atten¬ 
tion  to  which  is  so  essential  to  a  knowledge  of  Grammar. 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING. 

NICHOLSON’S  ARITHMETIC: 

SIMPLIFIED  BY  THE  ADDITION  OF  SHORT  RECKONINGS, 
MENTAL  CALCULATIONS  AND  A  CONCISE  SYSTEM  OF 
BOOK-KEEPING. 

In  this  work  the  rules  are  plain  and  simple,  which  a  child  may 
easily  understand.  Teaching  by  sight  forms  a  prominent  part. 

EZE  Y 

TO  NICHOLSON’S  ARITHMETIC. 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING. 


<  ^  Superior  to  any  thing  of  the  kind  that  has  yet  appeared.  ^ 
^  Handsomely  Bound  in  Cloth,  Bevelled  Boards,  2s.  6d.  ^ 

The  Book  that  every  Family  Needs. 

CONSULT  ME, 

TO  KNOW  HOW  TO  COOK 

Meats,  Poultry,  Fish,  Game,  Vegetables,  Soups,  Gravies, 
Sauces,  Meat  Pies,  Puddings,  Food  for  the  Sick,  &c. 

CONSULT  ME  ON  CONFECTIONERY : 

How  to  make  Biscuits,  Cakes,  Pies,  Tarts,  Creams,  Jellies, 
Cheesecakes,  &c.,  to  Preserve,  &c., — and  the  Art  of  Sugar 
Boiling,  Candying,  to  make  Sweetmeats,  &c. 
CONSULT  ME,  and  I  will  teach  you  how  to  Brew,  to 
make  Wines,  Cordials,  Tinctures,  to  Pickle,  &c. 

CONSULT  ME  on  Household  Management  and 
Economy;  I  will  tell  you  how  to  Wash,  get  up  Linen, 
Polish  Furniture — to  keep  the  House  Clean  and  Sweet — 
to  Beautify  the  Person,  &c. 

CONSULT  ME  on  Diseases  and  their  Remedies, 
And  I  will  point  out  their  symptoms,  their  causes,  and 
their  cure  ;  based  chiefly  on  the  Medico-Botanical  System, 
so  Safe,  Effectual,  Cheap,  and  Rational. 

How  to  cure  Colds,  Coughs,  Asthma,  Consumption,  Aches, 
Pains,  Bruises,  Burns,  &c.,  &c.  To  make  Bitters,  Decoc¬ 
tions,  Extracts,  Electuaries,  Fomentations,  Gargles,  Infu¬ 
sions,  Injections,  Lotions,  Ointments,  Pills,  Plasters,  &c. 

Consult  Me  on  the  Games  of  Chess,  Draughts,  &c. 

CONSULT  ME  HOW  TO  DYE 
In  Modern  Style  and  the  Newest  Colours.  Arranged  so 
that  you  may  dye  at  home  a  pair  of  stockings,  a  yard  of 
ribbon,  a  pair  of  gloves,  a  bit  of  wool,  cotton,  or  silk,  &c., 
by  a  Practical  Dyer. 

CONSULT  ME  on  the  Cold  Water  Cure,  which  has 
benefited  thousands,  and  which  will  benefit  you. 
CONSULT  ME  ALSO  ON  A  THOUSAND  OTHER  THINGS. 

Many  of  the  Receipts  are  more  Valuable  than  Gold. 

Published  by  W.  Nicholson  <Sr*  Sons,  London. 


Humorous  Books. 


Published  by  W.  Nicholson  &  Sons,  London. 


PUNCH  MADE  FUNNIER  BY  JUDY. 

Full  of  Rollicking,  Laughable,  and  Witty  Pieces.  6cL 

JOLLY  LAUGHS  FOR  JOLLY  FOLKS, 

Or  Funny  Jests  and  Stories,  Jocular  and  Laughable  Anec¬ 
dotes,  Jonathanisms,  John  Bullers,  and  Paddyisms.  6d. 

THE  BOOK  TO  MAKE  YOU  LAUGH; 

And  to  drive  dull  care  away.  By  Andrew  Hate-Gloom. 
Cloth  Gilt  Side  9d.  Stiff  Covers  6d.  Id  extra  by  Post. 

THE  RAILWAY  BOOK  OF  FUN ; 

Comprising  some  of  the  Choicest  Specimens  of  Anecdote, 
Wit,  Humour,  Poetical  Effusions,  &c.,  extant. 

By  Richard  Brisk  Esq.  Cloth,  Is.  By  Post  Is  2d. 

THE  MERRY  COMPANION 

For  all  readers.  Containing  a  Choice  Selection  of  the 
most  Humorous  Anecdotes,  Droll  Sayings,  Wit,  Fun, 
and  Comical  Incidents,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  To  enliven 
dull  hours.  By  Dr  Merry.  Cloth,  Is.  By  Post  Is  2d. 

THE  BOOK  TO  KEEP  THE  SPIRITS  UP 

In  dull  and  gloomy  hours.  Comprising  Manifestations 
of  Fun,  Mirth,  Humour,  Drollery,  Repartee,  Wit,  with 
Laughable  Anecdotes,  Incidents  and  Poetry.  By  John 
Brighte  Esq.  Price  Is.  By  Post  2d.  extra. 

THE  BOOK  TO  BRIGHTEN  A  GLOOMY  FACE ; 

Or  the  Book  to  kill  Gloom,  Melancholy,  Low  Spirits,  Ner¬ 
vousness,  Solemncholy,  Dark  Anticipations,  Soul-killing 
Forbodings,  and  thoughts  of  Suicide.  By  Cicero  Merry- 
sides.  Price  Is.  By  Post  Is.  2d. 

The  FUNNIEST  OF  ALL  FUN,  and  WITTIEST 

OF  ALL  WIT.  Containing  Jaw  Cracking  Tales.  Is. 
"A  Cheerful  heart  robs  the  Physician  of  his  fee."— Virgil. 


Catalogues  may  be  had  on  Application, 
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Tl  RECITERS  AND  PENNY  READINGS.  IT 

* 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  RECITER; 

Or  a  Collection  of  Entertaining,  Pathetic,  Witty,  and 
Humorous  Pieces,  and  Dialogues,  with  a  Selection  of 
Martial,  and  Oratorical  Pieces,  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Price  Is.  6d. 

THE  EXCELSIOR  RECITER; 

Comprising  Sentimental,  Pathetic,  Witty  and  Humour¬ 
ous  Pieces  ;  Speeches,  Narrations,  &c.,  for  Recitation  at 
Evening  Parties,  Social,  Temperance  and  Band  of  Hope 
Meetings.  By  Professor  Duncan.  Price  Is.  6d. 

PENNY  READINGS  and  RECITATIONS ; 

In  Prose  and  Verse,  of  most  Interesting  and  Instructive 
Subjects,  Scientific,  Historical,  Witty,  and  Humorous. 
Adapted  for  Evening  Parties,  &c.  By  Professor  Duncan. 
First  &  Second  Series.  Is.  6d.  Each. 

THE  CHOICE  RECITER; 

For  Evening  Orations,  and  Beautiful  and  Humorous  Read¬ 
ings  for  the  entertainment  of  Social,  Temperance  and 
other  Popular  Gatherings.  By  Professor  Duncan.  Is. 

THE  TEMPERANCE  ORATOR ; 

Comprising  Speeches,  Readings,  Dialogues,  and  Illustra¬ 
tions  of  the  Evils  of  Intemperance,  &c.,  in  Prose  &  Verse. 

By  Professor  Duncan.  Is. 

Recitations  from  SHAKESPERE,  and  other 
Popular  Authors.  By  Professor  Duncan.  6d. 

THE  RECITER  FOR  THE  MILLIONS; 

Consisting  of  Entertaining,  Comic,  and  Humorous  Pieces, 
Prose  and  Poetry,  many  of  which  are  original.  By  Pro¬ 
fessor  Duncan.  Cloth  9d.  Stiff  Covers  6d. 

THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL  RECITER, 

Adapted  for  Anniversaries,  Tea  Parties,  Band  of  Hope 
Meetings,  Social  Gatherings,  &c.  Price  Is.  Bound,  can 
also  be  had  in  2  Parts,  at  6d.  each 

The  TEMPERANCE  SPEAKER,  First  &  second 

Series,  Price  6d.  each.  Bound  together.  Cloth,  Is. 

In  London  :  Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS,  q  V 
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Beautifully  Bound  in  Cloth ,  Gilt  Back  and  Side.  9d.  each , 


TINY. 


TINY’S  SUNDAY  NIGHTS,  f  By  E.  Stuart  Phelps, 

author  of 
"Gates  Ajar." 


ELLEN’S  IDOL. 


I  DON’T  KNOW  HOW. 


1  '■ 


THE  GOLDEN  EARRINGS.  From  the  French. 


SUCH  A  BOY. 


GERDA;  or,  The  Old  Tower  by  the  Sea. 


THE  ENCHANTED  FOREST,  and  other  French 
Fairy  Tales. 


HARRIET’S  CHARGE.  By  Mina  E.  Golding. 


THE  FIRESIDE  ANGEL. 


THE  MARTYR  SUBJECT.  From  the  French. 


THE  HOME  ANGEL. 


A  DARK  STORY.  From  the  German. 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  PATERNOSTER  SQUARE,  LONDON,  E.C., 


WAKEFIELD  SHILLING  JUVENILE  SERIES. 

Foolscap  8vo.,  Toned  Paper,  Cloth,  Coloured  Frontispiece, 

Illustrated  Side. 


The  SILVER  MORNING  and  the  GOLDEN  DAY. 

By  Mrs.  Doughty. 

The  LITTLE  BASKET  MAKER,  and  other  Stories.  By 

Chauncey  Giles. 

The  GATE  OF  PEARL.  By  Chauncey  Giles. 

The  WONDERFUL  POCKET.  By  Chauncey  Giles. 

The  MAGIC  SPECTACLES.  By  Chauncey  Giles. 
GRATEFUL  ANNIE,  or  the  NEW  SKATES.  By 

Mrs.  Doughty. 

ELLEN  AND  SOPHIA,  or  the  BROKEN  HYACINTH. 
The  LITTLE  GIRL’S  KEEPSAKE.  By  Mrs.  Sherwood. 
The  LITTLE  WOODMAN  and  his  DOG  C.ESAR. 

By  Mrs.  Sherwood. 

The  COTTAGE  BY  THE  LAKE. 

The  BENEVOLENT  WOODCUTTER 
LITTLE  OLIVE’S  DREAM. 

The  ANGEL’S  VOICE,  and  other  Stories. 

The  WONDERFUL  STORY  OF  GENTLE  HAND. 

i 

CHRISTMAS  PICTURES,  and  other  Tales. 

The  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD. 

A  CHILD  OF  JESUS. 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  PATERNOSTER  SQUARE,  LONDON,  E.C. 


Elegantly  Bound  in  Cloth,  Gilt  Edges,  Engraved 
and  Coloured  Frontispieces,  Price  Is.  eaclu 

THE  BEST  LOVE  GIFTS  EVER  PUBLISHED, 

“Chaste,  Sublime,  and  most  Interesting.” 


A  PRESENT  TO  THE  ONE  I  LOVE. 

Accept  this  tribute  which  I  send. 

It  speaks  a  heart  sincere ; 

And  keep  it  for  the  sake  of  one 
Who  always  feels  you  dear. 


THE  LOVER’S  GIFT,  or  the  Effusions  of  the 
heart,  fondly  affectionate  for  the 
Object  beloved. 

You  will  find  in  many  a  Stanza, 

In  this  book  I  send  to  you, 

Affection  deep  and  lasting, 

But  none,  than  mine,  more  true. 

TO  THE  LADY  WHOM  I  LOVE. 

The  language  of  my  heart 
Is  written  in  this  book  ; 

Mark,  how  strong  my  love  is 
When  in  it  you  do  look. 

TO  THE  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  I  LOVE. 

Modestly  I  send  this  book, — 

IJead  in  it  my  love  for  thee. 

Ever  constant  and  sincere. 

For  such  is  thy  love  to  me. 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS.  LONDON.  E  C. 
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THE  LOVER’S  LETTER  WRITER,  and  % 
Poetic  Declarations  of  the  Heart’s  Esteem  and  [fa 
Affections,  &c.  Is.  Entirely  New.  ^ 

The  CALVERTS,  or  the  DIAMOND  RING.  V 
Cloth,  Gilt  Edges,  lOd.  % 


Elegantly  Bound  in  Cloth,  Gilt  Edges,  Engraved  and 

Coloured  Frontispieces ,  Price  Is.  each.  By  Post,  Is.  2d. 

The  Affecting  and  Interesting  History  of  MARIA 
WEST,  the  Soldier’s  Orphan. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  SUSAN  GRAY,  Or  the 
Triumphs  Female  Piety;  as  related  by  a 
Clergyman. 

THE  GIPSY  GIRL,  or  Elm  Lodge  and  the  Tent 
in  the  Bushes.  By  Mrs.  Copeland. 

HEART  AND  HAND,  or  the  Triumphs  of 
Mutual  Love.  A  most  captivating  Tale  for 
Young  People. 


TO  THE  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  I  LOVE. 

TO  THE  LADY  WHOM  I  LOVE. 

A  PRESENT  TO  THE  ONE  I  LOVE. 

SWEET  THOUGHTS  for  the  DEAR  ONE. 

THE  LOVER’S  GIFT,  Or,  the  Effusions  of  the 
Heart,  fondly  affectionate. 

THE  LOVER’S  LANGUAGE  AND  POETRY 
OF  FLOWERS,  Expressive  of  the  Sentiments  ^ 
of  the  Heart.  rfr 

These  Poetry  Book3  are  well  adapted  for  Presentation.  ^ 

Published  by  W.  Nicholson  &  Sons,  London.  ^ 
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The  Abominations  of  Modern 
Society, 

By  Bev.  T.  De  Witt  Talmage,  of  New  York.  Is 

This  is  the  most  eloquent  and  startling  Publication 
that  has  appeared  for  a  long  time.  The  Author  is 
a  man  of  uncommon  genius. 

Should  be  Bead  by  all  Classes. 

Price  One  Shilling,  Neatly  Bound  in  Cloth. 

Home  Thoughts, 

And  Public  Utterances  on  Entertaining  and  Practical 
Subjects.  By  W.  B.  Affleck. 

The  Sabbath  School  Speaker, 

Price  Is.  Bound,  or  in  four  parts  3d.  each. 

The  Lover’s  Letter  Writer, 

And  Poetic  Declarations  of  the  Heart’s 
Esteem  and  Affection,  &c.  Coloured  Fron¬ 
tispiece.  l8mo.  Cloth,  Is.  (Quite  New.) 

Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

In  Three  Parts,  with  Explanatory  Notes,  and 

8  Coloured  Illustrations,  by  Kronheim ;  Beau¬ 
tifully  Bound,  Bevelled  Boards,  Gilt  Edges, 

3s.  6d.  Plain  Edges,  3s. 

Price  6d  each. 

Ten  Nights  in  a  Bar  Room. 
Three  Nights 

With  the  Washingtonians. 

Dr.  Willoughby  and  his  Wine. 
Thrilling  Tales  of  the  Fallen. 
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Beautifully  Bound,  Gilt  Back,  Sides  and  Edges. 


Price  3s,  each, 
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Remarkably  entertaining  and  lively  pictures  of  actual  life,  which  demon¬ 
strate  the  importance  of  good  principles,  pure  affections,  and  human 
sympathies  full  of  the  soul’s  nutrition. 


Feeeh  and  Faded.  Very  suitable  for  presentation  to  youth  of  both 
sexes,  also  a3  a  Marriage  Present.  No  one  can  read  this  book  without 
being  wiser,  its  representations  are  vivid  and  interesting. 


Ob  the  thrilling  Story  of  Madeline  Jansen.  Unveiling  the 
sad  experiences  that  necessarily  await  jealous,  proud,  and  sensitive  young 
men,  and  undisciplined,  wayward,  and  petulant  young  women ;  also,  reveal¬ 
ing  the  true  and  only  way  of  escape. 


Ylie  Scii\d  but  r\ot  tlje  flekft  ; 


Or  The  Lite  Trials  of  Jessie  Loeing.  Exhibiting  a  noble  and 
true  woman,  who  during  the  bitter  years  of  an  unhappy  marriage 
swerved  not  amid  the  most  alluring  temptations  from  honour  and  duty,  and 
showing  the  final  reward  of  her  long  trial  of  faith,  love,  and  high  religious 
principle. 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  PATERNOSTER  SQUARE,  LONDON,  E.C. 


Beautifully  Bound.  Gilt  Back,  Side  and  Edges.  Price  3s.  each. 


¥ o Weirdy  tlekveii; 

Or  Religion  in  Common  Life.  A  volume,  free  from  sectarian 
or  denominational  influences,  which  cannot  but  deeply  impress  the  mind, 
and  awaken  in  every  one  the  highest  type  of  human  happiness. 


¥ wei|ty  Y ekf >s(  <Sgo  kqd  ]\[ow ; 

Or  the  Allen  House.  Portraying  vividly  the  legitimate  fruits 
consequent  upon  the  pursuit  of  either  of  the  two  ways  in  life,  the)  right 
and  the  wrong. 


Helen  I<ee; 

Or  the  Old  Man’s  Bride.  Showing  the  fatal  error  committed  by 
those  who,  in  disregard  of  all  the  better  qualities  of  our  nature,  make 
marriage  a  matter  of  bargain  and  sale. 


Yigllt  oi\  >Sl\hdowed  ¥atl|^. 

Stories  which  faithfully  point  to  many  of  the  different  shadows  that  have 
crossed  the  pathsof  others,  and  which  afford  much  of  invaluable  instruction, 
tending  to  rend  the  clouds  that  may  hover  o’er  us,  and  to  keep  us  within  the 
sunshine  of  life. 


These  Interesting  Boohs  are  well  adapted  for  Presentation.  The 
Publishers  can  safely  recommend  them. 


Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  PATERNOSTER  SQUARE,  LONDON,  E.C, 


NEW  SACRED  MUSIC. 


Songs  of  the  Golden  Shore. 

New  Music  for  the  Sabbath  Scho©l, 
Evangelistic  Missions,  Anniversaries,  and 
Social  Gatherings. 

jiLNTIRELY  EW  ^ORDS  AND  jVLuSIC, 

COMPOSED 

By  THOMAS  W.  GRANGER, 

(OF  THE  EVANGELISTS’  HOME,  BIRMIN6HAM.) 

Price  in  Paper  Covers,  6 d.  Cloth  limp ,  9 d.  each . 

Iglf  ISSUED  ALSO  IN  LEAFLETS. 

May  be  had  from  Mr.  T.  W.  GRANGER  or  the  PUBLISHERS. 
COPYRIGHT.  ENTERED  AT  STATIONERS’  HALL. 

The  Crown  of  Song. 

New  Music  for  the  Sunday  School,  Anniversaries, 
Social  Meetings  and  Home  Circle. 

A  Crand  Collection  of  New  Tunes, 

THE  ORIGINAL  COMPOSITIONS  ARE  BY  VARIOUS  COMPOSERS,  ALL  THE 
TUNES  ARE  COPYRIGHT  AND  ENTERED  AT  THE  STATIONERS’  HALL. 

Price  ifi  Paper  Covers,  6 d.  Cloth  limp,  9 d.  each. 

ISSUED  ALSO  IN  LEAFLETS. 

CATALOGUES  MAY  BE  HAD  ON  APPLICATION. 


LONDON :  Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

26,  Paternoster  Square,  E.C.  and  Albion  Works,  Wakefield. 


The  G  olden  Flitch. 

NEW  SERVICE  OF  SONG  FROM  THAT  POPULAR  BOOK 

“PRIMROSE  GARTH.” 

By  kind  permission  of  Rev.  JACKSON  WRAY. 

MUSIC  COMPOSED  AND  ARRANGED 

By  JAMES  C.  BEAZLEY. 

***  Specimen  of  this  Service  of  Song,  post  free,  4d.,  four,  is.;  50 
and  upwards,  half-price,  (and  postage  extra,  9<1.  for  50.) 

NEW  SERVICE  OF  SONG,  ENTITLED 

The  Voice  of  the  Flowers. 

SUITABLE  FOR  FLORAL  SERVICES,  &C., 
Compiled  by  DAVID  COLVILLE,  author  of 
“sowing  and  reaping.” 


The  general  idea  of  the  Service  is  to  enable  the  children  of  the 
Sunday  School  to  co-operate  with  the  choir  of  Church  or  Chapel, 
by  allotting  to  the  children  certain  portions  to  be  sung,  recited, 
or  read.  But  of  course  the  whole  can  be  rendered  either  by  children 
or  by  an  adult  choir. 

Outline  of  the  Story. — A  young  lad,  recently  made  an  orphan 
through  the  death  of  his  mother,  has  a  dream  in  which  he  hears  the 
trees  and  flowers  talk  and  sing.  The  newly-sprung  flowers,  anxious 
to  learn  something  of  their  mission  in  the  world,  consult  an  old 
apple-tree,  who  gives  them  counsel,  explains  the  nature  of  their  mis¬ 
sion  to  man,  and  man’s  duty  to  God,  also  indicating  some  of  the 
lessons  which  flowers  can  teach.  The  Flowers  eagerly  desire  to  ful¬ 
fil  their  destiny,  and  although  they  are  much  hindered  by  the  weeds, 
they  eventually  overcome  every  difficulty. — The  dream,  its  interpre¬ 
tation,  and  application;  and  tne  happy  result  to  the  dreamer. 

***  Specimen  of  this  Service  of  Song,  post  free  4d.,  four,  is.; 

50  and  upwards,  half-price,  (and  postage  extra,  9d.  for  30.) 


LONDON :  Published  by  W.  NICHOLSON  &  SONS, 

20,  Paternoster  Square,  E.C.  and  Albion  Works,  Wakefield. 


